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A COLLOaUY IN CLOTJDLAND. 

SCENE — Cloudland, nigh to midnight of the last day of the Old Year. The Incomparable Sage of Fleet Street and " La 
Mancha's Matchless Knight " mounted on their respective wooden horses. 

Mr. Punch {spurring the Spotted One). Yoicks ! Tallyho ! I Hark forward ! ! ! Something like space-consuming 
speed this, eh, my dear Don ? Who talks now of a Horseless Age ? 

Don Quixote (turning the peg of Malambruno's magic steed). Only your scientific and sensational journals, who, 
drya8dust dogs 1 are, after all, endless leagues behind Merlin the Enchanter, and the magic-aided heroes of old romance. 

Mr. Punch. Kim up, my timber-built timber-topper, and spotted space-devourer ! As though the much-talked of 
motor-carriage, auto-cycle, or petroleum-propelled tram-car of these mouthing days of modernity might compare with the 
Trifaldi'8 steed, my spotted Pegasus, or even the peripatetic carpet of Persian story ! Speed you well, valorous knight ! 

Don Quixote. Heaven guide thee, undaunted Sage I Hah 1 How you fly aloft ! How you cut the air more swiftly 
than au arrow 1 1 How you mount, and soar, and astonish the world below ! ! 1 

Mr. Punch. Haha ! Ours is no imaginary, bellows-blown flight, as was yours, worthy knight, when seated with 
Sancho on the wooden crupper of Clavileno, pressed aforetime by the valourous Pkteb of Provence, and the fair Maoalona ! 

Don Quixote. Nay, indeed, Sir Knight of the Spotted Bucephalus — for thou art no chivalry-scorning Trifaldi — we 
are not now blindfolded, and thy Pegasus, thy Brilladoro, thy Bayarte, thy Frentino, thy Clavileno el Aligero— or Wooden- 
Peg the Winged — might give a lead even to my renowned Rosinante ! 

Mr. Punch. Blindfolded ? Nay, dear knight, I am the Dazzling Illuminator, not the Bewildering Blinder 1 

Don Quixote. I plainly perceive that thou art a Progressive. 

Mr. Punch. I am a Progressive Moderate and a Moderate Progressive. Badge me not therefore in any less compre- 
hensive fashion, O Knight of the Rueful Countenance. 

Don Quixote. I presume, Sir Sage, that those same Progressives, however, who claim to initiate all the forthright 
movement of the Age, did originate and invent the motor-carriages, auto-oyoles, and other the horseless locomotive vehicles 
of which we spake but now? 

Mr. Punch. Who better than yourself should know, my dear Don, that all are not Progressives who make a stir about 
Progress ? like the circumgyrators in the game of " Giant's Stride," many of them ramp round in a circle, and " get no 
forrader." I am the only true and trustworthy Progressive, and my auto-motor cuts all records ! 

Don Quixote. And is it propelled by petroleum ? 

Mr. Punch. By nothing so crude, flaring, and fuliginous, dear Don. It is " motived " by — Ltoht ! 
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Don Quixote. Wondrous machine ! How would I like to mount it ! Is it in likeness of a horse ? 
Mr Punch. Say not the witlings and wiseacres that we are on the verge of a Horseless Age ? 

Don QuimoU. They do. But, by the bones of my beloved Rosinante, the idea liketh me not The horse is indeed a 
noble animal- 
Mr. Punch. And will continue to be " useful to man," our current cyclo-and-auto-motormania notwithstanding. The 
cycle doubtless hath its utility, and even charm, though in certain of its characteristics it seems qualified to give mankind the 
hump! 

Don Quixote. And womankind the wobbles ! 

Mr. Punch. When lovely woman stoops to wheeling, 

And finds too late that bikes betray, 
Beauty, and grace, and finer feeling 
She 11 see the sex hath chucked away ! 

Don Quixote. Verily, had my peerless Duloinea herself bestraddled a spinning-wheel in ungraceful posture and un- 
seemly garb, I, her sworn knight, should have deemed her the victim of diabolic enchantment. Why, even the afflicted 
duenna, with her fair cheeks beard-begrown by enchantment, she whom Sakcho called the Countess Three-Skirts, would not 
— save under dire compulsion— have donned the modern divided skirt and mouuted the man-saddled steed of steel. Art 
sure, Sir Sage, that after all it is not enchantment that hath so far unsexed your afflicted damosela and duennas, and that 
'tis not my duty in their defence to lay lance in rest 

Mr. Punch. Nay, sweet soul of chivalry, May fair is not La Maneha, and you may safely leave its fair denizens to the 
d« fence — or, if need be, chastening— of that knightly lance of to-day, my own invincible and unerring baton. But, verily, 
'twere a punishment not ill-deserved by certain of our mannish maidens and male- mimicking matrons did Malambruno clap 
bristly scrubbing-brush hairs upon them as upon your distressful Duenna of Toledo. 

Don Quixote. Verily, Sir Sage, we are mounting skyward, dawn- ward, New Year- ward in a wondrous manner 1 Thy 
spotted steed is surely Pegasus itself, for Skyworld is full of myriad voices of wisdom and melody. 

Mr. Punch. But my Auto-Motor, comparable only with the Sun God's glowing chariot, shall outsoar and outshine 
even our present empyrean flight. 

Voice {suddenly sounding behind them). Wuff! Wuffl Wuff! 

Don Quixote (looking round). Saints preserve us ! What is this new marvellous enchantment ? Hath Sirius itself 
broken loose ? — doth the Dog Star follow our trail ? 

Mr. Punch. What seest thou, Sir Knight ? 

Don Quixote (with awe). I behold, as it were, an aerial fire-wheeled car, shapen in the guise of a Titanic Tome, 
coruscating comet-like in its career, whereon is mounted — yes, verily — a Dog — a Dog of Dogs ! What, Sir Punch, may be 
this portent ? 

Afr. Punch. Why, my dear Don Quixote — who seems scarcely the Quixote Quicksight of the nursery rhyme — what 
should it be but Tobias himself with that promised specimen of my Auroral Autocar, or Mirific Motor-Carriage, self-impelled, 
self-steered, self-lighted, self-heated, the most peerless outcome of the true Progressive spirit, the true acme of sure and 
speedy Progress ; in other words, dear Don, and at your entire service, my 
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A PATH OP PEACE. 

(The Baltic Canal, June 22, 1895.) 
[" Peace reign* over the whole fleet," &o.— "Daily hewt " Special.] 
A wobk of Peaoe, whereto from near and far 
Gather the iron-bosomed brood of war, 
like new Stymphalian birds, whose claws and wings 
The warrior welcomes and the noet sings. 
Oh, gentle Peaoe, how strange in our strange day. 
Thy mailed retinue, thine armed array 1 
Those flower-deck'd obelisks, that silken rope, — 
Bright illustrations of the Tales of Hope, — 
The royal speeches and the loyal oheers, 
Disguise misgivings as they silence fears. 
Bat Denmark's memories, and the thoughts of France, 
As through the stream that yacht's white bows advance, 
Breaking that slender cord from bank to bank, 
Might move reflections strange. Yet let us thank 
Adventurous skill which gives our ships to-day 
A shorter passage and a safer way 1 
Not war alone, but trade, will take the track 
That shuns the wild and stormy Sksger Rak ; 
And may Brunsbuttel's now familiar name 
Be little linked with Empire's big War-Game 
May battle-echoes in the Baltic cease, 
And the Canal be a new Path for Peaoe 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Oub B. A (i.e., ** Baron's Assistant") begs to congratulate Mr. 
Gkbald Campbell very heartily on the success of The Joneses and the 
Asterisks (Johk Lake). It is no easy task to write a story in a series 
of what may be called monologioal dialogues,— dialogues, that is to 
say, in which only one party speaks while the rest are understood,— 
and yet to keep that lightness of touch and that sparkle of wit 
without which dialogues become mere barren boredom. This is the 
task that Mr. Campbell has brilliantly accomplished* # The Joneses 
and the Asterisks is as keen and telling a piece of social satire as it 
has been the B. A.'s good fortune to come across for many a long day. 

Thursday. June 27, Mid-day. The Baron opens ventilators, doors, 
windows. Then, at haphazard, he takes up a book. Its title. What 
is heat f . . . Answer immediately given Dy thermometer, " 95° in 
the shade." That 's heat 1 And if that isn't, what is P The second 
title of book is, A Peep into Nature's Most Hidden Secrets. But 
the Baron is not Paul Pry ; he doesn't want to peep ; at all events he 
oannot undertake any exertion until about November, say, when he 
will be delighted to peruse the work of Mr. Fbedebick Hovehdek, 
F.L.&, F.G.8., F.R.M.S.,— 41 Three single Fellows rolled into one.' 1 
" Let me descend to the ioe-oellar, or in cool grot let me sit, 
with a soothing ioed beverage and a ohoioe Hayannah; let me 
read there About the North Pole, and Gunter's Tales if Ices," 
quoth the Bubdened Barok db Book- W ohms. 



SHAKSPEABE ON THE SITUATION. 



Coins Marcius Coriolanus 
Tullus Aufldius . 



Mr. Ch-mb-el-k. 
l-bd s-l-sb-bt. 



Act I V. , 8c. 4. Antxum ( Downing Street) 
Cor. 



Before Aufldius 9 s House. 

world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast sworn, 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 

Whose hours, whose bed, whose meals, and exercise, 

Are still together, who twin, as 'twere, in love 

Unseparable, should, within this hour, 

On the dissension of a doit, break out 

To bitterest enmity : so, f ellest foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep, 

To take the one the other, by some ohanoe. 

Some trick, not worth an ei^t, shall grow dear friends, 

And interjoin their issues. So with me : 

My birth-place hate I, and my love 's upon 

This enemv town. • • • • 

Auf. (entering, 8c. 5). Say, what 's thy name F 

Cor. My name is Caius Mascots, who nath done, 
To thee particularly, and all the Volces, 
Great hurt and mischief . . • Now, this extremity, 
Hath brought me to thy hearth. 

Avf. Mabcius, Mabcius ! 

Each word thou has spoken hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yond' cloud speak divine things, 
And say, " 'Tis true/' I 'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Mabcius.— Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash a hundred times haw broke. 

.... I do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 

Contend against thy valour. • • . Why, thou Mars! I tell thee 
We have a power on foot ... 0, oome, go in, 
And take our friendly senators by the hands .... 

Cor. You bless me, gods I 

Auf. Therefore, most absolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commission. Bat oome in : 
Let me commend thee first to those that shall 
Say "Yea" to thy desires. A t h o usand welcomes 
And more a friend than e'er an enemy ; 
Yet, Mabcius, that was much. Your hand! most welcome 1 

[Exeunt Cobiolabub and Aufidius. 

Tobi's Mem.— Wednesday, July 3.— " Dog Days begin." Go 
downtoooast 4< My bark is on the sea ! " Avoid going south for 
fear of the Muzzle-man. 
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HOW ROMANTIC! 

She. "I SAT, THIS 18 PRETTY AWFUL ! POOR LITTLE MlSS MSSSUF !— IT 8AT8 HERB THAT 'SHORTLY AFTBB THE WEDDING 
SHE DI8G0VERID HE WA8N T REALLY A BARON 1 ' " 

He. " Well. Think of the poob Johnny when he found out she wash 't really an Heiress 1 " 



THE CANDIDATE'S VADE MECUM. 

Question. "Why do jou desire to enter the House of Commons F 

Answer. Because, if I am honoured by my fellow-men by being 
chosen to represent them, it is my ambition to serve them faithfully 
and maintain in all its glorious integrity the time-honoured heritage 
of this mighty empire. 

Q. Yes, so you have said in your address to the electors ; but have 
you no other reason for wishing to occupy a seat in Parliament P 

A. Certainly. The prestige bestowed by the letters *' M.P. ' is 
pleasing, and if the honour ultimately culminates in a baronetcy or a 
knighthood the distinction will be gratifying to my wife. 

Q. Then you would not be adverse to receiving promotion in the 
line to which you have referred ? 

A. No ; because 1 should consider that I acted merely as a trustee 
to my constituents— that I, in fact, appeared in the character of their 
personal representative. 

Q. Yes, you said something of the sort the other evening at a 
canvassing meeting in reply to a question put to you by one of your 
voters ; but surely the decoration would be desirable for some other 
consideration P 

A. It undoubtedly would have a certain market value in the City 
in the eyes of promoters of public companies of limited liability. 

Q. What measures have you taken to secure election beyond 
issuing the very admirable address to which I have, more than once, 
referred P 

A. For the last two or three years I have assiduously nursed the 
consti tue ncy. 

Q. What do you mean by nursing a constituency P 

A. Obtaining a stake in the shape of land and a house in the 
division, and making myself generally popular amongst my fellow- 
ratepayers. 

Q. How can you become popular ? 

A. By subscribing largely to local oharities and institutions, 
laying foundation stones, and opening fancy bazaars with untiring 
energy. 

Q. What considerations weigh with you when you are invited to 
add your name to a subscription-list ? 

A. I take care to make the sum I give a little larger than that 
otntributed by my opponent, and take it as a general rule that lawn 



tennis is of more importance than dispensaries, and polo, from a 
benevolent point of view, takes precedence of associations established 
to relieve dire distress. 

Q. Is there any other method whioh may be adopted with advan- 
tage by those desirous of nursing a constituency P 

A. Speaking frequently in assembly rooms, taking nursery 
gardens for the same purpose, and generally improving trade in the 
neighbourhood. 

Q. Then the money paid for the hirings to whioh you refer is 
commercially popular r 

A. It is, and (joined of course to the eloquence of my friends and 
myself) should distinctly influence the election. 

Q, And should you be elected, what do you suppose you will have 
todoP 

A. To thoroughly enjoy the honour of being able to treat the House 
of Commons as a club, and being asked by the leaders of my Party 
to all their entertainments. I shall see my name in every newspaper 
report when I have happened to take part in a popular function. 1 
shall And that I have mounted the social ladder by leaps and bounds, 
and be able to pleasurably patronise or out direct those who now 
become my inferiors. 

Q. Ana what consideration will support you in your general 
demeanour? 

A. The conviction that all I do, and have done, is and has been 
actuated by the purest patriotism. 



"DALY NEWS! SPECIAL I" 

Once again we welcome the return of Miss Aba Rehan, with 
Jakes Lewis the Lively, and Mrs. Gilbert the Good, to Daly's, in 
Leioester Square. But so short is their season, and so many are the 
pieces announced, that to take more than a snap-shot at any one of 
them is impracticable, seeing that the Daly changes are weekly. Ere 
anyone sees these lines Augustin Dalt's train of thought will have 
passed over, and beyond them. The Railroad ef Love will have 
served its purpose, and become a siding. Two Gentlemen of Verona 
will be travelling first-class on Saakspearian main line leading to 
Midsummer Night'* Dream, which, with its fairy revels ana its 
music, will represent the terminus of this short journey. When 
will Daly & Co. come to stay F 
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THE SOMALIS AT SYDENHAM. 

Ik the Stables. 
Miss Simplicia 8mp$on (looking at the native saddles 



brackets). I suppose those are what they put on the ostriohes I 
Companion. They don't ride ostriches. 



on 



Her 



That only shows 



Miss Simpson (in a tone of pity and reproof). 
you 'ye nerer read your Swiss Family Robinson ! 

A Gobe-mouche. Well, I never see a white lamb with a black 'ed 
before ; that is a ouriosity, ain't it Y 

His Phlegmatic Friend. Not arf suoh a ouriosity as if it 'ad 'ad a 
black 'ed behind. 

A Censorious Lady (before a row of baby elephants). Oh, aren't 
they horrid I Look at their horrid little eyes. (As one of them pro- 
trudes a predatory trunk.) Oh, fret away, do ! They are the most 
hideous creatures I 've ever seen 1 Look at that one, all wrinkled 
and baggy like an old man. See. it 's wagging its head about like 
a Chinese doll 1 I do think they 're quite loathsome, don't you P 

Her Companion (a more Tolerant Person). 
I daresay they would'nt look so bad if they 
were varnished up a bit. 

Iw the Ostrich Fash. 

The Keeper (who apparen tly considers his 
Show as moral as Aetemus Wabd's— to the 
Public generally). I 'ye come over here From 
California, whose golden waters kiss The 
mouth of her Sunny Sands, and where there 
air strawberries all the year round. On the 
farm where I live there were only fourteen 
days in all of lasst year when we had no 
strawberries. The most Glorious climate In 
the World ; and, if anyone don't believe it. 
all they've got to do is to die : and then, if 
they 've been good, they '11 go there, and find 
out for themselves. 1 f m not under Con-tract 
To say a single word here, but I want to talk 
to you about these birds, because they're 
generally misunderstood. They walk en-Urely 
From the Toe, which gives them the graceful, 
springy action you see. They air all named 
after the neatest people now living on airth. 
This one close to the rails is called Jim Blue. 
Mark well the Peculiarities, life. Habits, and 
Characteristics of the Ostrich, and you will all 
of you go away And lead A moral life. The 
only absolootly Purrfect Being on this ole 
Universe is the bird now passing in front of 
me. Her name is Gail Hamilton, and She has 
The Smallest Feet of anyone here present, and 
the Smallest Head. She has only one ounce of 
brains inside of it, and that is Sufficient for 
her requirements, and nobody would have any 
use for more if they did not suffer From swelled 
heads. • • • Yes, little girl, you're purrfeotly 
right— the ostrich does run zig-zag, which is A 
Fact that is Unknown to many Scientific men. 
The kick of the ostrich is as quick as light- 
mnf^qtMcker 'n lightning, be-cause you can 
see lightning, but you cannH see anostrioh's 
kick, which is four kicks to the second, and 
kills a man every time. At oertain seasons 
it is Impossible to go among these birds ezoept On horseback, and 
pro-vided with a stout pole with a fork at the end for Self-def enoe. 
All of these birds are here on Sale, and there is a large demand for 
them for Gentlemen's Parks and Conntry seats. 

A Suburban Humourist (to his Wife). What d'ye say to gettin' a 
pair on 'em fur our back-yard, eh P 

His Wife. '0 w you do tork, 'Enebt ! 'Oo do you suppose is goin' 
to 'ans; the washing out with two o' them great houtlandish beasts 
lolloping around P Not me, and bo I tell yer. I 've enough work on 
my 'ands without no austridges 1 

[She fans herself violently with her programme, and 'EmffiY is re- 
duced to explain that his suggestion was not seriously intended. 

Lf the Stajtds— durdtg the Native Display. 

Mrs. Keyveve (to her brother, Mr. Fbebbbick Fbivell, as the 
SomaUs are performing a marriage dance). It seems a curious kind 
of wedding, doesn't it, Fee* Y Can you make out which are the 
bride and bridegroom F 

Mr. Frivell. Fancy that 's the bride in red cotton, with her hair 
down, prancing with maidenly gaiety between the first bridesmaid 
and the best man, while the bridegroom, becomingly draped in a 
bath-towel, may be observed capering up and down dapping hands 
with the officiating clergy. A simple but impressive ceremony. 



I wonder if they get any wedding presents. 
The sportsman in the rusty wig gave '*"" 
' - -"heJoI 




Mrs. Keyveve. Tory. 

Mr. FriveU. Rather. . „ . . 

Bnowirnre's poems and an afternoon tea-kettle, and the Johnny with 
the feathers in his wool presented her with a dressing-bag. The 
photo-frames, card-cases and carriage-olocks are all laid out in one of 
the huts, acceding to the savage castom of the country, guarded by 
a deteotive in the disguise of a wedding guest, armed with poisoned 
spears. 

Mrs. Keyveve. How silly you are ! Look, they 're rolling along a 
great wicker- basket What can they have in it —the bride*s luggage, 
perhaps f . . . . Why, it's an enormous snake ! See, it 'a crawling 
out I 

Mr. Frivell. It's the bride's going-away dress, that 's all. Some- 
one ought to tell her that boas aren't worn this season, though. 

9 Arriet (in the Sixpenny Promenade, to 'Abrt). What are they 
miking all that row about— are they supposed to be tor king, or what? 
9 Arry (vaguely). I expect they 'redeolarin' war— against somebody 
or other. 
9 Arriet (reflectively). I wonder if that little bit of 'air stickin' up 
grows out of that feller's 'ed like that Look 
at all them little nippers runnin' about — (with 
an air of discovery]—! expect they belong to 
some of r em. 
[ The Somalis perform a war-dance, which 
seems to consist in squatting down opposite 
one another in a double row. chanting 
" Razza-Ho! Ho-hod-ho-ho!" or words 
to that effect, while two of the party dodge 
between the ranks and cluck Uke poultry, 
after which all rise % knock their wooden 
shields together until they lose further 
interest in the affair, and strou away 
satiated. 
Mrs. Keyveve. Is that really their war- 
dance ? It's very much the same as the 
marriage danoe, isn't it? 

Mr. Frivell (a contented bachelor). Yes; 
subtle beggars, dies© Somalis. 

'Arry (during the Sham Fight). 'Ark at one 
on 'em 'owlin' "Oo-oo-ool ' r he's took bad 
agen ! Good ole Mop 'Ed got one in that time I 
'f Olla-olla-oUa ! "—he's savin' the other bloke 
'it 4m on the jor. 

1 Arriet. There 's one keeps savin' " Pudd'n " 
as plain as possible. There agen—* 1 Pudd'n I " 
d'jear 'imr They orter bring that young 
Shazabdeb chap to see this; he'd feel at 
'ome 'ere, among; all these Injians, wouldn' 'e P 
' Arry. They ain't Injians— they 're Afrikins, 
didn't you know that much ? 
* Arriet. Oh, you 're so partiokler, you are ! 
Mrs. Keyveve (during the Dromedary Race). 
How seasick one must feel on those wobbly 
camels! 

Mr. Frivell. The Csmel has been beautifully 
called the " Ship of the Desert." 

A Husband (confidentially, to his neigh- 
bour). Ter know, the Missus ain't en/oyin r M 
this, she aint— you see. I'll arsk her, and 
ear what she sez. (2b his "Missus.") 



There thev are, yer see— Comin' '©me from 
Southend ! " 



Oh- 



you 

r 0w d'ver like it. eh, Mother? 

His Missus fi (with self -repression), 
middlin'. 

Husband (insistently). Ah, I know what thtf means ; yer don't 
care about it Now, do yer f 

His •' Missus." It's well enough— in its way. ( With irrepressible 
candour.) I 'd sooner see the Mow'ork Minstruels. 

Husband (to his neighbour, with a mixture of chagrin and com- 
placency). Didn't I tell yer ? That's where it is. I don't know a 
more severer oriteek anywheres than what my ole woman is 1 

Miss Simpson. Look at those dear ostriches running after one an- 
other and opening their beaks. Now that 's not imitation, you know ! 
' Arry (with his characteristic eye for analogy— as the entire 
caravan parades past in procession). There they are, yer see— 
Comin' 'Omefrom Southend! 



Small bt Dbgeees and Beautifully Less.— Our excellent eon- 
temporary the Northern Whig allows a correspondent to call 
attention to the nuisanoe of cydins; in Malone Park. Apparently 
our "fellow-subjects of the sister kingdom " have followed the lead 
of " the beginners of Battersea," and n made themselves a souroe of 
annoyance to the majority of people resident in the locality." If 
" the nuisanoe " is permitted, the correspondent suggests the Park 
will soon be deserted. When this happens, the cyclist can appropri- 
ately alter his ride (by catting off a letter) around Malone to Alone. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Avother two "turns" and Patti is off. Delightful to see and 
hear her as Zerlina in immortal Opera Don Giovanni* " Patti 
Patti" with " Batti Batti 99 " La c% darem 99 and all old friends 
admirably given and heartily encored* After one of the encores 
Maggie Maointtbb walks off suddenly as if in search of lost 
pocket-handkerchief. In most serious moments ever a twinkle 
in Maggie's eye, and twitch at the corners of Maggie's mouth, 
as if giving audience dearly to understand that she is "only 
purtenain'." 

Second Act. Enter Patti ; sings, pauses ; wonders ; sings note, 
like nightingale summoning mate ; pauses: again wonders. "Some 
one had blundered ! " Bevignani beaming but bothered. " He 
oometh not," they said. Exit 
Patti, shrugging shoulders. 
Curtain drops. Very short Aot. 
Audience, amused, applaud. 
Curtain up again. Betignani 
brightens. Re- enter Patti 
with merry Masetto, who pri- 
vately explains that for a few 
moments ne had lost his voice 
and had been looking for it. 
Fortunately, voioe found; in 
chest; quite safe. Surely a 
little modern dramatic polish 
might be used to furbish up 
utterly idiotic old-fashioned 
stage-business of this ancient 
Italian Opera? Eh, Signor 
Dbubiolantts ? 

In the trio at end of Aot II. 
somebody got off the line, 
and audience, determined that 
they would be better for a 
little more practice, called 
Ma'am Anna, Miss Maggie, 
and Master Bbozkl before the 
curtain, and then made them 
go through their exercise onoe 
more. Nothing like practice, to make perfect. 

The Statuesque Commendatore to be highly commended as repre- 
sented by aristocratio Makitebs. New Italian Opera proverb " Man- 
ners makes the Commendatore." Patti at premium. Royalty 
Restored to Box. Brilliant night. Crammed, jammed house. 

In Lobby.— Much agitation among ancient Opera-goers on hearing 
report that Mario is to sing here on Saturday afternoon. " Mabio I " 




Zerlina Patti accompanied by her Squire on the violoDcello, 



they exolaim; "impossible!" Not 



turns out that this 



"Mario" is a character in a new Opera by "Alice Macleax ' 
(pretty name, but nioer if it were " A Wash Meclsav "), entitled 
Petruccio (not Shaebbbabb's Petruchio), in which one Mario 
is " Elvira 9 s little brother; 99 and so, possibly, he was quite an 
infant when sister Elvira was cruelly treated by Don uiovanni. 
Also in this new Opera appears " Elvira 9 $ mother. 99 In fact, it is 
rather lucky for Don that he has gone below with Stony Com- 
mendatore to Stony Stratford, or elsewhere, as the talented 
Elvira family, with whom is associated JRubino, a gentleman 
"formerly betrothed to Elvira," would make it rather too hot 
for him. 

Tuesday.— QiMck'b Orfeo. " Gen'lm'n," if overtaken with wine, 
as was David Copperfteld on a notable occasion, would say, " G'luok 
t' you, 9 that is, could any gentleman in such state be possibly ad- 
mitted to Covent Garden, and 
could dare to address Julia 
Ravogli, admirable as Orfeo. 
Cavalleria to follow. 

JAttrsday.— Madame 6km- 
bbich nice as Violetta 
Traviata % "were t'other dear 
charmer away!" Very hot 
night. Makcinelli must for 
once have wished himself a 
non-conductor? Result, Mak- 
ciwelli Melted. 

Friday. — Adelina Zerlina 
PatU-cake and the Im-Maurel 
Don O. Why not in suoh 
hot weather give opera with 
ice in it ; Patti in skates en 
Patti-neuse" 

Saturday. — Welcome to 
Madame Albaei, our Valen- 
tine in what Wagstaff calls 
" Lay Hug-me-nots." "Not 
bad title," he explains; "after 
crowd of ecclesiastics in swear- 
ing soene, pleasing to find two 
principal characters are 'lay': 
not May-figures' but lovers 
not permitted by hard Fate either to embrace each other or 
any opportunity of eloping together ; so * Hug-me-not 9 curiously 
applicable." So far, Wagstaff. Strong cast this with Giulia 
Kavogli as Urbano the nage of music, Melba as Margherita the 
Queen with the top-notes in her air ; JcprrEB-PLAirgoir as Marcel, 
Tam Agno as Hug-me-not Raoul, and Akcoka as Conte de Nevers- 
eay-die. Conducting orchestral army to victory, Marshal Makci- 
nslli is Merry and Meritorious. 



THE BOT AND THE BAT. 

[" Who may describe a small boy's pat sion for his bat ? "—Daily JV«r«.] 

Jemmy Bitkins, aged Thirteen-and-a-half, loquitur : — 

I 'vb won it, Bill, I 've won it! And it 's pooty nigh fall size! 

Leastways, anyhow, it looks it. 0. 1 tell yer, it 's a prize. 

YaUer- backed, Bill, and cane-'andled, and its got a sort o' feel, 

As yer swing it wot reminds yer cf a Stoddabt or a Steel. 

Last Saturday as ever wos I turned out afore six, 

And practised in our back yard, wiv three lumps o' deal for " sticks." 

Young Pollt she bowled to me, and I drove 'er, and I out, 

And swiped over the PerviHon "—which I mean our water-lutt. 

Poll can do a fair round-arm er for a girl and no mistake. 

And the 'U 'ave you, middle-stumpo, if yer don't look wide awake. 

'Twos the day of our School Hatch, Bill, and our gaffer, Mister 

Blobe, 
'Ad promised a cane-'andler to the boy as made top rcore. 
Oh l tell yer I meant 'aving it, Mpractisin 9 would do , 
But my bat 'ad split a lnmp off, and it seemed to 'it at kew. 
'Ow can yer " keepa straight bat " when your bat itself aint straight? 
But we did our level best, Bill, me an' Pollt. 

At out fate 
Out at Petersham I tell you as we done the thing to rights, 
None o' yer 'at-an'-ooat piles for the wickets, as is sights 
A cricketer cocks snooks at, when 'e knows the real game. 
No penny injy-iubber and a club I Though, all the same, 




But to-day we did it different. Heal stumps was pitched 0. JL t 
We 'd a scoring-sheet, and umpire / We 'd a red new ball to play, 
As it seemed a sin to slog at, 'cos it took the pooty out; 
But I tell yer we forgot that wiv the fust good 'it and shout. 



Lanky Steve 'e made that 'it, 'e did. It scooted past long; slip, 

At forty mile a hour or so. That Steve can make 'em skip. 

He tops me by a 'ed, too, and I feared he 'd cog the bun. 

Yus, 1 thought the Bat was his'n when he 'd piled up twenty-one ! 

/wanted fanning, Billy, when I ups and takes my olock, 

And the ball came thunderin' at me like a little earthquake shook. 

Seemed heverywhere. yet nowhere, if you understand me, Billy. 

And pitohed just in that orkud spot as always knecks yer (illy. 

Coming off the pitch like pickles, as though aiming at yer heye ; 

But I pulls myself together for a volley, an' let fly. 

And fust thing I knowed I heard it busting 'ard agin the f enoe ; 

And I felt I 'd scored a boundary, and the cheering wos emense. 

Then Billy I lammed into 'em I They came as easy then 

As little Polly's easiest lobs. Billy, they called hue " Men ! " 

" The next man in wos Bilious " the reporter sez— that 's me !— 

" An' e*s a young phernomenon, a infant W. G. 

Who piled his quarter-oentury in fair Doctorial form 1 " — 

Just fancy ! But them scribbling chaps can pile it thick and warm. 

I won that Bat 'owever with a score of twenty-five, 

And Polly— in the Press-tent 1— wos the 'appiest girl alive 

While as for me ! Billy, when I drawed it from the baize. 

Caught the whiff of the free h willow !— well the world looked all a 



If " the Doctor " feels much 'appier when his Testimonial comes— 
Well, though 'e 's the pet of England, me a urchin from the alums, 
I jist guess he '11 hunderstand me ! Ony wish IM got a bob 
To send the TelygrafL Bill. I should soon be on the job. 
Ain 9 t Gbace a 'Oly Stunner ; and the Pride o' the PerviHon ? 
Well I 'ope 'is Testimonial will runup to a Million ! ! ! 
And when he makes his next " Century" may /be there to see!— 
Wich the Master says he '11 take me, now I 'm called " Young W. G." 



How to fix the Happy Day.— Q. When's the best day for a 
wedding ? A. Why, of course, " A Weddin's day 99 
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UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

H08t. " YOU r LL HAYS A NICE DRIVE HOME 1 " 
Ghutt. " YlS ; THAT *B THE BEST OF IT 1 " 



DRESS A LA PREMIERE MODE. 

{A Dialogue Pastoral and Sartorial.) 

Bckicr—A Boudoir. "Present— A Lady and 
her Modiste. Time— The passing hour. 

Modiste. No, Madame, it is utterly impos- 
sible for you to wear silks and satins. They 
have quite gone out. 

Lady. Bat hasn't alpaca come in a little P 

Modiste. Scarcely. It may be used for 
divided skirts at Battersta Park, but it is not 
really recognised. 

Lady. Then what am I to wear ? 

Modiste. Flowers, Madame, flowers. Of 
course they should bs fixed on foundations, 
bat they are the only materials used at the 
present time. 



Lady. Are they not rather expensive ? 

Modiste. Well, no. I shall Dot charge more 
for them than velvet or brccade. And, of 
course, if you choose to wear your dresses 
more than onoe, your maid can get them re- 
novated with new flowers at an almcstf abulous 
reduction. 

Lady. I do not think a gown ever looks well 
when worn a second time. 

Modiste. Quite so, Madame ; quite so. 
Well, would you like a charming dress of 
pink hyacinths, with bishop's sleeves of 
Gloire ae Dijon roses ? The skirt woald be 
of variegated lilac 

Lady. Bat could you get the material for 
the floral combination f 

Modiste. Oh dear yes, Madane! Since the 
fashion for real flowers has come in we are 



supplied daily from all parts of the world, and 
have a large stock always at hand on the pre- 
mises. Why, our greenhouses are the finest 
in London. Will you want any other costume 
to-day P 

Lady. Only one for a small dance to- 
morrow. I want something cool and quiet. 

Modiste. You can scarcely do better than 
wear a costume tfEden, or as it is facetiously 
termed in England t " a dress for Eve." It 
is an arrangement in oak leaves and apples a 
la mode de la premiere femme du monae. 

Lady. Very well. Let me have it home by 
eleven. 

Modiste. You can depend upon my punctu- 
ality, Madame. If you are careful not to 
dance too mooh it will last until 2 a.m., and 
permit of your partaking of supper. I would 
not say this with confidence of all the gowns 
I turn out, but in this instance you will find 
leaves stronger than flowers. And now, 
Madame, permit me to take your measure. 

[Scene closes in upon mysteries of the toilet. 

AFTER THE CONGRESS WAS OVER. 
(A Strange Fragment dealing with a Mystery.) 

Eveby important question that could be 
considered had been thoroughly examined 
and decided. The delegates, who had come 
from North, South, East atd West, had ex- 
pressed their sttisf action with everything 
they had eeen in London. As for the Britbh 
Empire generally, their admiration knew no 
bounds. "It was magnificent." "It was 
beautiful" " It was grand." And yet when 
they prepared to take their departure there 
was a shade of disappointment upon their ex- 
pressive countenances. 

" IwishlcDuldhaveunderstoodit." said one. 

" It would have been a triumph of ingenuity 
to have comprehended it," observed another. 

" The queries of the Egyptian Sphinx were 
the easiest of conundrumsj in comparison," 
added a third. 

And others ohimed in to the same effect. 
But to the very last the delegates tried their 
best to solve the problem. At length the 
oompany departed. The hall in whioh the 
trreat assembly had been held was empty. 
There was one striking object in the deserted 
apartment. It was a book— a yellow-covered 
book. Evidently it had been much read. 
But. in spite of the fingering, there waa no 
distinct evidence that the full meaning of its 
contents had been grasped by anyone. 

In the quiet of the night the moonbeams 
illuminated the title-page. , 

The volume that rested so securely with its 
knowledge carefully concealed between its 
paper covers was Bradshaufs Railway 
Guide. 

Who Wouldn't be an Aldebxae ?— I have 
often wished to be an Alderman, and, after 
reading the following extract from the Bir- 
mingham Daily Gazette^ I have fixed upon 
West Bromwioh as the scene of my aldermanip 
labours. It must be glorious to joke with 
such ea?e : — 

"A West Bromwick Alderman's Joke,— 
Yesterday morning when the West Bromwioh 
guardians entered the Board Room at the West 
Bromwioh Workhouse, the blinds were all drawn, 
and as a consequence the room presented a very 
gloomy appearance. The business was about to 
be commenced, when Alderman R. Williams 
objected to the blinds being lowered. He in- 
quired whether their lowering had a political sig- 
nifioance, and whether the house was in mourning 
for the death of the Radical Government. If his 
assumption was true he considered they should 
not commence the business until the blinds were 
raised {Laughter.) Two of the largest blinds 
were then raised, but six others were allowed to 
remain down." 
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OMNISCIENCE. 

So* of the House. "I 'm going to Oxfokd fob a wiik, Maut, so 

MIKD AND 8IND MY LSTTEES THERE. YOU KNOW WHIBI OXFORD 18?" 

Mary Elizabeth Jane (the smart new Parlourmaid who knows every- 
thing). "Yis, Sir. Cambridge, of course !" 



BOUNDABOUT BEADINGS. 
Son of us like our English short, others prefer it expanded. 
Some of us, for instance, might sajr that " Nebo Addled while Borne 
burnt." Bat this held statement is obviously quite unsuited to the 



deeoratiye instinots of the age, for in the Daily Telegraph, only last 

* man Emperor ia credited with the 



week, I read that " a notorious Roman 



performance of a violin solo during the raging of a serious oonflagra 
tion in the heart of bis capital." The omission of Nero's name 
fives to this sentence a delicate parliamentary flavour, which brings 
it absolutely up to date. 

But what a noble example it is ! Henoef orward, for instance, if it 
should ever fall to my lot to write about Hrnry the Eighth of 
England, I shall feel a mere fool if I state that he married seven 
wives. No, no. A British monarch, oelebrated in the books of the 
historians as the Eighth, and hitherto the last of his name, is re- 
ported, on the authority of the Ecclesiastical registers of his time, to 
have entertained so warm and overpowering an affection for the con- 
nubial condition commonly known as matrimony, as to have entered 
into it with a comparatively light heart on as many occasions as 
would equal the sum total of predecessors bearing his name who 
have supported the burden of the crown of these realms. For a very 
alight increase of salary I am prepared to double the length of this 
sentence without adding a single faot to it 

Herb, too, is a delightful extract from a gorgeously illustrated 
volume issued by a firm of house-agents in praise of what they very 
properly term " an imposing structure in red brick." " It is diffi- 
cult," they declare (and after reading their description one can well 
believe it) "to conceive a more replete Town Mansion, embodying 
such artistic and delicate schemes of decoration, one where wealth has 
wrought such a revelation of harmonious and fitly fitments, or 
where the studious consideration of the minutest detail contributing 
to health, enjoyment and oomfort has been more completely mani- 
fested. This, combined with its advantageous position removed from 
any main thoroughfare with its accompanying turmoil, renders it a 
perfect dwelling and an idealistio London Home." 



No 



or by 



by White Star 
Guion 

I leave my native land to roam. 
I 've purchased and I occupy an 
Idealistio London Home. 

Last year my London I to quit 
meant; 
But now, with all an owner's 
pride, 



I gaze upon each fitly fitment, 
And, lo, desire for flight has 

Plaoe me where schemes of deco- 
ration [increase, 
Give both to Art and Health 
Where Wealth has wrought a 
Revelation— 
I ask no more, I rest in peace. 



Next let us contemplate a pure pern of descriptive English from a 
sporting contemporary. It occurs in an account of the atbletio contest 
between Cambridge University and the United Hospitals :— 

Scarcely a cloud flecked the blue heaven yesterday afternoon, and a 
dazzling sky burnished the Stamford Bridge grounds into an acre of reflected 
sunshine. What a pleasant spot the tryst of the premier athletic club on 
which to hold athletic revels ! It was not to be expected that the people 
would show a front at the carnivaL So much to do nowadays^ what with 
cycling at Hurlingham, and the Beauty wheel show on the Row in Battersea 
Park. Equal to the occasion though proved many English girls, and it was 
pleasing indeed to note their presence in the pavilion and enclosures. Bold 
as Britannia as a rule in this, the nineteenth century. And don't forget this, 
innocent as a posy all the while. . . . Think of this now. W. Mbndlb- 
son (C.U.AC.), but by birth a New Zealander, figuratively speaking, gazed 
on the ruins (long Jump ruins, of course) of Britishers at Stsmford Bridge. 
It was with a auickened pulse that one watched the Hurdle Race. 'Pon our 
soul 'twas a difficult problem to solve a few steps from home to tell which 
would win, Pilkinqton or Lowb. The flag went up for the visitor from the 
banks of the Cam. Nevertheless, no one can assert but that the medical 
banner remained hoisted at the truck in honour of their representatives. 
Gallant seconds ! . . . Of course H. A. Munro gave us a taste of his quality 
in the Three Miles. Verily he ran as though able to keep up pacing from 
sunrise to sunset. 'Twas a glorious victory that he gained. Neither must 
the plucky bid made by Horan be forgotten. Ah! if he had only been 
Munro ! But he wasn't, so there was no use in thinking about that. 

How melancholy are these might-have-beens. If Napoleon had 
only been Wellington. But he wasn't. So there was no use in 
thinking about that. 

Henley Regatta, I understand, is to be an international festival 
this year. A Dutch crew has entered for the Thames Cup, but it is 
not stated that they carry a broom in their bows. Nor is it to be 
inferred that they will make a clean sweep of the prize. Besides 
many English crews they will meet a crew from France. Then from 
Toronto come four Argonauts sailing not for the Golden Fleeoe, but 
for the Stewards' Challenge Cup; and from Ithaca, N.Y., eight 
modern Trojans, undergraduates of Cornell University, have set out 
intent on the capture of the Grand Challenge Cup. To all of them 
Mr. Punch extends the right hand of pood fellowship, though, 
being British to the backbone, he cannot wish for their triumph over 
bis own gallant oarsmen. And amongst these he especially welcomes 
Mr. C. W. Kent, the Hero of Leander, who, having four times 
stroked his crew to victory, is once more seated on the slide of honour 
todef end possession of the Grand,— Kent, the pride of joyous Moulaey, 
whom at his birth the Fates endowed with the triple pits of cunning, 
resouroe and oourage. bidding him wield an indomitable oar in un- 
defeated crews. As when a fox, emerging from the tangled covert 

But I cannot pursue the Yirgilian method any further. Let the event 
next week speak for itself. Here 's luck all round, and may the 
best crew be an English one. In any case, may the best crew win. 

The gentlemen from Cornell have brought over with them, in 
addition to their boats and oars, a terrible battle-cry, " Cornell, yell, 
yell, I yell Cornell" Manifestly the members of the London Rowing 
Club cannot model themselves on this, for to cry, " London, done, 
done, I 'm done, London " would, I trust, be as inappropriate as it 
would certainly be discou raging. 

My recent investigations into the condition of some of our great 
provincial cities lead me to the depressing belief that something is 
always wrong; with some of their streets. Here, for instance, is 
"Nemo" writing to the Manchester Guardian to complain that 
" on Saturday evening the Bury New Road was filthy, whilst the 
odour was eaual to that of the Ship Canal, but different. Formerly 
there seemed to be an effort made to have the road brushed up on 
Friday ready for Saturday and Sunday, when thousands of well- 
dressed and happy people— Jew and Gentile— promenade it on their 
way to breezy Kersai Moor." But why, may I ask, should there be 
no well-dressed and happy Christians promenading on their way to 
Kersai Moor ? It may be that they have followed n our local repre- 
sentatives," who, " Nxxo " suggests, " are enjoying their holidays, 
or are immersed in golf," whioh I take to be a delicate euphemism 
for bunkered. 

A LiTE-AT-NieHT Riddle.— Q. Why is it probable that the 
supper provided by the Royal Academicians for their guests at their 
sovrie would be chiefly or entirely vegetarian ? A. Because all the 
dishes are "R. A. dishes." 
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THE TRUE TEST. 



First Screever (storping before a Pastel in a Picture-dealer's window). "'Ullo 'Erbert, 
look 'iu ! Chalks 1 " 

Second Seruver. "Ah, very tricky, I dessat. But you set that Chap oh the 

PlVEMENT ALONGSIDE 0* YOU AN* Ml, TO DROB 'ARE A SALMON AH* A NEMPTY 'AT, AN* 

where 'ud 'E be ? M First Sereever. u Ah I " [Exeunt ambo. 



SCRAPS FEOM CHAPS. 

Is it well to temper justice with jokes ? 
This important question has been settled in 
the affirmative in many courts of law, bat it 
has been left for his Honour, Judge Edge, to 
use his own name (instead of somebody else's) 
in the playful manner requisite to excite 
" laughter m the Court" A solicitor recently 
took upon himself to argue with his Honour 
in the Plymouth County Court a question of 
costs in respeot of a case heard some months 
since. He conducted his argument with muoh 
warmth and inaoouraoy. This combination 



of bad law and bad temper enabled the Judge 
to score an easy victory. " Stand down," 
said his Honour ; " if you play with edged 
tools you must pay for it." Thus triumphed 
the Law and the Judge, and once more "un- 
quenchable laughter arose amongst the biased 
gods " up in the gallery. 

The British earthquake has been sadly 
neglected. Therefore Mr. Charles Davison, 
M.A., F.G.S., of Birmingham, is writing a 
History of the British Earthquakes of the 
Nineteenth Century, With a view to add to 
the completeness of this work, he has appealed 



to the readers of the Western Daily Mercury 
for "notices of British earthquakes, either 
past or future, of any kind and from any 
place whatever." He specially desires to be- 
come acquainted with earthquakes " of which 
descriptions appear in the local press, or entries 
are made in private diaries." All local papers 
should at once start a special earthquake 
column—" Earthquakes Day by Day/' or 
*' Yesterday's Earthquakes "—and writers of 
diaries would do well to dive into the past 
There are so many remarkable phenomena not 
otherwise recorded. Here is one. " Dined 
with Brow last night. Insisted on walking 
home, instead of taking Brown's advioe and 
a cab. Had not gone far when strange thing 
happened. Pavement suddenly upheaved and 
hit me violent blow on forehead. Fell proi- 
trate. Taken home in dazed condition by 
friendly policeman. No time to observe affect 
of earthquake on adjoining houses. Shook 
very short, but exceedingly severe. In bed 
all day. Large bruise on forehead. Headache, 
&c" There must be many interesting entries 
of this kind in diaries which will afford valu- 
able material for Mr. Davison's work. As 
to " notice of future earthquakes," which he 
requests, perhaps the Meteorological Offioe. 
the Geological Society and Zadkiel will 
kindly oblige with probable dates and other 
information. 

Wizard and Wittles.— Long life to the 
Glasgow Sir Walter Scott Club ! It " pro- 
motes the study of Sir Walter's life and 
writings, and encourages a more familiar 
acquaintance with the localities rendered 
classic by his pen." Ninety members set off 
the other day to Edinburgh, and drove in f our- 
-in-hands to the " beeohy grove" at Melville 
Castle, the Eak and Drummond's Hawthorn- 
den, and then on to the cattle and ohapel at 
Roslin. Lunch at Dalkeith, dinner at the 
Balmoral Hotel at Edinburgh, and back re- 
joicing at eventide to Glaegy, ''after the 
happiest and most successful excursion in 
the history of the club." This is the way to 
keep up the dignity of literature. Far better 
than knighthoods I An excursion " under the 
presidency of the genial Sheriff Spbhs," too ; 
no Sheriff Saves this time ; and a dinner at 
the Balmoral to wind up— it's a Talisman 
to make the heart of Midlothian leap up I 

A Musical Treat. A Pronouncement 
and A Hint.— Herr Nikuch's performance 
is so brilliant, and has so muoh real lire in it, 
ss to have given ri«e to the suggestion that, 
to express the diablerie of his effects, both 
syllables of his name should be short, and 
that his style should be henceforward known 
as the "Old Niokish" manner. When the 
chanos recurs, go and hear the symphony by 
Tschaekow8KT. Only be prepared. To pro- 
nounce this name correctly you must take 
pungent snuff and sneeze violently while try- 
ing to utter the word " Whisky." Take care 
to hive a medical man ready at hand ; also a 
tailor, with needle, thread, and buttons. 

From the South Wales Daily News.— 

AS Groom, Coachman, or Groom-Gardener, 
plain • wife good Cook ; or otherwise, if 
required. Good reference*. 
44 Or otherwise, if required," is delicious. She 
would be a bad cook or an indifferent one 
4 * if required ." So convenient I 



Half-and-Half. 
(After Reading some recent Political Speeches.) 

Although in the queer Party story 
There 's many a turn, and many a twist; 

'lYt strange to see Joseph half Tory, 
And Salisbury half Socialist ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FBOH THE MART OF TOBT M.P. 
Houu of Commoni^Monday, Junt 24. — Baok to-day from the 
booming Baltic to wan Westminster. Giren np the company of Kings 



/r r ~r ~\\ f 



»*"* r 




Jesse, the Pilot-Engine, clears the line ! 

and Queens which formed Don Cubbib's daily fare ; da* oended to lerel 
of Commons. And what a state of things to come baok to ! Left 
less than a fortnight aero, with House in almost comatose 
state. Even the Busy B's had ceased to hnm. Tanneb no 
longer disturbed at hour of midnight by poignant ouriosity 
as to when the Book would retire. Silomio, his head ban- 
daged after latest buffeting by Edward Gret and Sydney 
Buxton, temporarily silent. Alpheus Clbophas for awhile 
content with management of House by "nay right hon. 
friend the Chancellor of Exchequer." In a moment, 
in the twinkling of 8t. John Brodbick's eye, crisis and 
ohaos come. Ministry blown up with oharge of cordite, 
surreptitiously brought in ; concealed under Front Opposi- 
tion Ben<h; fired in the dinner hour. 

"Cordite?" said Tomlinson. "What is this oordite 
they 're all talking about ? Thought it was something they 
made trousers of." 

"No, no," said Private Hanbuby, np in all military 
matters. " You 're thinking of corduroy." 

House orowded from furthest bench of side galleries to 
gangway steps on floor. A buzz of excitement completes 
fulness of chamber. Only two empty seats. These on front 
benches, where Squire of Malwood and Prince Abthub 
were wont to face each other. Joseph's seat below gangway 
rilled by Courtney, who, in honour of occasion, has put on a 
white waistooat ana a smile. Wears both throughout pro- 
ceedings. A loud oheer welcomes arrival of Prince Abt b ub 
looking graver then usual. Three minutes later another rings 
forth, and the Squibb of Malwood enters with slow step and 
countenance set, suitable to the obsequies of an aisasainated 
Ministry. Jesse Colukgs comes in ; startled by cheer from 
Irish Members. 

11 Joe 'b not far off," said Trie Healt, grimly. " In times 
like these sends Jesse on ahead, like the pilot-engine that 
goes before Czar's train. If there were any murderous plot 
on hand, by Justin McCarthy or any other brigand, the 
blameless figure of Jesse would be blown into space, and 
Joseph would proceed on his journey with his hair unsinged." 

On stroke of half-past three Squibb of Malwood made 
formal announcement of familiar fact that Government had 
resigned ; The Mabkiss had been sent for ; Ministers kept 
their places only till their successors were appointed 



business-like speech, " that for every man who has taken part in 
the noble conflict of Parliamentary life, the ohiefest of all am- 
bitions, whether in a majority or in a minority, must be [to stand 
well with the House of Commons." 

How in this respect the Leader of the House through two Sessions 
of peculiar difficulty stands with both sides, testified to by a 
ringing oheer, repeated when Prince Arthur, who always does 
these things well, voiced the common feeling as he reoognised in the 
bloshing Squire " one of the greatest ornaments of this House." 

" That 's all very well, Toby," said the Sqtjibe, when I offered him 
my congratulations on deliveranoe from a situation long become in- 
tolerable. " You put it prettily. But I hope the experience of the 
last fortnight will be a lesson to you. You hadn't been gone a week 
and two days when the oordite bomb was exploded. Never forget 
what you must have learned in your nursery kennel : 

When the dog's away \ 
The rats will play." 

All business set aside. All Bills dropped save Seal Fisheries. This 
Cap*en Tommy Bowles, master of himself though Ministers falL 
prooeeds to discuss as calmly as if nothing had happened. Whilst 
other Members already have their eyes on their constituencies and 
their faces towards the door, Tommy, buttonholing Time as it were 
with his hookid arm, leisurely discusses the close season for Seal 
Fishing. 

Btmntss done.— The Government's. 

Tuesday.— House met again, expecting further particulars about 
the Ministerial crisis. Benohes foil, but not so crowded as yester- 
day. Again the Squibb, Prince Abthub, and Joseph absent. The 
two latter not expected. When they reappear they will sit side by 
side on Treasury Benoh. But where was the Squibe ? 

Preliminary business finished. House waiting for next move. 
Must be made by Squire. Where was he ? Members tossed about 
on seats. All eyes strained towards ppaoe behind Speaker's chair, 
whence Ministers approaohing Treasury Benoh emerge. Minutes 
passed ; Squibb still tarried. Horrible rumour that oordite had 
done fresh stroke of work. Frederick Mjlnbb said he dis- 
tinctly heard sound of explosion in neighbourhood of room of Leader 
of House. Another report was that Squibb had been kidnapped, 
shipped off to distant oolonv by direction of new Secretary of 
State. Whilst probability of these wild guesses balanced, Squibb 
entered, whole and hale. Had been waiting to hear from The 
Mabbiss. Nothing had come, so must adjourn. 

Business done.' House adjourned. 




Thus. Nbw Suits. 



Admiral G~*ch-n. " Ob, I say, Joey old man, what a comical cost 



I would ask leave to say." the Squibb, with unwonted make me laugh! " 
tremor in his voioe, observed, bringing to close his brief, Colonial Cfcmb-rL*. " Well, hang it, Jokey old boy, you can't say much 
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Wednesday.— AM settled: Squibe announce* that Mabbibs has 
undertaken to form new Ministry. Writs moved for elections to fill 
vacancies consequent on acceptance of offioe. Amongst them West 
Birmingham, Joseph having undertaken to care for the Colonies. 
Prospect of " Our Job," as 8age of Queen Abbe's Gate affection- 
ately oallshim, sitting in Cabinet Council with The Mabeibs. strangely 
moves House. Irish Members in particular give vent to feelings in 
cries that forebode lively times for new Minister. 

House lost crowded appearanoe of earlier days of week. Interest 
already transferred to constituencies. Gobst among absentees. Sabe 
looking for him everywhere. Been reading article in magazine where 
Gobst writes:—' 4 A lady resident in East London informed me that 
she once knew a man who was attending fourteen doctors at the same 
time. The man died." 

Sabx wants to know what was the matter with the dootors P Why 
the man was attending them ? And whether this is cited as case of 
overwork, or of death resulting from infectious disease ? 

The worst of Sabx is that his curiosity is almost feminine in its 
intensity. 

Business dons*— Foundation stones of new Ministry laid. 



House of Lords, 



V 



W*4*' 4 ,X° y t 



Thursday.— Quite a crowded House. The 
Mabeiss, not se 
in his place since he 
became Prime Min- 
ister, now there 
faced by Bosbbsby. 
Large attendance 
and eager interest 
explained by at- 
tempt to purloin 
Seals of Secbetabt 
of State fob Wab. 
In dim and distant 
future this likely 
to rank with the 
Diamond Neoklaoe 
Affair. Sabk, who 
has been reading 
Radical newspapers 
on incident, tells me 
all about it. 

As soon as Vote 
of Censure passed 
on Cawmbll-Bae- 

NEBMAB, MaBXISS 

became possessed 
of unoontrollable 
passion for instant 
possession of his 
seals of office. How 
was it to be done ? 
Cawmell a Scotch- 
man: not easy to 
get loose property 
out of his grip. 
Mabeiss, instinct 
with influences of 
ppacious times of 
Queen Elizabeth. 
not to be trifled 
with. Clapped his 
hands. Enter 
faithful henchman, 
one Schombebg. A 
stoutly-built man 
of herculean strength, bowed legs, grizzled beard, short thick 
hair like hand-spikes standing up above pair of ears resem- 
bling nothing so muoh as Tower Bridge when, in opening, either 
flap stands out at angle of forty-five degrees. A certain piquanov 
iven to his features by front tooth protruding like tusk of wild 




Csp*en Tommy Caaabianca Bowles. 



riven 
boar. 



41 Schombebg," said The Mabeibs, hoarsely, "I want Cawmel- 
Bahkebmak's Seals. His address is 6, Grosvenor Place, S.W. He 
oomes home late, with a latch-key. Take twenty stout fellows, as 
like yourself as the country produces. Await his oomiDg. Take 
the Seals. If he resists, a slit weasand will ecaroely be notioed in a 
population of (according to the last census) 4,349,166. But bring 
the Seals." 

That is Sabx's idea of the episode after reading the papers. The 
Mabethb's version differs in some details. 



Business done.— Tun Mabeiss, challenged by Rosebebt, says new 
Ministry have no policy at present. However, since Rosebeey seems 
anxious on point, will send over to Whiteley's and see what can be 
done. 




SUNDERED LIVES. 

Bertie. "I thought you Two hbveb met without Kissing. 
Anything the matter? The Green-eyed Monster f" 
Muriel. "No, you silly I Hats I" 



A DISCOVERY IN LIQUJEUBS. 

Sib,— You remember Mr. Squeers's system of theoretical and prac- 
tical teaching;, " * W-i-n-d-e-r-s .' Go and clean 'em " ? Of course 
you do ; and if the quotation is not letter perfect, it is its " spirit," 
which is more suited to my present theme, at all events. Well, Sir, 
" them 's my principles." Accordingly, after reading your advioe 
as to taking a Summer Sunday trip to Calais and back by Calais- 
Douvres, or one of the large boats in L. C. and D. service, I acted 
upon it, and went. The tra/et was simply perfect ! Such weather ! 
Sea so calm 1 Breeze refreshing ! Company distinguished I Com- 
mander Wattblbled, and First Lieutenant Cabini, with all hands, 
waiting to give us (at a price as fair and moderate as the Channel 
breeze on this occasion) excellent refreshment. But to sing their 
praise is not my point ; they do their duty, and pay it too, as we 
voyageurs have to do, on cigars, teas, and tobacco. I had time to 
refer to hotel's list of wines and liqueurs, and among the latter there 
appeared a name which brought tears to the eyes of the wanderer 
far from his English home; and that name, Sir, ooming after 
"Kiimmel, and Manwquin, and Whisky," was " Old Tom-Gim"— 
"Tom Gim" with an "m." How far superior to " Gin" with an "n." 
It brought to mind early days of catechism, " M.or N. as the ease 
maybe." This was a case of liqueurs. How preferable the soft liquid 
"m" to the less soft " n " in making " Gin " into " Qim »\ And 
how much one would like to alter the spelling, and make it " Old 
Tom Jim" Would he not be seized upon by a French librettist as 
the very name, par excellence, for a typical Ancient English Mariner 
in an opera? Don't you see it? '* Catritaine John Smith; &rst 
Mate Old Tom Jim " with long (nautical). Vive Gim ! Now, with 
my discovery, I regain the good ship, and, once aboard the taff* 
... by the way, there is an eighteen-penny tax now levied by the 
French on those who land at Calais. " Hapny Thouaht. Don t 
land." But, Unhappy Thought, if we don't land in the pas-de- 
Calais, the result will be pas de dfjmner. 8o— "bang goes sax- 
penoe," for " We don't kill a pig every week." 

Yours, Thomas le Vieux. 

P.6.— And another one-and-sixpence extra on landing at Dover! 
All the " fun of the fare," eh ? 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday.— Quite new Opera^ Faust. Some people say they're 
Others add," Yes, and more than onoe this 



heard it before. _, _._„ 

Unwritten law in Codex Druriolanum is " Yon 
oan't have too much of a good thins;." There 
are a hundred different ways of dressing chicken ; 
so with Faust. This time Faust comes and is 
Faust served with Sauce Marg**erite d PEmma 
Fames. Uncommonly good. Faust lui-meme a 
V Alvarez goes down uncommonly well. Mefisto- 
Plan«on Sauce au bon diable. a little overdone, 
perhspe, but decidedly a popular dish. Baton of 
BiviGNAin keeps all the ingredients well stirred 
up. House full. 

Tuesday. — Carmen. Madame BsLLnrciOKi 
and Signer Aicoowa going strong. Capital house, 
spite of shadow of dissolution bong over us alL 

Wednesday. — Noxze di Figaro, with Emma 
Eaves as Countess, singing charmingly, and 
looking like portrait of Court Beauty oy Sir 
Piter Lvlt, MaureUAlmavita all right for 
voice, but not up to his Countess in aristocratic 
Loe. However, this is in keeping with oharacter of nobleman 
loss most intimate friend is his own barber, and who makes love 

to the barber's flancte who is also his wife's femme de chambre. 




BOUNDABOUT READINGS. 

At the Oxford and Cambridge Athletio 8ports on Wednesday last, 
great surprise was expressed at the defeat of the hitherto invincible 
Mr. C. B. Fey by Mr. Mxrdelsoh in the Long Jump. Mr. 
Mxndxlsok, who oomcs to us from New Zealand, has not only done 
a fine performance, but he has also jumped into fame. It is at any 
rate obvious that it is quite impossible for him to represent his 
University in the High Jump, for 

With a musical name (though he varies the spelling), 

Thia youth from New Zealand is bound to go far. 
He couldn't jump high, since (it 'a truth I am telling) 
No master of music e'er misses a bar. 



The Long Jump, snatched like a brand from the burning, practi- 
cally gave the victory in the whole oontest to Cambridge, who also 
won the Weight, the Mile, the Three Miles and the Quarter. 
The Light Bluea triumphed, fortune being shifty ; 

They cheered FitzHsbbbbt sprinting home in fifty. 
For strength the weight-man'e parents hare a hot son, 

Witness the put of youthful Mr. Watson. 
Lutybn 8, who always pleases as he goes, 

Rjmped in, his glasses poised upon his nose. 
And none that day with greater dash and go ran 
Than the light Blue three-miler, Mr. Horaw. 

Dtjbjhg the practioe of the crews for Henley Regatta there has 
been one exalted oontest. which I cannot remember hearing of in 
former years. My Sporting Life (of which I am a diligent and a 
constant reader) informed me that "at one time it did seem as 
though Jupiter Pluvius was about to swamp Old Boreas, but the 
latter proved too tough." Quite a sporting event, evidently. Why, 
oh why, was not Old Boreas present when Pelion was piled upon 
Ossa P The whole course of (pre) history might have been ohangecL 

A Newcastle contemporary has been discussing the art of adding; 
to the beauty of women by the use of cosmetics, &o. May I oommena 
the following extract to the notioe of the ladies of England P 

" No woman is oapable of being beautiful who ia capable of being false. 
The true art of assisting beauty consists in embellishing the whole person by 
the ornaments of virtuous and commendable qualities. How much nobler 
is 1he contemplation of beauty when it ia heightened by virtue ! How faint 
and spiritless are the charms of a coquette, when compared with the loveli- 
ness of innocence, piety, rood-humour, and truth— virtues which add a new 
softness to their sex. and even beautify their beauty ! That agreeableneas 
pos ses s e d by the modest virgin is now preserved in the tender mother, the 
prudent friend, and the faithful wife. Colours artfully spread upon canvas 
may entertain the eye, but not touch the heart ; and she who take* no care 
U add to the natural graces of her person, noble qualities, may amuse as 
a picture, but not triumph as a beauty." 



Chzltxfham is a pleasant place, 
is, I know, miserably defective : 



I quote from a memory which 



Tear by year do England's daughters 

In the fairest gloves and shawls 
Troop to drink the Cheltenham waters, 

Ana adorn the Cheltenham balls. 

This is not the place that one would naturally associate with 



violent language over so small a matter as the rejection of some 
plant. A quarrel, however, has taken place in the Town Council, 
and terrible words have been spoken .— 

" In the course of a discussion on the rejection ox some plans, Mr. Mab- 
grbtt accused the acting chairman of the Streets Committee (Mr. 
Parsonage) with being influenced by personal and political motives against 
the person (Mr. Barnfibld) who sent them in. Mr. Pabsovaob warmly 
retorted with the lie direct, and told Mr. Mabgbbtt that he knew he was 
lying. Mr. Lbnthall accused Mr. Parson age of being 'slip-shod' in 
his method of bringing up the minutes of the Streets Committee, because 
he had passed over without comment a dispute between the Corporation and 
the Board of Guardians. While denying this imputation, Mr. Pabsoxaob 
said he would even prefer to be ' slip-shod ' than to follow Mr. Lbwthall'b 
example of giving utterance to a long-winded and frothy oration over such a 
trumpery matter as a road fence." 

After this I quite expected to read that some one— 

. . . raised a point of order, when 
A chunk of old red sandstone took him in the abdomen, 
And he smiled a sort of sickly smile and curled upon the floor ! 
And the subsequent proceedings interested him no more. 

But the matter seems to have dropped, and everything to have 
ended peacefully— a great and bitter aisappointment to all lovers of 
ructions. 

Evkk in aquatio matters Ireland is a country of surprises. In the 
Eight-oared raoe the other day for the '* Pembroke Cup, 91 there was 
a dead-heat between the Shandon Boat dub and the Dublin Uni- 
versity Boat Club. In the row-off. the Irish Independent says that 
" Boat dub- caught the water first, but after a few strokes Snandon 
forced in front. After the mile mark, Shandon were rowing 
eighteen against the Boat Club's nineteen or twenty. In the next 
three hundred yards Boat Club dropped to seventeen, the others 
being steady at nineteen all through. About one hundred and fifty 
yards off the fishery step the Boat Club quickened up to forty and 
got within two feet of their opponents. Then, amid the greatest 
excitement, Boat Club got in front and won by a canvas." A stroke 
oar who can row a raoe at nineteen to the minute all through is 
steadier but oertainly less versatile than one who can spring 
suddenly from the rate of seventeen to the rate of forty. As 
admirable as either is the genius of the reporter who describes the 
event. 

Mr. H. M. Htxdmax is the Socialist candidate for Burnley. He 
advocates " the immediate nationalisation and socialisation of rail- 
ways, mines, factories, and the land, with a view to establishing 
organised oo-operation for production and distribution in every 
department under the control of the entire community. There should 
be a minimum wage of thirty shillings a week in all State and Muni- 
cipal employment, as well as in State-created monopolies." There 's 
a modest and praotioal programme for you ! But this windy gentle- 
man' s opponents may reply that they prefer the system of each for 

himself, and d 1 take the Htxdmajt, to all the verbiage of the 

Socialist froth-pot. 

Mart reasons have been given for the fall of the late Government. 
It has been left to a correspondent of the Birmingham Daily Post 
to discover the real and only one. " It is most unfair," he says, " to 
hold them entirely responsible for all the shortcomings, blunders, and 
failures which distorted their administration. How oould they help 
these things P Has it never occurred to yon that the Government of 
Lord Rosbbbbt was the '13th* Parliament of Queen Victoria P 
Can anybody reasonably expect good government from a 13th Par- 
liament P It is out of all question." What persiflage, what wit I 



I sobbow over the new town clock of Dalkey. In my Freeman* s 
Journal I read that, at the monthly meeting of the Dalkey Town- 
ship Commissioners, a letter was read from Messrs. Chahckllob ah j> 
Sobs, stating that the new town clock could not be made to strike, 
but they could make a new dock for £100. The letter was marked 
read— and no wonder. If it oan't strike, it had better be wound up, 
and Dalkey is obviously the place to wind it. Otherwise there 
seems no reason in the Township's name. 

Clbtedoit is, I believe, in Somerset Anyone in search of a 
sensation ought to have gone there last week, for it is stated that 
44 Mr. Victok Rosnu's Spectral Opera Comnany commenced a week's 
engagement at the Publio Hall on Monday evening." I cannot 
imagine a spectral basso or tenore robusto. And in any case, why 
should the unfortunate operatic spectres be harried into giving publio 
performances P 

Musical Hohotos!!— The friends of Sir Hmr J aju», Q.C., 
M.P., will oelebrate his being raised to the peerage by serenading 
with " The Ayleetone Chorus." 
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PREVIOUS 
HEART. 



SWEET- 



Wednesday.— Violet has ao- 

oepted me, this very day, the hap- 
piest of my life. She is the 

sweetest and prettiest woman in 

the world. I have loved her long 

and passionately. 8he has not 

loved me long, and she oonld never 

love me passionately. She is rather 

unemotional, Even when I kissed 

her this afternoon for the first 

time she was quite calm. She tells 

me she has onee loved, as though 

she oonld never love again. Her 

previous sweetheart was a Captain. 

I am a mere writer. His name 

was Peect PLAjrrAGEKET Chol- 

mondeley. Mine is Jokes. I hope 

that in time she may forget him. 
Thursday.— Meet her in the 

Bow, and tit nnder the trees. She 

is fond of horses. So am I, bnt I 

do not ride often. She mentions 

that Captain Cholmokdiley was 

a splendid rider. Listen patiently 

to what she tells me. 
Friday.— To the Opera with 

Violet and her people. She does 

not care for Gounod's Faust. 

Prefers a burlesque with comic 

songs. Says the Captain sang 

oomio songs admirably, with banjo 

accompaniment. When it 'swell 

done, I also like that. Tell her so. 

This enoourages her to further 

reminif eenees. Of oourse, she is 
right to conceal nothing from me 
now we are engaged, but frank- 
ness, even engaging frankness, 
may be carried too far. Manage 
to charge the subject at last, and 
then unfortunately the Soldier's 
Chorus reminds her of a parody in 
an amateur burlesque which Cap- 
tain Cholmoedeley and soon. 

Saturday.— Meet her at Hurl- 
ingham. She is so fond of polo. 
She says the Captain was a splen- 
did player. I expected that. A 
sort of Champion of the World. 
Of oourse. I never played in my 
life. Listen to an account of his ________ 

exploits. Rather bored. ~~ 

Sunday.— Up the river. Very hot day. Delightful to lounge in 
the shade and smoke. Violet more energetic Compels me to exert 
myself. 8he says the Captain oonld do anything in a boat No 
doubt I am prepared to hear that he shot the Falls of Niagara in a 
punt He was a wonderful genius. I am tired of hearing of him. 

Monday.— To Mr. Moetoomebt-Muitbt's dance. Violet there 
of oourse. We both like dancing. Get on charmingly together. 
Suddenly something reminds her of the ever-lamented Captain 
P. P. C. I suggest that he has said good-bye to her for ever, as his 
initials show. She does not see the little joke. Have to explain it to 
her. Then she says it is a very poor joke. No doubt it is, but she 
needn't tell me so. Annoying. A oertain coolness between us. 

Tuesday.— To the French play with Violet and her aunt She 
understands French very well Seems to think a lot of me beoause 
I know 

MOEDELEY 

that he wa 

he couldn't speak a word of anything but E n g lis h, and that he 
didn't speak very much that was worth hearing even in that The 
only French he oonld understand was in a menu. Apparently he 
never read anything else in any language, except the sporting papers 
in English. Have at last found something he oonld not do. De- 
lighted. Unfortunately show this. Violet begins to defend him. 
I say he must have been rather a duffer. She retorts that I ean't 
pkypolo. What has that to do with it? Again a coolness between us. 
Wednesday.— It is all over I We have parted for ever. She 
could never forget that oonfounded Captain. Asked her this morn- 
ing, when she was telling me of his shooting elephants, or alligators, 
or rabbits, or sparrows, or something wonderful, why she did not 
marry him. She says it was broken off. She shows me his last 




COUNT. 

"Aee you sto e the y're quite FeebhI" " Wot a Question to aest! Can't tee see 
they'ee Alive t " " Yes ; but you 'be Alive, you know I w 



erstanas jTenon very wen. seems to tun* a lot ot me beoause 
low something of several languages. Ask her if Captain Chol- 
delet was fond of learning languages. Am prepared to hear 
J he was a second Mbzzofakti. On the contrary, It seems that 



letter of farewell. I read it critically. It is very short. Point out 
to her nine mistakes in spelling, and four in grammar. She tavs I 
am brutal. Indignation, Argument Scorn, Tears, Farewell 



GREAT WHEEL GOSSIP. 



Abe you quite sure that it is safeP 

Well, there have been all sorts of stories about this sort of thing, 
but I don't believe it The Pedtcb went, you know. 

Oh, yes, of course. Then that 'sail right. Now we are off. How 
interesting ! We can aee the tops of the houses I But what are we 
waiting for P 

Oh, for other passengers to get into the ears. How long does it take P 

About three-quarters of an hour. Well, new we are off again. 

Why, there is a mist, and we ean't aee anything. 

Oh, yes. we can. Why, that must be either Kensington Gardens, 
Hyde Park Corner, or Battersea Park. 

Don't think there is much in it. And why are we stopping; P 

People getting in and out. Well, now we have had thirty-five 
minutes of it, I shall be glad to be home. 

Oh, here we are. Now we can get out. Come, that is nice! 

No, we can't I We have missed the landing, and have to go 
round again.* 

After two journeys I think the best war of thoroughly enjoying 
the Wheel is to sit fast, close your eyes, and think of something else I 

* A fact. July 6. Mr. Punch** Representative was taken round twice— 
the second time against bis will— in company with an indignant shareholder 
and several impatient, yet sorrowfuL passengers, who complained of missixg 
appointments, «e., in consequence of their " extra " turn. 
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IN THE EARL'S COURT INDIA. 

Iir Bombay Street, Ihdiaw Cot. Time— About Eight p.m. 



A the natives at work). 

Just the place to get a 

I want tpgive ner something 



A Matron (to her Jriend.as they a\ 
Everything seems for sale here, my c 

nioe wedding-present for dear Emily. _ .. — . m 

Indian, as she will be going out there so soon. What are they doing 

in hereP oh, glass-blowing I . . . See, Jake, this one is making glass 

bangles. . . . Well, no, Emily would think it rather shabby if I 

rave her a pair of those. I might pet one apieoe for Cook and 

Phcebb— servants are always so grateful for any little attention of 

that sort— though I shouldn't like to enoourage a taste for finery : 

well, it will do very well when we oome back. . • . Perhaps one of 

those brass dinnei- 

gongs— there's a large 

one, I see t marked 

seven-and-sixpenoe— 

but I'd rather give 

her something quieter 

—something she 'd 

value for its own sake. 

... Now oneof those 

chased silver bowls— 

twentv-fi ve-and - nine- 

penoer Well, it seems 

a little and though 

I was always verv fond 
of her mother, Emily 

was never 1 must 

fAtii&overit. • . • She 
might like a set of 
beetle- wing mats — 
only they 're not likely 
to entertain much. . . . 
How would one of 
these embroidered 
tablecloths— ehP oh, 
I'm sure I've seen 
them much cheaper at 
Liberty's; and be- 
sides {After a 

prolonged inspection 
of various articles at 
various stalls.) After 
all, I shall be going to 
Tunbridge Wells next 
week. I think I'll 
wait. I might see 
something there I 
liked better, you 
know I 

A Wife {to her hus- 
band) who is examin- 
ing the stock of a 
native shoemaker 
with interest). No, 
Charles. I put up 
with a areat deal for 
the sake of your 
society of an evening ; 
but if you imagine I 
am £oing to have you 
sitting opposite me 
with your feet in a 
pair of slippers sepa- 
rated into two horrid u 0i , 
toes, you make a "Standi 
great mistske I Put the dreadful things down and oome away. 

Mr. McPairtan {from the North, to his small nephew). Eh 
Bobbie, my man, I T m thinking your mither wouldna' just approve 
o' my takkin' ye to sio a perfairmanoe as yon Burrmese danoing- 

imen. • . • Nay, nay, laddie, there 's deoeitfu" 



is dying for his dinner, to his pretty cousins, 
H the Indian craftsmen). Yes, yes. very in- 
i ; but we can see it just as well if we oome 



TTvimawM , . . MR . f 4M»/, iawu«. wumv o deoeitfulness enough in the 
naitural man withoot needing to lairn ony mair o't fro* these puir 
joggling Indian bodies wi' their snake-chairmin' an' sio godless 
dotnsl... Bide on the elephant P Havers! Ye can da that fine in 
(he Zooloagioal Gairdens. . . . 'Twould be just sinful extrawvaganoe 
in me to be throwing away guid siller wi' so mony bonny siohts to be 
seen for naething. 

Mr. Qourmay {who is 
who cannot be got past 
teresting, and all that; 
baok later, you know. 

His Cousin Belle. But they may have stopped by then. I must 
just see him finish the pattern ; it 9 t too fascinating J 

Mr. Oourm. I— or—don't want to hurry you, you know, only, 



you see, if we don't look sharp, we shan't be in time to secure an 
outside table at the Restaurant. Much jollier dining in the open air. 
His Cousin Imogen. Oh, it's too hot to think of food. I'm not 
in the least hungry— are you. Belle P 

Belle. No ; I'd ever so much rather see the Burmese dancers and 
the Indian conjurors. I don't want to waste the best part of the 
evening over dinner ; we might have some of that nioe Indian tea 
and a piece of cake by-and-by, perhaps, if there's time. 

{Speechless delight of Hi. Gourmay. 
Energetic Leader {to his party, who are faint, but pursuing). No, 
there's nothing particular to see here. I tell you what my pian is. 
We 'U go and do the Kinetoeoopes and the Phonomphs, have a look 
at the Great Wheel, and some shots at the Rifle Range, cross over 
and take a turn on the Switchback, finish mp with a cold-meat 

supper at Spiers abb 
Pord's, and a stroll 
round the band- stand, 
and, by the time we've 
done, we shall have 
got a very fair idea of 
what India's like! 

First Relative {to 
Second). What's be- 
oomeofAuntJoAVVAp 
I thought she was 
going on one of the 
elephants. 

Second Relative. 
She would have it 
none of 'em looked 
strong enough for her. 
And what do you 
think she goes and 
does neztP Tries to 
bargain with a black 
man to take her for a 
turn on one o' them 
little bullock -oarts I 
I really hadn't the 
patience to stop and 
see what oome of it 

M ins Rashleigh (by 
the Burmese Cheroot 
Stall, audibly, to her 
companion). Just look 
at this girl, my dear, 
with a great agar in 
her mouth! Fancy 
their, being New 
Women in Burmah! 
And such a hideous 
creature, too I 

Her Companion. 
Take care, my dear, 
she'll hear you. I 
expeot she under- 
stands English. 

Miss Rashleigh 
{with ready tact and 
resourcefulness). 
Then let's tell her how 
pretty she is ! 

In the Irdian 
Jubolb. 

Mr. Moul (to Mrs. 
m ^ ,. Moul, as they halt 

«"Wy." before a darkened 

interior representing a coolie sleeping m an Indian hut. which a 
leopard is stealthily entering). Ah, now I do oall that something hke! 
Lovely I ain 9 t UP M . , A ^ 

Mrs. Moul. It's beautiful 'Ow ever they can do it all ! (After 
a pause.) Why, I do believe there 's a animal of some sort up at the 
further end! Can you see him, SamsomP _ . _ 

Mr. Moul. A animal! whereP Ah, I can make out somethink. 
now. {With pleased surprise.) And look— there's a man layin 
down right in front— do you see r 

Mrs. Moul Well, I never! so there is! To think o' that now. 
They '<*t>*got it up nice, I will say that. 

[They pass out, pleased with their own powers of observation. 

Ib the Ibdiab Tb eater. 

Hindu Magician (as he squats on the stage and takes out serpents 

from flat baskets). Here is a sna-ake— no bite— Bombav cobra, verri 

goodeobra. (Introducing them formally to audience.) Disbeeg cobra, 

oissmahl cobra. (One of them erects its hood and strikes at hss foot, 
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( Closing it in his fist.) Go away, shtone. Go to 
I, Hamburg. [Opening fist.) Shtone no dere. I 
ling fist.) One, two, Inglis shilling. (Singling 
iTou, Bar, oome up here quecek. Comonn 1 



which he withdraws promptly.) So bite, vend moch niee sna-ake. 
(Me plays a tune to thsm ; one listens coldly and critically, the others 
slither rapidly towards the edge of the platform, to the discomposure 
of spectators m the front row ; I A* Magician recaptures them by the tail 
at the critical moment, ties them round his neck and arms, and then 
puts them away, like toys.) Here I have shtone ; verri good Inglis 
shtone. I hold so. (Chung it in his fist) Go away, shtone, 
Chicago, Leeverpooi, Hamburg. ' ^ ~ - " % ot A - 
shut again. (Opening 
out a Spectator.) You, , ... . . 

The Spectator. Not me 2 Net among all them snakes you 'ye got 
there - don't you think it I 

The Magician and a Tom-tom player (together). Verri nice 
sna-akes— no bite. Comonn, help play. 

Angelina (to Enwnr, as the invitation is coyly but firmly declined). 
Edwin, do go ud and help the man— to please me. And if you find 
him out in cheating, you can expose him, you know. 

[Enwnr clambers up and stands, smiting feebly % at the Magician's 
side amidst general applause. 

The Magician (to JBnwnr). Bit down, sit down, sit down. Now 
you count— how menni sttlinrs P Dere is seeks. 

Edwin (determined not to be taken in). Four, you mean. 

The Magician. I tell you seeks. Count after me— One, tree, five, 
seeks. Shtill onli four, you say ? Shut dem in your hand— so. Now 
blow. (Enwrjr puffs at his fist.) Open tout hand, and count. One, 
two. tree, four, five, seeks, summon, ignt, nine, tin, like, vise 1 Dis 
Inglisman make money verri moch nioe ; verri sroot Inglisman. Put 
dem in your hand again, and shut Hublo ! Now open. 

[Edwin opens his fist, to discover in it two small and extremely 
active serpents, which he refects in startled dismay. 

Angelina (to herself). How nasty cf Edwih ! He must have felt 
them inside. 

The Magician (to Edwik), Verri nice sna-akes ; but where is my 
monniP (Edwtjt shakes hts head helplessly.) Ah, dis Inglisman 
too mooh plenti cheat. (He seizes Edwin's nose, from which he 
extracts a shew** of shillings.) Aha ! Verri goot Inglis nose— hold 
plenty monni I 

AnaeUna (as Edwin returns to her in triumph). No; please turn 
your head away, Edwin. I can't look at your nose without think- 
ing of those horrid shillings ; and oh, are you quite sure you haven't 
got any of those horrid snakes up your sleeve P I do wish you 
hadn't gone ! [So does Edwin. 

A Serious Old Lady (as the Magician produces from his throat 
several yards of coloured yarn, a small china doU % about a gross of 
lenpenny nails, and a couple of eggs). Clever, my dear P I daresay ; 
but it seems to me a pity that a man who has been given such 
talents shouldn't turn them to better aooount! 



ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. 

Brybury-on-the-Pocket.— Both candidates very busy. Meetings 
are being held all day long at the principal hotels, and any number 
of livery-stable-keepers have promised to lend their carriages on the 
day; of election. The agents on either side have an enormous staff of 
assistants, and trade was never known to be brisker during the 
present century. 

Crowncrushington.— This will be a very near oontest. As political 
feeling runs rather high, a number of extra beds have been prepared 
in the hospitals. The police have been reinforced, and the military 
are olose at hand, ana every other preparation has been made to 
secure the declaration of the poll with as little friction as possible. 

Meddle-cum-Muddleborough,— At present there are seven candi- 
dates, but as three of these have issued their manifestoes under some 
misapprehension it is not unlikely that the number will be reduced 
before the day of nomination. It is not easy to foretell the result, as 
sinoe the establishment of the ballot every election has ended not 
only in surprise but stupefaction. 

Selfseektngton.— It is not unlikely that there will be no oontest in 
this important borough. The (until recently) sitting member has 
fixed the day that would naturally have fallen to the function of the 
returning officer for the laying of the foundation stones of his Baths, 
Wash-houses, Free Library and Town Hall, and the opening of his 
Public Park. 

Wroitenborovgh.—Thd popular candidate has pledged himself to 
supporting Local Veto, the licensed "Victuallers, Establishment, 
Disestablishment, Home Rule, the Integrity of the Empire, Anti- 
Vaccination, the Freedom of the Medical Profession, and many 
other matters of conflicting importance. The polling will be of aper- 
furctory character, as expenses are being out down on both sides. 

7^y-toum-<m-the-Snooze.--TheTe will be no oontest in this divi- 
sion* At present there is no intelligence of any sort to chronicle. 




Tag fob ran Tbrcdcoicul.— M The power of Giagb, the magic of 



a name," 



DALY NEWS, AND DRAMATIC NOTE8. 

Eke these lines can appear, the Two Gentlemen of Verona and 
their two Ladies will have vanished from Daly's Theatre like the 

baseless fabrio of a 
dream, leaving, how- 
ever, a very pleasant 
recollection of the 
play in the minds of 
sll who saw it— and 
a great many did, 
for Shaxspiabe's 
Two Gents is a dra- 
in a tio ouriosity. 
Prettily put on the 
stage as it was, with 
good musio, pictu- 
resque costumes and 
clever acting, it will 
dwell in our memo- 
ries as an excep- 
tionally attractive 
revival. 

Mr. Gboboe 
Clam*, the " stern 
parient," appeared 
as something be- 
tween a Doge and a 
Duke, and equally 
The Duke discovers the rope-ladder under food as either, you 

ii ^u Valentme's cloak. Bet ; that is, " W 

" The B*pe Trick exposed." ing," as Uncle 

Remus has it. that either Doge or Duke has passed the greater 
part of his life in the United States. Mr. Fbakk Worthhtg (niee 
seasidev name on a hot 
night in town) a gentle- 
manly-villainous Proteus, 
and Mr. Jomc Cbaig an 
equally gentlemanly - vir - 
toons valentine. So** Gents 
both " are disposed of. Mr. 
James Lewis, as Launce, 

Sying "the lead" to his 
f, put into the part new 
humour in place of the old 
which has evaporated by 
fluxion of time. Launce* s 
sly dog, very original ; part 
considerably curtailed. 

I see that a descendant 
of Tyroici Power appears 
as "Mine Host" Idid 
not gather from his oostume 
that he was " a host in him- 
self," but thought he was a 
Venetian Judge or retired 
Doge; the latter surmise 
receiving some confirmation 
from the fact that, while the 
singing was going on, he, be- 
ing somnolent, " doge'd " (as 
Mrs. Gamp would say) in his 
chair. Sleeping or waking his 
was a dignified performance. 
MissELLior agraeeful&y/rta, 
uho, as ft Milanese brunette, 
is artist iisJly contrasted with 




, Miss Rohan as Julia. 
"The Third Psge in her life. 91 



MiftB Ada Reran, of Floret] tine fairness, usJuUa. All that is wanting 
to this tketcby character Miss Rbkajt nils in, and makes the design 
a finished picture. Improbable that Proteus should never recognise 
Julia when disguised as a boy until she herself reveals her identity. 
However, it waa a yctf early work of William's : mere child's play. 

The most Clement of critics, our learned and ever amiable Sootus 
of the Daily Telegraph, speaking with authority from 
his column last Saturday, recalls to us how many English 
aotors and actresses have successfully played in French 
on the Parisian stage, and adds to the list the name of 
Mabib Haltoit, who, excellent both in singing and acting 
as La Cigale at the Lyric, will soon appear at a new 
theatre in Paris, where she is to " create' 9 French roles— 
which t [Mlle. Maseb, is a very pleasant way of makinjr your 
bread. But if we have in this actress an English Chatt- 
mont, why dees not some such astute manager as Mr. 
Edwabdis, the Universal Theatre Provider, induce Halt- 
oit to Stay on— here, not only for her own benefit," but 
for that of the light Open-loving publiofed by V^ri 
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TAUE HYPERBOLE. 

Be. "What a lovilt Frock I . . . Womb, I sutpou?" Sh». "MoNsimra Woeth re dkap." 

He. "Ah ! rr looks as if rr cajcb fbom Hiatbn I" 



THE OLD CHIEFTAIN'S FAREWELL 

["The impending Dissolution brings into its 
practical and final form the prospective farewell 
which I addressed last year to the constituency of 
Midlothian."— Mr. Gladstone' » Farewell Lett* to 
the Elector* of Midlothian.] 

ktor-Bwrm's " The Farewell." 

It was a' for onr Glorious Cause 
I sought fair Scotland's strand ; 

It was a' for fair, rightfu' laws 
To bless the Irish land, 

My dear ; 
To bless the Irish land. 

Now a' is done that man oould do, 

And a' seems done in vain, 
Mr loved Midlothian, farewtll, 

I manna stand again, 

My dear; 

I oanna stand again. 

For fifteen lang an* happy years, 

That ne'er may be forgot, 
We have foregathered, loved, and fought. 

Fare farther I may not, 

My dear ; 

Fare farther may I not. 

Yet say not that our love has failed, 

Or tnat our battle 's lost ; 
Were I yet young I 'd fight again, 

And never oount the oost, 
My dear; 

And never oount the oost. 

Tegither we 've won mony a fight, 

You following where I led ; 
But now late Winter's drilling scows 

Are gatherin' round my head, 
Mr dear; 

Are gatherin' round my head. 



And times will change, and Chief tains pass. 

Lang time I ' ve borne the brant 
Of war; and now I 'm glsd to see 

Cabmihael to the front, 
My dear; 
. Sir Tammy to the front. 

A champion stout, I mak nae doubt, 

He '11 carry on my task. 
To see ye braw and doing wcel, 

Henceforth is a' I ask. 

My dear; 

Henceforth is a' I ask. 

True Soot am I- Midlothian's heart 

I won. Now I fare far, # 
And leave a younger chief tain, Tam, 

To lead the Lowland war, 
My dear ; 

To lead the Lowland war ! 

He turned him right and round about 

Upon the Scottish shore. 
He tae his bonnet plume a shake, 

With " Adieu for evermore, 
My dear; 

Adieu for evermore] 

" Rokebery will from fight return, 

Wi' loss or else wi' gain : 
But I am parted from my love, 

Never to meet again, 

My dear ; 

Never to meet again. 

" When day is gone, and night is come, 

A' folk are fain to rest : 
I '11 think on thee, though far awa , 

While pulse throbs in this breast, 
Mydear; 

While pulse throbs in my breast ! ' 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Smith, Eldrb & Co. are carrying out a 
happv thought in projecting what they oall 
the Novel Series, a title which is the least 
felicitous part of the business. It is designed 
to meet the views of those who desire to pos- 
sess, not to borrow (or indeed to steal) good 
books. The volumes will not be too large to 
be oarried in the pocket, nor too small to lie on 
the shelf. Neatly bound, admirably printed, 
they are to cost from two shillings up to four 
shillings, presumably according to length and 
the inclusion of illustrations. The series leads 
off with The 8!ory of Bessie Costrelt, by Mrs. 
Humphry Ward. The story, if not precisely 
pleasant, is decidedly powerful Once taken 
up, there is uncontrollable disposition to read 
on to the end, a yearning the size of the volume 
makes it possible conveniently to satisfy. The 
new series starts with a promise announoe- 
menteof succeeding contributions seem likely 
to fulfil. The Baroh de Book-Wohms, 



New Carillon at the Royal 
Exchange. 

The tunes are admirably ■elected. First 
air every morning, " I know a Bank," to be 
known as " The Morning Air." 

For Panic Days.— n Oh dear, what can 
thematterbe!" 

Bad Business Days.— "Nae luck about 
• the House.' " it w 

Good Business.— "Em we go up, up, 

UV Sotdh African Market Chorus.— "Mine 
for Evermore I " . 

This soheme of arrangement is to b9 gene- 
rally known as " The Bells 9 Stratagem." 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

A Rial Uncrowned King.— At a 
meeting of the Town Commissioners 
of Rnsale, a report of the proceed 
ings discloses a conversation of a 
truly remarkable kind— 

"The Chairman thought that if they 
paid Mr. Pcnch his quarter's salary up to 
the lit February they would be dealing 
rery fairly with him, especially as they had 
appointed his son as nig successor. . . . 
Messrs. Kibly and P. 8. O'Connor con- 
tended that as Mr. Punch was never dis- 
missed by them, and the non-performance 
of his duties was through no fault of his 
own. he was entitled to some remunera- 
tion." 

We should think he was, indeed ! 
Some remuneration, quotha P Does 
not the mere fact that he bears a 
name honoured and revered in every 
earner of the globe entitle him to a 
pension on the very highest scale 
known to the L. G. B. Y Not, we 
need hardly say. an " old age" pen- 
sion* Perpetual youth is the pre- 
rogative of all Punches, And they 
44 have appointed his son as his 
successor. Well, of course! How 
can a Punch do anything but suc- 
ceed P He would be a rum Punch 
if he didn't! Greetings to our distant 
kinsman of Einsale ! 



One Man, One Toppeb !— In the 
Glasgow Herald somebody writes as 
follows :— 

" It is surely time Mr. Duncan saw to 
bis bus-drivers' hats! Such a miscel- 
laneous collection of seedy hats, I think, 
could not be found elsewhere ; they are a 
positive disgrace to the city." 

The writer ought to have signed 
himself "Macbeth:" the "un- 
guarded Duncan," whoever he may 
be, must be on his guard, or pas- 
sengers will strike for better hats. 




MAKING ALLOWANCES. 

The Little Minister. "How will you're looking, Mao- 
Cullum!" 
The Big Farmer. " Will- 1 *m wxil in Paibts. But I 'm 

OWEB MUOKLI TO BE WEIL ALL OWIB AT AIN TIME 1 " 



All bus-drivers and conductors should 
wear silk hats, to typify the habitual 
softness of their address. Why not 
put them into livery at once P The 
company that did that would pro- 
bably attract no end of custom. No 
revolution like it, since the abolition 
of the box-seat! Uniform charges 
and uniformed conductors should be 
the future rule of the road. 



"Not Kilt, but Spacheless."— 
At Clonakilty Sessions the other day, 
the following evidence was given : — 

" Patrick Fbbn was examined, and 
stated he resided at Dunnycove, parish 
of Ardfield. . . . Gave defendant's brother 
a blow of his open hand and knocked 
him down for fun, and out of friendship. 
(Laughtn.)" 

What a good-natured, open- 
handed friend Mr. Patrick Fein 
must be! John Hsgartt, the 
person assaulted, corroborated the 
account, and added,— 

"When he was knocked down, he 
stopped there. (Laughter.)" 

In fact, he "held the field ." and 
"remained in possession of the 
ground." Who will now say that 
the old humour is dying out in 
ErinP 



OfDb. Tristram (Shandy^ in the 
Inconsistobt Court.— "0 Tris- 
tram ! Tristram I Tristram ! " • • 
" And pray which way is this affair 
of Tristram at length settled by 
these learned men P " 

"Toby" to Yorick. 



What a nice dish for lunch would 
be what we find mentioned in the 
Racing Order of the Day, i.e. " Plate 
of 150 sot*." Excellent ! To be 
washtd down with a draught of 
Guineas stout ! 



BRIGGS, OP BALLIOL. 

Part I. 

Bbiogs was the gayest dog in BallioL If there was a bonfire in 
the quad- and if the dons found their favourite chairs smouldering 
in the ashes, Briqgs was at the bottom of it. If the bulldogs were 
led a five-mile chase at one o'clock in the morning, the gownless 
figure that lured them on was Briggs. If the supper at V innie's 
became so uproarious that the Proctor thought it necessary to 
interfere, the gentleman that dropped him from the first-floor window 
was Briggs. Anyone else would have been sent down over and over 
stain, but— Briggs stroked the Balliol boat : Bbiogs had his cricket 
blue; Briggs was a dead certainty against Cambridge for the 

Quarter and the hundred : in short, Briggs was indispensable to the 
bllege and the 'Varsity, and therefore he was allowed to stay. 
But what is this P A change has oome over Briggs. He is another 

man. Can it be P Impossible— and yet ? Yes, it began that very 

night Everyone has heard of Miss Q'Griss, the Pioneer. She 
came up to Oxford to lecture ; her subject was " Man : his Position 
and liaison cTStre." Bbiogs and I' went to hear ; went in light 
laughing mood with little fear of any consequences. We listened to 
the O'Griss. " There is no doubt," she said, " that Man was 
intended by Nature to be the Father. For this high calling he 
should endeavour to fit himself by every means in his power. He 
should cultivate his body so as to render himself attractive to 
Woman. He should be tali,"— her eye fell on Briggs—- "he should 
be handsome,"— still on Briggs—" he should be graceful, he should 
be athletic."— At this point her eye seemed fairly to feast on Briggs. 
and a curious lurid light lowered in it. She paused a moment. I 
was sitting next to Briggs, and I felt a shiver run through him. I 
looked at his face, and it was ghastly pale. I asked him in a whisper 
if he felt faint r He impatiently motioned me to be silent, and 
remained, as I thought, like a bird paralysed beneath the gaze of a 
serpent. I heard no more, so anxious was I on my friend's acoount ; 
nor oould I breathe with any freedom until the audience rose and we 
were once again in the fresh air. 



The following day there was a garden-party at Trinity. Briggs 
raid he was playing for the 'Varsity against Lancashire, and there- 
fore oould not go. Imagine my surprise then, when, as I was doing 
the polite amors; the strawberries and cream, I caught sight of him 
slinking down the lime grove at the heels of the O'Gress. I rubbed 
my eyes and looked again. Yes. it was Briggs indeed. The face 
was his ; the features were his ; the figure was his ; the clothes were 
his— but, the buoyant stepP the merry laugh P where, where, oh ! 

where were they P 

• ••••• 

The Long Vac passed, and we were all up again for Michaelmas 
Term. There was a blank in our circle. "Where's Briggs P" 
asked Brown. "Where's BbiggsP" asked Trottir of Trinity. 
We looked at one another. What ! Nobody seen Briggs P Not up 
yet P— Better go and see. We went to bis rooms. No Briggs there, 
and not a sign of his coming. We went to Jones. Jones knew no 
more than we; to Smith, Green, Roberts- all equally ignorant. 
At last we tried the Porter. What ! hadn't we heard the news P 
NewsP No! What newsP The Porter's face grew loog. Why, 
Mr. Briggs, 'e weren't oomin' up no more. Not coming upP 
Not coming up? Nonsense! Impossible !— Fact, gentlemen, fact 
The Master. Vd 'ad a note from Mr. Briggs, savin' as 'ow 'e 
wouldn't be back agin. No one knew nothink more than that. No 
one oould explain it. 

There was despair in BallioL What would become of us P With- 
out Briggs we oould never catch B. N. C. Magdalen would bump 
us to a oertainty, and we could hardly hope to escape the House. In 
football it would be just as bad. Eeble and Exeter would tiujply 
jump on us, and not a single Balliol man would have his blue. The 
position was appalling ; ruin stared us in the face ; the College was 
in consternation, for Briggs had disappeared. 



note by a nationalist. 



"Home Rule all Round!" That cry is in the air : 
What Ireland wants, though, is Home Rule all 



Wagle 
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*<U totjk Son impeoving ih his Vjolin-playieo, Ms. Junes !" 
Wexl— either he 's impeoving, oe we 'ee getting used to it I " 



Born, May 4, 1825. Died, Jcnb 30, 1895. 

Akothib star of Srienoe slips 
Into the shadow of eclipse !— 
Yet no ; the tight is nowise gone, 
But burning still, and travelling on 
The unborn future to illume, 
And dissipate a distant gloom. 
True man of Science he, yet more, 
Master of metaphysic lore, 
I*>ver of history and of art, 
He played a multifarious part. 
With dear head and incisive tongue 
Dowered, on all he touched he flung 
Those rarer charms of grace and wit 
Great learning may not always hit 
To his " Uegslady Science " true, 
He narrowed not a jealous view 
To her alone, but found all life 
With charm and ethic interest rife, 
mowing plain lore of germ and plant, 
With dreams of Hajolto* and Kant, 
All Darts of the great human plan. 
England in him has lost a Man. 
The mat Agnostic, dear, brave, true, 
Taught more things, may be, than he 
deemed he knew. 



Business. 

-TW?™' (Rawing up proepectue). Shall I 
write " Company " with a big C f 

Honest Broker. Certainly, if it's a sound 
one, as it represents "Company" with a 
capital 



MR. BRIEFLESS, JUN. V ON THE LONG 
VACATION. 

Unfortunately I was prevented, by an 
appointment of a semi-professional character 
—I had been desired by a maiden aunt to give 
her my advice upon a question of damage 
arising put of a canine assault committed 
by her lap-dog— from being present at the 
General Meeting of the Bar, and conse- 
quently was unable to take part in the annual 
deliberations of my learned and friendly col- 
leagues. From what passed on the occasion 
to which I refer. I father that there was an 
inclination to call the Benohers of the Inns 
of Court to account It seems to me— and I 
believe that I am right in the opinion— that, 
so long as our Masters worthily represent the 
dignity of the prof eadon, we Members of the 
Inner and Outer Bar have no tangible cause 
for complaint. 

But I fancy the leading subject at the 
Forensic Congress was the Long Vacation, 
Judging from the numerous letters that have 
reached me from both branches of the pro- 
fession, this is a matter of the first import- 
ance to all of us. I have been asked by 
many of my learned and friendly colleagues, 
and my nearly equally learned and even more 
friendly clients, to give my opinion on the 
subject. One respected correspondent who 
hails from Ely Place, writes, %t How could 
you possibly reoover from the wear and tear 
of your arduous practice in Trinity Term, 
had you not a part of August and nearly the 
whole of September and October ready to hand 
for recuperation f" I quite agree with Sir 



George— I should say, my respected corre- 
spondent—that as I near a the Xong," I do 
feel the need of rest— nay, even considerable 
rest. Then a learned friend who represents 
not only the Bar, but chivalry in its forensic 
form, sends me a caricature of " Dicky W." 
that would suggest that were the holidays 
to be decreased, a wearer of a most distin- 
guished order, and an athlete of no small 
fame would be reduced to a condition of com- 
plete oollapse. Once again, an ornament to 
our Bench— perhaps the greatest ornament- 
honours me with the suggestion that were 
we to lose a month of recreation, it might 
sadden the terraces of Monte Carlo, and 
eclipse the merriment of Newmarket Heath. 
It is needless to state that all these com- 
munications have had weight with me. 
Still, I have deemed it desirable to approach 
the subject with an open mind. It seems to 
me (and no doubt to many others) that the 
Question narrows itself Into a matter of 
finance. I have therefore taken Portington 
into my counsels, and examined with unusual 
care the pages of my Fee Book. After much 
consultation with my admirable and excellent 
clerk, and an exhaustive audit of the figures 
of my f orensio honoraria, I have come to the 
matured oonolusion that the length enin g or 
the shortening of the Long Vacation does not 
affect me financially in the very least 

(Signed) A. Briefless, Junior. 
Pump-handle Court, June 22, 1895. 

Football is to be played in all the schools 
and colleges of Russia. The champion of the 
game is known as Prince Khixoff. 
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THE FATE OF ROTTEN ROW. 



ON VIEW AT HENLEY. 

Thi most characteristic work of that important official, the clerk of 
the weather. 

The young lady who has never been before, and wants to know the 
names of the eight s who oompete for the Diamond Sculls. 

The enthusiastic boating man, who, however, prefers luncheon when 
the hour arrives, to watching the most exciting race imaginable. 

The itinerant vendors of " oookrs " and other delightful comestibles. 

The troupes of niggers selected and not quite select 

The house-boat with decorations in odious taste, and company to 
match. 

The "perfect gentleman's rider" (from Paris) who remembers 
boating at Asnteres thirty years ago, when Jules wore when rowing 
lavender kid-gloves and high top-boots. 

The calm mathematician (from Berlin), who would prefer to see the 
rao« represented by an equation. 

The cute Yankee (from New York), who is quite sure that some of 
the losing crews have been " got at " while trsining. 

The guaranteed enclosure, with band, lunch and company of the 
same quality. 

The " very best view cf the river " from a dozen points of the 
compass. 

Neglected maidens, bored matrons, and odd men'out. 

Quite the prettiest toilettes in the world. 

The Thames Conservancy in many branches. 

Launches : steam, electric, accommodating and the reverse. 

Men in flannels who don't boat, and men In tweeds who do. 

A vast multitude residential, end a vaster come per rail from town. 

Three glorious days of excellent racing, at once national and 
unique. 

An aquatic festival, a pattern to the world. 

And before all and above all, a oontest free from all chicanery, and 
the very embodiment of fairplay. 



Fbom jl Cobrespokdent.— "Sib,— I occasionally come across 
illusions to ' Groves of Blarney. 9 which Groves was this P There 
was a celebrated fishmonger known as * Groves of Bond Street ; ' is 
Groves of Blarney an Irish branch of that family r " 



ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FEOM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons. Monday. July 1.— Presto 1 Quick trans- 
formation scene effected to-day. Conservatives to the right ; Liberals 
to the left. Stupendous, far-reaching change ; one of those rarely 
hanpy events that please everyone. Hearing what people say, it is 
difficult to decide which the more pleased, Liberals at being turned 
out, or Conservatives at springing in. On Ministerial aide happiness 
marred in individual oases by oeinglef t out of the Ministry. 

" I 'm getting up in years now,ToBT," said The Marxtm, " and 
I 've had pretty long experience in making up Ministries. But I 
assure you I've been staggered during last week, including in 
special degree the last hour. The more offioes assigned, the narrower 
beoomes the basis of operation, and the more desperate the rush of 
the attacking party. You 'd be surprised if you saw the list of men 
who have asked me for something. As a rule they don't put it in 
that general way. They know precisely what they want, and are 
not bashful in giving it a name, though they usually end up by 



sajinar that if this particular post is disposed of, anything else will 
do. In fact, like the cabman and the ooy fare, they leave it to me. I 
am, as you know, of placid temperament, inclined to take genial 
views of my fellow-man. But I declare, if the process of forming a 
Ministry under my direction were extended beyond a fortnight, I 
should oeoome a oonnrmed cynic' 9 

Business done.— Parties change sides. 

Tuesday.—" Quel jour pour le bon Joe* ! " said my Friend, 
dropping with easy grace into the French of Alderney-atte-Sark. 

Home full, considering the nearness of Dissolution. Members 
anxious above all things to meet their constituents. Grudge every 
hour that holds them from their embrace. Still, it is well upon 
occasion to practise self-denial. Ten days or even a fortnight with 
constituents during progress of oontest inevitable. Just as well 
not to anticipate. So House crowded to see Pbikce Abthttb 
return. Blight flush on his cheek as with swinging stride he comes 
to take up sceptre Pen, onoe held, that Dizzt deftly wielded, that 
GLADSToms of late laid down. After him, second only to him, 
Josiph— Joseph in his very best summer suit, appropriate to occa- 
sion when sun shines most brightly. Then Joinr, who has 
descended to frivolity of white waistooat, which casts ghastly pallor 
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oyer festive scene. Last of all, type in these days of stern, unbend- 
ing Toryism, Michael Hicxb-Bkach. 

"Buck," said Sauk, coming bank to the English tongue, " has 
never either manoeuvred or wobbled. He is of the very flower of 
English political squirearchy. He has principles and oonviotions, 
and he stioks to them. So, when a Conservative Ministry arrives, he 
walks in last, and, on the Treasury Bench, takes any seat others may 
not have appropriated. Consider these things, Tobi, my boy. If 




lay be 
After 



you 're bringing up any pups to a political career, the study i 
useful to you and them." Private Haxbu&t got his stripes, 
pegging away for years at Treasury, Paincb Abthub now put him 
on to repel attacks. Will do it well too. An admirable appointment. 
Sad thing about it is, that it breaks up a cherished oompanionahip ; 
parts friends by the height and width and back of Treasury Bench. 

Business done.— Ministers sworn in. 

Thu r$dau. — Kotable chanpe oome over Boltonpabtt in the 
last few days. Unmistakable Eetreat-from-Mosoow look about 



him. When Liberal Govern- 
ment went out and Joseph 
handed Th* Ma Biosstothefront, 
Boltokpaxtt beamed with larg e 
content. The Sun of AutUrh v 
shone onoe more. 

" JOSEPH," he said, folding his 
arms in historic fashion, letting 
his massive chin rest on his 
manly chest, what time his nohle 
brow shone with the radiance of 
mighty thoughts, " Joseph will 
never forget his early friend and 
ally. It's not as if at the last 
General Election I stood under 
bis flag, won a seat, and laid it 
at his feet I fought North St. 
Pancras as a Home- Ruler, cap- 
tured it, and before new Par- 
liament was many months old T 
went over to other side, making 
early rift in lute of Gladstone's 
majority. Some men in such 
circumstanoes would have gone 
back to their constituency and 
said, ' Dear boys, there's a mis- 
take somewhere. You elected 
me on a particular understand- 
ing. Since then I have taken 
another view of the situation and 
of my duty. Sj I oome back, 
return the trust you placed in 
my hand, and give you oppor- 
tunity of electing me again, or 
choosing another man.' That 
might have led to inoonvenienoe. 
Wouldn't run any risk ; so kept 
my seat, and voted steadily with 
Joseph. Suppose they won't put 
me in the Cabinet right off f Bat 
I shall have choice of first- oh hi 
Under-Secret ary ship. Shall it 
be War, Navy, or Home Depart- Vi . - . . , 
mentP Anyone exoellent; bat ' 
obviously I must go to the War 




new Secretary 
H-ob-iy. 



The 
of l he Treasury , Mr. 

Office. m 'Don't know whether there *« any particular uniform for 
Financial Secretary. If not, could soon knock ens up from old 
portrait of the Emperor." 

Day after day Boltofpartt stayed at home, expecting every hour 
to be sent for. Nothing came till Wednesday morning's papers 
arrived, with the news that son Attstef was Secretary- to the Admi- 
ralty, JflSSK Collikos was installed at the Home Office, and PowfiU 
Williams— who never set a squadron in the field, and didn't in any 
respect resemble the Emperor Napoleon— was Financial Secretary to 
the War Office ! # "That's bad enough, Toby/' said Boltobtartt, 
filing away an iron tear that coursed down hi* steel-grey cheek. 
"But there's worse behind. What do you 1h ! nk Josem did 
when be heard I wasn't 
altogether pleased f He 
offered me a statue! 
Said he'd no doubt 
Akkra-Douglas could 
pick up on reasonable 
terms an old statue of 
Napoliok ; with a little 
touohing up it would 
serve, and there was a 
place ready on the site 
proposed for Cbom- 
wsll's. There was, he 
said, well-known pic- 
ture of Napoleok Cross- 
ing the Alps. Why 
shouldn't there be a 
statue of Boltonpabty 
Crossing Marylebone 
Road, North Psnoras? 
This is man's gratitude I 
I ' ve been cruelly Elba'd 
on one aide, and nothing 
remains for me now but 
St Helena," 

Businesi done. A11 T Toby runs down to hii Constituency, 

Saturday.— Prorogation to-day, with usual imposing ceremony. 
On Monday, Dissolution. Off to the country. Of ooum no one 
opposes me in Barks. But must do the civil thing by my oonrtituxnUJ 
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TO A LADY HUMORIST. 

Yqub laugh would chase away 
the blues, 
Your smile is always sunny, 
One must be gay— who could re- 

fuseP 
Your ." mission" is just to amuse; 
Discarding all blue - stocking 
views, 
You fancy what is funny. 

You have no fads on Man's De- 
scent 
From something quite atomic, 
;On Diet, Disestablishment, 
jOfe Dress, Diminishing of Rent, 
pivofoe or Dockyard Disoontent— 
;L You seek for something oomic 

%ou wear no hygienio shoe, 
' Your dress is never frightful, 
Your sense of humour makes you 

too 
AHve to what you should not do, 
You laugh at folks, not they at 

you, 
; You write what's quite de- 

* - lightfuL 

So laugh, and always make us 

r The boldest men, I need not say, 
Are simply scared by such as 
:U~ they, 
Ton do not bore us, anyway. 

• Your conversation's charming. 
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-17n metrical Adaptation of 
jRbbbie ^Burns' celebrated Line 
to'jhe " t Ne%o Woman," whether 
'tn male attire on or off Bicycle, 
fn her Club, driving her trap, dsc., 

&c.— "A woman's a woman for 
•Hhat" 




SPORTING EVENT-A RECORD. 

Shi Wok the Swxsp 1 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Of Mr. Athol Mayhew's J2m- 
tory of Punch the Baron can at 
present say nothing, no oopy of 
this work haying at yet been 
brought to Our Booking Office, 
and without a ticket-of -leave, or 
tioket-f or-leaves, granted by Mr. 
Punch himself, per the Baron de 
B.-W., the book of Mahu ("Mono 
he is called and Mahu," as 
Shout Bbooxs used to quote 
from King Lear) will not nave 
received the " imprimatur." Al- 
ready it appears, as we read in a 
letter from Mr. Henry. Sptbl- 
Kunr (who, if any man living 
knows anything about Mr. 
Punch 9 $ history, is the Pumohian 
Biographer and Historian par ex- 
ceUence and "by appointment") 
to the Daily Chronicle* Friday, 
July 12, that in Mr. MayheVs 
book there are numerous errors 
on important matters. " May- 
hew-manum est errare." But 
41 Herr Yov Speklmaiqt will put 
him right in his forthcoming 
txx*." »y» The Judicious 

Baron be Book-Works. 



Covknt Garden Opera Pro- 
verb.— "When in doubt play 
Faust." 

"Happy Thought!" (Apropos 
of a recent case in the Maryle- 
hone Police Court).— What a good 
title for an old-fashioned panto- 
mime in the East End (where 
the real pantomimes used to be) : 
"Harlequin and the Mysterious 
Manx Mannikms ; or, Snapshot 
and the Demon Camera ! " 



: BRIGGS, OF BALLIOL. 

A ; Part II. 

? Two years passed, and never a syllable oould I learn of Brig as. 
£hen I met Trotter of Trinity at Piccadilly Circus. "By the 
way," said he, " I suppose you have heard about poor old Bkiggs ? n 
V JSTo ! " I cried. 44 mat of him f " " Oh, I thought you would be 
sure to know, or I would have broken it to you more gently. " 
* Why?" I asked, with apprehension. "Has anything happened 
to himP" "Well," he replied, with some hesitation^ "I— or— I 
hardly like to tell you. You were such a friend of his.' 1 " You 
don't moan to say that he is— P" " Dead ? No, poor fellow, not 
dead exactly, but worse than that, I fear. He has become a New 
Man. you see." I looked at Trotter in bewilderment. " Why^you 
See, he is married— yes, he married the O'Orbss, you know. Poor 
Briggs I I saw him yesterday, and. upon my word. I should 
soaroely have known him. But go and see him younelz ; you will 
never believe my story." 

Z Trotter wrote me the address on a card, and the next day I 
- 3 , The maid looked somewhat surprised when I asked for 
riggs. He was at home, oh, yes, he was at home, but she 
t know whether he oould see me or not. as he was feeding; the 
by. This announcement rather staggered me, but I pulled myself 
^gether sufficiently to assure her that I wai an old friend of 
Mr. Briggs ; and, on learning this, she asked me to walk upstairs. 
3 this is the nursery." she said, when we had reached the topmost 
storey. " Ton will find Mr. Briggs inside." 
?il opened the door, and what a scene greeted me! There was 
9n*e«e, my old friend Baieo^ the gallant Briggs of Balliol, rooking 
ceaselessly to and fro the while he crooned in a low monotone to a 
Btxpdle of pins and flannel that lay cradled in his arms. I sprang 
forward to grip him by the hand* He laid his finger on his lips, ana 
in an agpnisea whisper murmured, " 8h !— You '11 wake the baby I " 
I controlled myself, and sank into a chair, to which he motioned me. 
Briggs hushed the infant anxiously for a minute or two until it was 
well asleep; then he turned to me, and with a sickly smile whis- 
pered, *Tm glad to see you, Robinson, but please talk very gently, 
for fear of waking the Cutsababoo." 



It grieved me to hear poor Briggs talk in this fashion, but there 
were a thousand questions I was burning to ask him. _ m 

44 Oh, Briggs, why did you leave Baffiol so suddenly P" "Sh!" 
he answered, looking nervously round him. " She took me away." 
44 And why did you never write to anyone P" 44 Sh ! She forbade 
me." 44 Forbade vouP" " Yes. yes, indeed. Oh, Bobinson. you 
do not know my wife ! " I was inwardly thanking my stars that I 
had not this honour when Bbiggs, overcome with his emotion, sud- 
denly flung up his arms and covered his face with his hands. The 
action upset the equilibrium of the baby, which rolled off his lap, 
fell on the floor, and awoke with a scream. With a cry of dismay 
Briggs caught up the bundle, and tossed it violently up and down. 
addressing it the while in such intelligible terms as these— 44 And 
did it wake its darling ducky Cutsababoo, it did ! It was a naughty 
cruel Dsda t it was ! " 

It would be hard to say which made the greater noise, Briggs or 
the baby ; but Billets had the staving newer, and after a fight the 
baby gave it up. B euggs gazed at it as it lay exhausted in his arms, 
then turning to me, he said, u I think the Cutsababoo has done 
crying now, Robinson. Will you excuse me if I sing him to by- 
byes f" In olden davs Briggs had a glorious baritone voice, and to 
hear him sing the Balliol Boating Song was a musical treat. I there- 
fore readily agreed to stay and listen. "The Duokydoo is very 



particular," explained Briggs, 
own ickle tune, The New Lullaby, 
11 Mummy has gone to the city, 

Cutaaba— Cutsababoo ! 
But Mummy will think of her Pretty, 

And buy Mm a little toy too. 
Daddy will dandle the Darling, 

And ahow him hit beautiful toy. 

Huahaby, Pet! Baby, don't fret ! 

. Sleepery, Peepery Boy ! 



'He will only go to sleep to his 

" Mummy is making the money, 

Cutaaba- Cutsababoo 1 
To buy a new bonnet for aonny, 

A jacket for Daddy kins too. 
Daddy will dandle the Darling, 

And ahow him his beautiful toy. 
Huahaby, Pet! Baby, don't fret ! 

Sleepery, Peepery Boy ! M 



Briggs had just reached the end of the second verse when his 
keenly sensitive ear caught the sound of a latchkey turning in the 
door. A look of terror crossed his face. "It'sshe! lVsshe!" 
he cried. "Oh, Bobinson, if she finds you here! Oh, if you love 
me, fly 1 " I needed no second bidding. With a hasty grip of the 
hand I bade my friend farewell, and this is the last that has been 
of Briggs of BallioL Digitized by V jOO^Lv T 

mill ii .» ' — w ii ■ ■ i C3 ~^ 
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CUE FOE CANVASSEBS. 

{ByaOynic) 

[" la all the doubtful constituencies the remit 
may be regarded as depending largely upon the 
persuasion and argument brought to bear upon indi- 
vidual electors."— 1%« Yorkshire Fast. 

PebsuasiokP Argument P Very nice names 
For Radical Cauousites, Primrose Dames, 
And other retailers of party riddles, 
Ex parte statements, and taradiddles I 
Gregarious voters, of old bribes did von all : 
Now argument deals with the " individual" 
With the man— or his wife— you most seek 

oooasion, 
Canvasser clever, to try M persuasion." 
To "argue" that Blows is the likeliest 

chap 
To pour prosperity into your lap ; 
To "persuade" the Missus that that 

McQutbk 
Will deprive her " man " of his hear and 

work! 
Oh, sweet are the virtues, upon oooasion, 
Of moral (or even immoral) 'suasion I 
When blankets runout and when money *s all 

spent, 
Then, then oomes the value of " argument." 
And if the " argument " takes the form 
Of orders and jobs in a perfect storm ; 
And when " persuasion" the future gauges 
A promise of liquor and higher wages ; 
Why, then the result is the same almost, 
'Twixt you and me, and the {Yorkshire) 

Post! 

A Daly Sacsjficb to Shabspbabn.— 
Aga in, th anks to the enterprise of Mr. 
AuGusrnr Daly, one of Shabspbabb's 
comedies is rendered resplendent with ap- 
propriate aooessories. A Midsummer Nights 
Dream, furnished with new illustrations, 
and sparingly curtailed by neoeasary "outs," 
becomes more poetical than ever. Miss Ada 
Rehab is a "dream", in herself, and Mr. 
Liwis, as an American playing in England, 
becomes "translated." every evening to the 
complete satisfaction of an appreciating and 
crowded audience. The play should run from 
Midsummer into Michaelmas. 



A HENLEY BARCAROLLE. 

{By a FaresyUabie Swain.) 

My lovylade. I peg and Dray 
That you will pun my joint to-day • 
And we will, dreaming o'er the stooge, 
In some remote laokwater hedge. 

Well take a man Job, bandoline, 
And hick- cup, as we slop between 
The bangled tanks— well sink and drip, 
And strum the things on hoard our ihip. 

list to my lovesick, mew. and come 

Far from the giddy, hilling gum 1 

Belaying hearses, we will croon. 

And through each glowering hide we 'U spoon ! 



Advbbtisbmbht {in "Standard'*).— 
" Great Yarmouth. Small House. Close 
Aquarium and sea. Servant left." Who was 
there when" servant left" f Also why "close 
Aquarium and sea " Y Perhaps easy rot un- 
wise to close the former, but quite impossible 
to shut up the latter. 

"Goon Bis "-ley. "Tbll that to thb 
Marines."— The United Servioes Cap was ad- 
judged to the Marines at Bisley. In this com- 
petition the Marines were the best, "all told." 




LABOUR 



LOVE! 



Benevolent Lady {who has with infinite trouble organised a Country Excursion for some over* 
worked London Dressmakers). " Thbh mind you 'bb at thb Station at Kdtb to-mobbow, 
Eliza. I do hope rr won't Rain !" 

"Bam, Miss I I 'ow? hot, to bb subs I Thb Oouhtsy** bad enough when rr's 
Foism, yb*t rr, Must" 



A SMOBnre Chbistiab Concebt.— In these 
smoking hot July days a Smoking Mission 
seems a good notion. Yet the Bacey-naUan 
missionaries may probably have to say, " We 
have pipeM unto you, and you have not 
responded," exoept si long as the supply 
held out Will there be distributed tracts 
entitled A Bird's Eye View of Heaven, A 
Short Cut to Truth, Returns to Virtue, 
What is Ltfet—A Mixture I 

Pbovbbb a pbopos of latest New Waltz, 
" Knro Gbstchxn."— "It's the last Stbauss 
that breaks the record." 



BaWBBSS A0B088 THB BoBDEB. — The 

Dundee Advertiser has recently published 
a table showing the distribution of Minis- 
terial salaries amongst Peers, Liberal Union- 
ists, and Scotchmen. Aocording to our 
canny contemporary, " Scotland fares badly 
in the new Administration." The reason for 
this lament is found in the fact that the 
share of Caledonia— "the spoil is taken 
chiefly by the Clan Balfour, T remarks the 
D. A.— amounts only to £12,425. And vet 
this sum represents the " banging " of a 
good manv %r saxpenoes." North Britain is 
unreaf onaole 1 
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WA3TINQ HER SWEETNESS. 

(An Electioneering Study.) 

Aroumettt.— Mrs. Hobaob Honvtball, wife of the Liberal Candidate for 
a Metropolitan "Working-claw Constituency.has undertaken in her hus- 
band's interests a house-to-house canvass in Bodgers' Buildings. 

Mrs. H. H. (to herself, as she threads her way through a grove 
of drying linen). •' I do wish they would hang oat their washing 
somewhere else— it 's absolute ruin to one's hat ! What a depressing 

flaoe— but then they 're all the more likely to be on our side. Have 
eot my canvassing cards and the bundle of leaflets P Yes— then 
I 'a better begin. . . . How do you do, Mr. Dollop P . . . No, please 
don't move— I see I 'ye come upon you all at your tea. So refreshing 
on a warm afternoon like this I » • . No, not any for me, thanks, I 
never touch it— and besides, I had some before I oame out, you 
know. . • . Oh, never mind about wiping a chair for me, Mrs. 
Dollop. . . . Yes, quite comfort- 
able, I assure you T What a do- 
ugh tf id home you have, with all 
those charming coloured pictures 
on the wall, and so beattfifully 
clean, too! . . . Ah t if you only 
knew the trouble and worry of a 
great house and a whole tribe of 
servants. , # , But you mustn't 
say that : no one need despair of 
getting on nowadays, you know. 
And tiuH is your little boy and 

Sirt t such bright, intelligent 
ttle faces. Jam is so wholesome 
for them, un't it f . . < Halbut 
and Ha Lira P Really I such 
pretty names I always think; 
and both beginning with— er— 

H Well, yes, I hay* oailed 

on some particular business. I 
daresay, now, Mr* Dollop, 
you're quite a politician. ... A 
plasterer f Now, how delight- 
ful 1 Because I must tell you 
that my husband , , , No, I *m 
afraid not You see* we 've only 
just had the whole house tho- 
roughly done up. I was only 
going to say that my husband 
as suob a respect for plasterers 
aa a class, you know. Haven't 
I mentioned who he is ? How 
stupid of me! He *s Mr. Honey- 
ball, the Radical Candidate for 
this place, , * > Vet, I 've come 
about the elections, of course. 
Oh* but you ought to care j I'm 
sure you're far too intelligent 
a man to be really indifferent 
who represents you in Parlia- 
ment ] And my husband is so 
devoted to the working- classes ; 
it 'e been quite the aim of his life 
to do something for them. His 
motto is, * Trust the People.' . . . 
0h T rfwrme. no — he *s not a s hop- 
keeper— he *s at the Bar. * . , 
Certainly not. He 's in favour oi 
doing away with public- houses. 
He's a barrister— a lawyer , you 

know. . . . Ah- but perhaps yon haven't been fortunate in such 
lawyers as you Ve met. . , . Weil, but you wouldn't like the Tories 
to get in, would you f , . . But they 've had their * innings, 1 as you 
call it; rf 




44 I'm so glad to have found you at home, Mr. Bilgkr. I'm Mrs. 
Hoketball, and I want yon to support my husband at the election 
—he 's standing as a Liberal, yon know. .. . • Oh, yes, I think I can 
tell yon his views on the Liquor Traffic He's anxious to see the 
curse of drinking: thoroughly stamped out . . . No, I 'm sure yon re 
no friend to publicans— you look far too respectable. . . . Yes, as yon 
say, they get rich on the earnings of the poor, and it 's high time 
they were done away with. • . . Certainly yon may ask me a ques- 
tion. • . . No, of course my husband would not dream of putting 
down Clubs : he belongs to several himself. . . . Oh, yon meant 
Working-men's Clubs. Yon belong to one yourself P So sensible of 
yon !— and of course there can be no possible objection, so Ion* as 

?o intoxicating liquor Not conducted on Teetotal principles ? 
'm afraid that would make a difference. . • . Why r Because, 
don't yon see. if people can «o and join Clubs, and get drink there, 
there would be no use in olosine; the public-houses, would there? 
We must be logical. . , • No doubt iiHwi*»fa'wg drinks are supplied 

in dubs, out I don't see what 
fArt has to do with it... Mr 
husband? No, he's not a total 

abstainer, but still ... No, 

no; it's not a question of one 
law for the Rich and another 
for the Poor at aU. Yon don't 
quite understand. . . . If yon 
really have heard enough. I '11 
*o, ox course. • • • Not si all. 
If anything I 've said has helped 
yon in making up your mind, 

I *m only too Don't trouble 

to come to the door ! " 

"Mrs. Majtoles, I think? 
Your husband not at home, I 
see. It doesn't matter— yon 
willdocmkaa welL I'm Mrs. 
Honeyball. . . . Oh, you have 
heard the name. . . . Seen my 
husband's picture on the pla- 
cards P Oh, you're not taking 
a liberty in me very least I 
shall be only too delighted to 
give you one. He is rather nies- 
looking, isn't he P I'll tell you 
what I'll do— when I ret home, 
I '11 send yon one of his photo- 
graphs to put on your mantel- 
gsbeT. .. Oh, I don't think I 
ould have it coloured, if I 
were you. . . • But his hair and 
moustache aren't auburn^ and 
what do yon want to put him in 
a red tunic forP... Really P 
The living image of your first 
young manP He will be 
flattered! . . . You've had 
several since? I can quite be- 
lieve that. . . . Well, if you 
will promise to get your hus- 
band to give me his vote, per- 
haps Why should I have 

to go to the— or— * Cimingtery * 
for it?... Last Christmas P 
—dear me I I 'm very sorry I 

Good-bye, Mrs. Majtoles j 

and— er— if 1 do find I have 
photograph to v spare 



* 1 Uw the smell of lobscco 1 - mr- — «>-r«~T. -/ *.'— J A- * 

but the portrait of him on that 
leaflet is really mere lihe f you know ! " , 

"No, don't put down your pipe, Mr. GowLES; I— I tot?,* the smell 
± of tobacco! , . . You weren't intending to— how friendly of you I • • • I 
call it ; they r ve been in a whole fortnight—and what have they [ daresay you don't know who /am P . . • Perhaps not, but you'll let 
dmte f . •, And if the Liberal Government is kent out, what will me tell you, won't you ? . . . I' ve oome to ask you to vote for my 
hecome of all the peat reforms they've been trying to give you t husband, Mr, Hojeybai,!; he's not a Tory, yon know, he's a 
• ■ ■ « eil * jaere s Home Rule, for one. . . . Surely you T re in favour thorough-going Radical. . * . Not going to vote for either of them r 
of let^gtht Irish manage thtix.uwiia±£airfl P.. . Ho, that r s such a — flow why?.. . Oh, no, Pm sure you're not— you're much too 
mistake; they W< wunt to manaa* ours-a^ • • ' ■ ..,-...,. ~ * 

maffw mnti wh* ml*+*M*»** 4k ^.D All xl ▲ n_ V. 



matters— and why shouldn't they? . . . All that can sb easily be 
settled afterwards. . # . . Don't yon call * One man one vote ' a great 
reform? • • • Isn't it monstrous that some people sho uld have five 
or six votes, while yon only have oneP ... It's foolish to say 
they're 4 welcome to them,' like that, when they only use them to 
deprive youof your rights. . . . Then there's Welsh Disestablish- 

lf yot 




more enlightened- 



pleasant and gentlemanly to be a horrid Socialist! . . . Yon want 
everything done away withP Well, the Liberals are going to abolMn 
a lot of things. There's the House of Lords, for lnstanoe, yon re 
against thenul'm sure. . . Not moire than you are against the House 
of Commons P Oh, but yon don't really want to destroy one of our 
most ancient institutions! . . . Capitalists P oh, they're sharks and 
bloodsuckers and landfrabbers and all that, I quite agree with yon 
there— only they're all Tories, yon know. • . • Why shouldn't yon 
share in all the wealth yon 're assisting to produce ? Why are you to 
be robbed of the product of Your brain and hands?— I really don t 
know— it's very wrong, no ooubt— what do yon produce P . . . On, 
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you 're a bill-poster P I see. Now don't get excited. • • . Your only 
nope is in the Gospel of Hate P . . . Now really* such a disagreeable 
thins: to say ! . . . If I could only brinp you to see that by voting 

for the Liberals • . . I 'm not a smooth-tongued humbug, and it 's 

kind. • • • I never 
►leased. . • . Very 

. „ „__._„, „_ want it! (ZbAer- 

seff, as she departs.) I shall go home. If I see any more of these 
eople, I shall find I've turned into a rabid Tory— and I 'm sure 
obace wouldn't like that ! " 



OPERATIC NOTES. 



Monday memorable for Mklba. Never sang better than as mad- 
as- a-hatter heroine of Donizetti's Lucia di Lammermoor. Three 
hearty, deafening, unanimous encores for the brilliant fireworky 
Hanwellian vocalisation in Lucy's (not ** H. W. Lucy's," of the 
D. N. % but Miss Lucia's) great de lunatico inquirenao scena. 
After encore, inevitable gigantic basket of flowers handed up to 

triumphant oantatrioe by 
Beaming Bevignahi and 
talented assistants in 
orchestra. Conductor and 
musicians ought not to be 
used as agents for de- 
livery of bouquets to 
prime donne. If somebody 
among audienoe wishes to 
publicly present singer 
with floral testimonial, 
why not let that Some- 
body step forward (as the 
person in churon who 
would "forbid the banns" 
is invited to do) and hand 
it to her himself on a 
stick P Or if he be in 
some Other part of the 
house, DuLCissnnrs Dnu- 
niouurus would himself 
introduoe him and his 
basket of flowers on to, 
and off, the stage* The 
encores and the floral 
testimonial quite turned 
mad heroine's head. 
That is, so turned it round 
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CaMala^Bia." 



again that she became quite sane and chatted amicably with two or 
three of the leading chorus " up stage " until it suddenly occurred to 
her that she must po mad again, which she did at once, most 
effectively. After this " Fra poco," the swan-like (if swan a tenor) 
death-song of Edgar do, cannot go for its value unless sung by a 
most popular and highly-gifted tenor. So it stands to the 
credit ox Signer Dash-mt-Visnas that, in this, he was enthu- 
siastically applauded, and soon after "laid him down and dee'd" 
in the midst of an admiring and more-or-less sympathetic Chorus. 
Great opera for Chorus giving expression to their feelings. How 
they cry or laugh, and point and gesticulate and threaten and 
sympathise as guests in low dresses without anything distinctively 
Scotch about them, except in the case of one lady over whose 
shoulder I fancy I detected a tartan scarf of clannish nattern. 
Normanno, played by. I think, Ionrio Cobsi (which name, in com- 
pliment to the national Scotch liquor, ought to have been changed to 
t4 Iwifljao Cobai"), bore remarkable resemblanoe to Markis o' Salis- 
buby. I do not remember ever having seen or heard Lord Salisbtjbt 
as a vocalist To be remembered as The Mblba Night of the Season 
—up to now. 

Wednesday.— Calve as Carmen simply perfect. That is all I 
have to say : like the Raven (not Bamaby Budge's, but Edqab 
A. Pol's), I announce "Only this, and Nothing More." And 
Alvarez as JosS, " Gentleman Joe," who does not drive, but is 
driven to madness, first-rate ; in last scene, struggle end assassina- 
tion most thrilling, dramatically: even stall-by-the-sesson'd onera- 
goers holding breath, and clutching at backs of seats. Audience, 
ordinarily indifferent to fate of heroine in last act, wait till bitter end* 
They only quit when quite sure Carmen cannot possibly sing any more, 
Madame Mblba, who, by request of the Management "—how modestly 
is this put, Dbttbiolajtus OpbrahoubI— "has kindly consented to 
play Michaela" exceeded the terms of her amiable oon tract, as she not 
only ** played " Michaela. but sang the music superbly, her singing 
bemgfaultiess,wldehher l< nkyins;"wasnot. MossooAlbmbs rather 
out of it as EscamtUo, and TorSaaor was not an Enooreador, whereat 
Toriador non contento. All the principals sang in French, " knowing 
the language," but clever Chorus stuck to Italian. Benissimo ! 
Bbtignaki beaming, and beating time. House crowded; elections 



and political parties disturb not the harmony of Covent Garden. Yet 
" last week out one " announced, and end in view. Wagstafp, 
seeing Calve in first act with scarf or belt round waist, suggests 
riddle, " Why is Calve a perfect Carmen f " Before you can break 
away from him, without damage to your button-hole, he answers, 
" Because she plays the part with a-iand-on." Exit Wagstatf. 

Friday.— Pagkacci.— A new Nedda in Mile. Zelie di Lubbak. 
Nedda is rather a Loose'un, and Mile. Zelie is as good a Nedda as 
you can pet " when f other dear charmer's away." Then to follow. 
Calve in CalvS-lleria Jtusticana admirably dramatio. n™'+ 



believe this Magdalenish- samt-like -woman can possibly be that 
deuce of a young woman, Carmen, of t'other night. But Fcemina 
varium et mutabue (also eantahUe) semper." All the others good as 
ever, specially Giuxia Ravooli, as the gay Lo-la-U-ety. 



SCRAPS PBOM CHAPS. 



The hedgehog is sometimes accused of helping himself to a drink 
from a recumbent cow, but his larger relative, the domestic pig, is 
to be even still more commended for his enterprise. According to 
the Western Daily Mercury, in a farmyard in the parish of Un- 
eulme a pig was observed to rear on his hind legs and suck milk 
from a oow. This sight must have enormously impressed the spec- 
tator. But it ought to have been a dog. 

SiTBXLT a Kadical Umoniat U a new departure in politics. Mr. 
8tbau8S, who is opposing Mr. Cox vera be, M.P. for the Camborne 
division of Corn waif, in reply to a question at Casgarae said that he 
was a Radical Unionist, but the name liberal was good enough for 
him. Mr. Strauss ii to be congratulated on his new political 
"Dootrinen" ; but. if he should succeed in defeating Mr. Coy y hiiabs, 
he seems likely to lead the Whips a pretty dance. 



It seems a little hard on a Parliamentary candidate when he is 
seriously misrepresented by his own friends. This is what Mr. 
Michael Williams has suffered in the St. Austell division of Corn- 
wall at the hands of his friend Canon Bush. With every intention 
of doing Mr. Williams a good turn, the worthy Canon fired off a 
letter in the local press containing a serious misquotation of a speech 
said to have been made by Mr. Williams about the false doctrines 
of the Nonconformists. The explosion of this shell in the Noncon- 
formist camp has not improved Mr. Williams's ohanoe of success, 
and he probably believes in the truth of the old saying, that M Good 
wine needs no Bush." 



A Pull All ToeranR.— What our forefathers would have called 
41 seeking an explanation from one's ropBOscntative," is now, in 
these days of political slang, known as " pulling your members 
leg!" Witness what happened in West Fife: 

" Mr. WKMTSS said, that if they returned him they would have the ad- 
vantage of being able to ran down to Wbmtss when he did anything wrong 
and pull his leg at the eost of a sixpence in train money, whereat, if they 
wanted to pull Mr. Bibbbll oyer the eoali, it would ooet them £3 to go to 
London." . 

The electors would certainly seem to " have the pull " by Mr. 
Wbmyss's proximity : but why didn't some heckler retort by saying 
that in pulling a candidate's leg voters must be careful not to get 
hold of a calf P 

Slow TRAimirG.— The Cork County National Teachers' Associa- 
tion has passed a resolution that "for the sixth ©lass" the geography 
of the British Isles is enough, and "that the British Colonies be 
held over till the examination in the second year." But how will 
the British Colonies like ljeig held over P And is not Ireland itself 
going to be a self-governing British Colony— some day P But that 
idea, too, seems "held over" for the present. The National 
Teachers, however, are true Nationalists, because thev also resolved 
that " Professors of Irish should be appointed in all the Training 
Colleges." If females, they will be expected to wear the-Cettw 
fringe, of oourse. 

Ekadt akd WiLLnre (in the OomeU-Leander Fiasco).— Oa* crew 
wasn't "ready," but the starter was "Willam"— tike Barks. 
The Cornell crew was ready and willin'. 80 they had the starter 
with them at all events; and, they started. Angry (artisans 
described the prooeeiing as " Willanoua." So it was,— from one 
point of view. 

Blbctioh Pabaik>xw.— Standing for a seat, and running against 
a sitting Member. __ ___ ____ 

The Oxxbbal Elbctiq* Get.— ■" Take you* seats, Gentlemen ! " 
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AGGRAVATING FLIPPANCY. 

The Professor (who has just come back from the North Pole). " and the Fauna or THESE Inhospitable Riaioira IS AS POOR AS 

the Flora. 1 You couldn't name ▲ dozen Animals who manage to live there. n 

Mrs. Malapert. "Oh— I dare sax I could!" The Professor. " Really— what arm they!" 

Mrs. Malapert. "Will, now— ttve Polar Bears, let us BAvi and— and seven Seals 1 " 



IL "TRUE BLUE" INGLES E. 

Air aiUstrissimoSignor'Pufich. 

Illustriousest Sir,— I feel myself in duty of to write to her these 
few lines for to teU to her the my opinion of theof her oountry. Ah, 
the beautiful England! One speaks in Italy of the eielo tnglese, 
when the sky is grey and overcast. For the first time I oome now 
in the my chip to the of her oountry. Ecco % the sky is bine ! ,In 
the our oountry so many things are blue— the sky, the sea. the lakes, 
the distant mountains, but in the our language not there is the word 
•'blue." One says "azure "or " turquoise," but not the general 
term " blue." Therefore before I oome to England I think, " We 
italians see the oolour blue, but not can say it. and these english 
have the word, but see never the oolour." Ana ecco I arrive, and 
the sky is blue I Not it is the blue of Napoli, not it is the blue of 
Genova, and perhaps it is to-day only, but veramente it is blue. It 
is much curious. 

Also I have found other things blue. Some time the sea is pale 
blue. Some time the milk is pale blue. Andoneenglish says to me, 
44 The sea was rough and the wind blue," but this not oan I under- 
stand. The his friends say he likes chaff. Diavolo, what taste! 
But perhaps the chaff is much helpful for the digestion, like the 
english brown bread, which some brave men eat lie his friends 
say also, "He chaffs till all is blue," Perhaps when one eats the 
ohafl the eyesight is altered. It is much curious. There are other 
things blue in England. There are " the blues." One my friend 
says to me that this phrase is the frenoh ennui. Then I have not 
it seen yet, for it is always testa sinoe our arrival I have heard 
that the blues are at Oxford and at Cambridge, above all at the 
College of Girton, But the evening past I saw the blue the most 
beautiful. Ah, the exquisite eyes I Ah. la bellissima stdnorina 
tngleee! so graceful, so oourteous, so beautiful! And the her eyes 
were blue, so blue! Never have I seen a oolour so sweet The sea 
at Napoli, the sky at Palermo, the lake at Bellagio— it seems to me 
that they are grey and ugly when I think to the her eyes. 

Ah, Signer Punch. Her is a man. Her oan love, Her, I know it, 
admires the beauty of the women! So to her I tell that these blue 
eyes have hit the heart of the italian. Not in Italy, but in E"gl*H, 
one sees the blue the most divine. 

Her I beg to accept the my compliments and I have the honour to 
say myself Her Devotedest Servant, 

Andrea Doria Dandolo Vespuooi-Colombo. 



ORDER! ORDER! 

[" Colonel North bases hU appeal for support on the plea that he will 
gee to it that West Leeds gets its roll share cf whatever work may be going.*' 
— Leeds Mercury.] 

" dark and true and tender is the North ! " 

And wondrous service to West Leeds he'll render; 
He '11 see, when Government work is going forth, 

West Leeds shall have its chance— at least to tender. 
"Orders are heaven's first law." That is the kernel 
• Of the f ' dear Colonel's " creed ; and it contents 
Those who to Governments raise the cry eternal 
Of " Give your orders, Gents!" 



ECHOES FROM! THE POLLS. 

Elected am I P Well. I am really much obliged. 

Oh, certainly, shall be truly delighted to do anything; in my power. 

Fancy in these hard times that it is a little dimoult to increase a 
subscription list 

Only too pleased, but must be rather careful not to infringe the 
Bribery Acts. 

Truly intend to live up to my opinions. Would not alter them for 
worlds. 

Cannot recall everything I said during the heat of the election, and 
probably was imperxeotly reported. 

Do not claim any more liberty of action than to obey the dictates 



of my conscience. ' 
Afraid 



cannot adequately represent every phase of political 
opinion. 

Will give as much satisfaction in Westminster u motieablA. 

Party arguments are rather superfluous after the contest, and 
therefore have to be avoided. 

Sorry cannot stay longer in the Division itself, as my presence is 
required within the preonots of St Stephen's. 

Would have the greatest pleasure in life to discuss all these 
matters of controversy at another time. 

Sorry cannot give exact date, but why not say just before the 
next General Election P 

Memorable.— Wednesday, July 10th. Evening Fete at Botanical 
Gardens. No Rain!! Digitized bAjQOglC^ 
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OLD WARDER WILLIAM. 

Thi Vetirak (loquitur). " DEAR ME ! WHAT HAS BECOME OP 
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EX-HOH. PEIVATE A. BBIEFLESS, JUH., OH THE 
I.O.C.E.V.C. ATBI8LET. 

It if scarcely neoessary to say that during the sitting of the Courts 
I have little time for what may be termed recreation. So when I 
Tinted Bialey on the ooeaaion of the competition for the Ashburnham 
Shield, it was in a semi-military and semi-f orenrio capacity. It was 
no doubt pleasing to see one's sohoolfellows of a later generation 
TwfnfcfrfniTiff the prestige of a oommon Alma Mater ; but the chief at- 
traction in my eyes of the successor to 
Wimbledon was the presence under 
canvas of muoh that is left of the 
44 Devil's Own." And here let 
pause for a moment to discuss the 
traditional derivation of the alterna- 
tive title of the Inns of Court Rifle 
Volunteer Corps. I believe His late 
Majesty King William the Foubth 
(of marine memory) is usually believed 
to have been the first to call his 
lawyer warriors by the name that, to 
certain minds, has had since an un- 
sympathetic significance. I am of 
opinion that the Sailor Sovereign 
merely confirmed a title that had 
already been obtained by usage. It is 
more than possible that the initial 
supporters of the I. 0. C. B. V. C. 
were counsel seldom holding briefs of 
their own. but frequently appearing as 
'MearneoV' but absent /ft fnends. >f It 
is needless to hint to the Bench and 
Bar that I refer to "devils." If my 
assumption is oorreot, then indeed 
would the Battalion be jastly known 
to fame as " the Devil's Own." 

I wish I could deny the reports that 
have found their way into the papers 
that the L 0. a E. Y. C. is less 
prosperous than it was of yore. Per- 
sonally, I have it on my oonscienoe 
that I have not for many years ap- 
peared on parade. To the best of my 
belief I have only once joined the 
ranks. The occasion was a prize distribution in Lincoln's Inn HaU. 
As an honorary member I was posted in the front rank of "A" 
Company. Then came the perplexing command, " Fours right," 
which, so far as I was oonoerncd, ended in disaster. A little later 
I retired from all active military service, and have remained in 
retreat ever since. StilL at the sound of the bugle my pulse 
quickens, and I feel that had I chosen the Tented Field instead 
of the Forum for the exercise of my professional duties my career 
would not have suffered in prosperity from the alteration. In fact, 
I believe that with the conditions changed I should have had just as 

Kid a chance of becoming Commander-in-Chief as Lord Chancellor, 
t these are regrets that are out of place in the columns of a 
periodical that guards the interests of the universe in general, while 
fostering the loftiest aspirations of the legal profession in particular. 
So I east them aside as unworthy the attention of a counsel, a soldier, 
and a gentleman. 

Let me return to the I. 0. C. E. V. C. at Bialey. I found "those 
of the faithful who have been true to their trust" defending them- 
selves—there was no trace of defiance in the action— from the fierce 
fire of the noonday sun by wearing straw hats and sporting 
flannels. It was a pretty picture, that made by the martial lawyers 
at their mid-day parade. The tents, the tubs, the kitchen 
utensils, and last, but not least, the mess-house, with its dining 
saloon and ante-room. Alas, that the stability of the latter should 
be inappropriate ! Alas, that the corps, once the pride of the Volun- 
teer Service, should be reduced to four companies, and (so I believe) 
have lost its adjutant I Ichabod! How the mighty have fallen! 

As I watched the sad and yet impressive tableau old memories 
flocked upon me. Where was the private who caricatured his 
Colonel, and showed how a shako oould be combined with a horse- 
hair wis;, and yet look military and forensio P Where was the lance 
corporal who invariably confirmed his captain's oommands with an 
•• as your Lordship pleases P" Where was the rear-rank wag who, 
on being told to charge, said he " must leave that sort of thing to his 
clerk, who kept his fee-book P" Where was the vocalist who would 
sing the songs of J. L. Mollot, Barrister-at-Law, and knew the ins 
and outs of* The Mask* of Flowers P" All of them gone, and their 
places scarcely filled by new comers! And, aa I Rased upon an 
"private of the L 0. 0. E, V. C, apparently preparing to 




The Skeleton of a Regiment 



the demands of an expected detachment of huncry ranchers, I 

wondered whether anything oould be done to revive the fortunes of 
the Grand Old Battalion. Could the hours of leisure of the 



warriors be occupied by regimental trips down the river, regimental 
drags to the races, regimental dinners to one another, regimental 
visits to the play, regimental strolls in the Bow. regimental bicycles 
in Battersea Park P I fancy something of this kind has already Dean 
suggested. Then, if Barristers do not flock in sufficient numbers 
to the banners of the Lamb, the Horse, and the Griffin, why not throw 
open the ranks to wealthy persons— so to speak— fond of the leaders of 
litigation P Again I imagine some such plan has already been under 
consideration. 

And, as I thought the matter over, I became gloomier and 
gloomier. So sad was I tbat I had to visit the adjacent cemetery, 
to revive, under the modified merriment of the place, into com- 
parative cheerfulness. The mere recollection of the 1. 0. C. B.V. C. 
unmans me. It is better that I should pause, for I can write no more. 

Pump Handle Court, July 12, 1895. A. Briefless, Jror. 



THE CEY OF THE COUNTEE. 

(By a Shopkeeper who had hoped better thing* of the Season.) 

GnsATScott! Sold again! It's all up with the Season, 

Though Summer is Summer, and Goodwood 'c not gone I 
We Shopkeepers hoped for good luck, and with reason. 

For things did look bright. But onoe more we are done ; 
Bone, clean as a whistle! A General Election ! 

Sorting on us, through Bbodbici, and oordite, and stuff ! 
A plague on both parties, a curse on each section ! 

Your M.P. ' s a mooncalf, a muddler, a muff ! 

The weather was stunning ; Death had not been busy 
With Royalties— bless r em !— and London was full ; 

And though of oourse Eosebebt is not a Dizzt, 
He did win the Derby, which gave him some pull. 




We stuck to our counters, unshocked and unscared. 

And now, betwixt grass-time and harvest, the duffers 

Fight over theer fudge and kick over the show. 
And so onoe again the poor Shopkeeper suffers. 

A murrain on Habcoubt, a plague upon Joe ! 
Fur policy Balfoub sets forth " Dissolution," 

And thinks he has scored. Had I temper, and breath, 
And his ear, I oould smash up his smart elocution. 

Mis game 's Dissolution,— to us it means death. 

The fat's in the Hre^ and the spark's in the powder, 

We 're in for a long spell of wigs on the green. 
Our clients will scatter, and louder and louder 

Will swell the fool-chorus of partisan spleen. 
Sir Bottlbbt Snipe must be off beyond Humber, 

And sweet Lady Spekdwell goes Primrosine;, south* 
And L poor shopkeeper, may just as well slumber, 

With rage in my heart and my thumb in my mouth. 

Oh. slaves of the shop, from Pall Mall to far Peotham, 

Say, is it not time that you rose and rebelled P 
The parties just play with us. Can we not oheck 'em P 

By Jove, if one chorus of shopdom but swelled, 
like the working man's howl, on those Westminster wobblers, 

The sweet little game they all play it might stop. 
For Socialist dockers and Radical cobblers 

They've ears ; but they're deaf to the Cry of the Shop. 

The rents, rates and taxes pile higher and hither, 

The Stores undersell us— and cop ready cash ! 
The Hebrew monopolist, fiercer and slyer 

Than tiger-cat, schemeth to send us to smash. 
The landlord rack-rents us, and thenpops the profit 

He draws ont of us into syndicate Stores I « 

I tell you the shopkeeper's fife is a Tophet, 

M.P/8 play at * Progress," and we pay all eoores. 

Ard then they ask me for my vote 1 1 ! Why, what guerdon 

Have I for my votings these twenty years past P 
Continual addition to back-breaking ourden I 

I say the last straw has been laid on, at last ; 
At least upon this individual camel 

To forward true Progress I don't think I 'm loth. 
But sick of prolonged Party trick, trap, and trammel, 

If I had my wish, I would— vote against both! 



The Modem Luon.— This mythological character finds his 
present representative in a shareholder Bound to the Great Wheel 
at Earl's Court. However. Irion and his wheel went on for ever ! 
In which case Modern Lrion ought to be an exceptionally lucky 



person. 



e 
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" I sat, Old Mak, what '• that awful Row qoikg oh Naxt DoobI h 
"Oh, that '• the Omphalb Club. Thb Ladhs abb hayiho thdb fibst Whist 
Pabtt of thb Season I " 



THE NEW NOEEIBLE TALK 

{from a Fhilistinith Point of View.) 

An— " The Norrible Tale." 

'Tib a norrible tale I 'm goinf to tell 
Of the frightful fortunes which bef el 
A family who late resided 
In the same suburban street that I did* 

Oitisanorribletalel 

'Twould make a Maeterlinck turn pale, 

With its frightful blend of the grim and 
glum, 

Of fiddle-de-dee, and fi-f o-fum I 

they were a decent Philistine lot 

Till they caught the contagion of " Tommy- 

Hot," 
That kind of mental, malarial fever, 
Which floors the foolish and foils the clever. 
it is a norrible tale, &c 



This Influenza of the Soul 

Haunted their house like some gruesome 

"trolL" 
(The family— which their name was Gibson— 
Knew all about such from the works cf 

Ibsen.) 

The father first felt the spell unholy, 

And the man's demeanour grew truly 

"trolly." 
He was— in reokham— a Master Builder, 
And he "carried on" with a drudge named 

'TILDE*. 

The slavey said it was truly thrilling. 
But struck for another— weekly— shilling. 
" She was ready to thrill till all was blue. 
But it must be reokenised in her •screw!'" 

His wife declared he was most inhuman, 
And, for her part, she should turn New 
Woman! 



So she grew— to him— an emotional icicle, 
And mounted knickers, and rode a bicycle. 

The eldest son, an athletio young fellow, 
Who had sained his "Blue," took at onoeto 

" Muscle," he said, in a tone despotic, 

"Is beastly vulgaw; good form's Neurotic!" 

The youngest daughter, a blue-eyed fairy— 
(Her pies were prime, and her name wo 

ICahy— \ 
Now took to orioket, and cigarette-smoking, 
And manly manners in togs—and joking. 

The eldest one, of a statelier carriage. 
Gonoeived quaint notions about "Group- 
marriage : " 
" Since man's a satyr, and brings satiety, 
The only virtue is— in variety /" 

Another girl took to writing novels 
On dirt in " dosses," and vice in hovels ; 
Varying the same with Eiplingy verses, 
With ingenious rhymes to street-slang and 
curses. 

The youngest boy, who was " only a nipper," 
Contributed ">rt" to the "Sixpenny 

said was "supremely 



Snipper," 
Which his sisters 
delicious. 

As a blend of the infantile and vicious." 

• •••#• 



The father died of his drudge and drink, 
The wife broke her back at a skating rink ; 
And as to the slavey, whose name wss 

'tildeb. 
She "thrilled "—on street-preaching and 

rum— till they killed her. 

The eldest son read Nobbau and Lovbboso, 
Till his brain went shaky — 'twas alwayi 



He imagines himself a pot of mustard, 
Of whioh egomaniacs are ' 

custard. 

The youngest daughter a an "Amazon 

Queen" 
At the East-end Halls, and she's loud and 

lean; 
The eldest— whose freedom all bonds would 

sully— 
Is tied to— and thrashed by— a pugilist 

bully. 

The writer of sensuous snippety novels. 
In Grub Street gutters forlornly grovels ; 
The "Boy Genius of Gehenna," of the 

babbling boasters, 
Turns a very poor penny by Stygian Posters! 

it m a norrible tale! 

And what do New Women and New Art 
avail P 

Egomania-Tommyrotica is all a hum, 

Half fiddle-de-dee, and half fi-fo-fum ! 



Bands anu Bombs,— How many Hung ariin 
Bands are there about P There '■ aT 1 * Real 
Blue Hungarian " (does this mean a M True 
Blue/* good old Tory, Band ff- there's in 
"Anglo-Hungarian^ and a "White Hun- 
garian." In fact, Hungarian Band "wita 
variation*." The Real Hungry- an' -Thirity 
Bands axe to be soon every night iu the 
Feeding Places of the Indian Exhibition, 
Earl's Court, where, specially within the 
bower* of the al fresco Welcome dab, «* 
he served a very good dinner whioh may be 
bettered ; and, if you are a Luoullus, you 
comme gourmet will have to Look-ulius- 
where for it [N.B.— To get this jest well 
received give the dinner yourself, and to- 
wards the middle of the feast try the jape. 
They '11 all laugh then— mate aprce f ] | 
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"AYE! BUT HOW?" 

Squire (t* dog-cart). " Herb I you Fool t Hold his Head 1 1 " 



MISONEOGYNY. 

Dear Mb. Pukch,— New Womau deadP 
Not a bit of it. Don't believe she ever 
existed. Never met her anywhere myself, 
and never met anybody who has. It's my 
belief there " ain't no sioh person." Merely 
an idea or an influence, don't yon know ; ana 
yon ean't shake hands, go into dinner, dance, 
or flirt with a poisonous inflnenoe, any more 
than yon can with a bad smelL Whatever 
she is, though, sfraid she's driven me into 
evil courses —rhymes. Here they are : — 

Oh, where is that 
horrible modern 
mo nstrosity, 
Where is the 
woman whom 
people call 
f4 New," 

Who thinks, 
•peaks, and acts 
with such utter 
atrocity, 

Tell me. oh where 
are the " wo- 
men who do "P 

Half angry, half 
sad (upon 
grounds senti- 
mental) man 
Begs the New Woman to stoutly proclaim—- 
No longer a lady, and not yet a gentle- 




Where are the creatures who own to the 



Thii monster has, surely, no lasting vitality, 

Only existing in fanoy and print ; 
It is just an unlovely abstract personality, 

Coin from the end-of-the-oentury mint. 
And, therefore, in physical prowess and 
mental, man 

Owns her supremacy, calm and serene. 
Because the New Woman is like the "Old 
Gentleman," [sec 

Heard of more often— thank heaven— than 

Shouldn't worry if I were " Misoneogy- 
nist." New woman fad nearly played out, 
only a black cloud floating across the blue 
sky of common sense. Nioe idea, isn't it P 
Till cloud rolls by shall remain, 

Tours cheerily, A Bachelor. 

The " Booet-lakd of ScnaroB."— From 
the Glasgow Herald: — 

" The fourth meeting of the eleventh session of 
the Anderionian Naturalists Society was held at 
204. George Street, Professor 0. BbllTodd, M.B., 
CM., President, in the chair. After the minutes 
of last meeting had been read, Mr. Archibald 
Shah ks exhibited an Ichthyodorulite of Gyraoan- 
thus." 

Pluokyof Mr.SHAjrzs t thatI AstheGyra- 
oanthus is an animal with both a fin and a 
spine, and it was captured in Ayr, it must be 
a sort of flying shark. How on earth did Mr. 
Shajtxs get it to George Street ? It ought to 
be called " By George Street !" in future. 

" The Colonel's" Paradoxical Purpose, 
—To oonvert West Leeds into*'NoRTH Leads." 



A TRUE SPORTSMAN'S TIP. 

At anti-gambling " spoil-sports," loudly 
The "sportsmen" they would spoil are 
fretting. 
Good friends, though you protest so 
proudly, 
The true spoil-sport is— Batting 1 
Although it suit the baser sort, 
What's sport to them is death to Sport! 



"Piccadilly Sports" is a headline o in- 
juring up pleasant visions of races, and other 
j inks unoondueive 
to the peace and 
oomfort of law- 
abiding citizens — 
only authorised 
race in Piccadilly, 
the " purblind 
race of miserable 
men." Yet let no 
irate old gentle- 
man storm the 
columns of the , 

Times with a ' 

tirade against the . 

police and County ^-. -\* ^-^r* 7 "?^— ~>0 
Council on this 

account. Because there happens to be another 
Piccadilly up north. Mine (Piccad) UU ludi. 
We shall expect to be reading shortly ef 
"Holborn miners out on strike," "Heroic 
rescue by the Pall Mall lifeboat," or "A 
serious affray with poachers at Paddington." 
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ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. 

TOBY ONCE KOBE M.P. 

Off Mondav the Electors of Baxkfihire assembled in the great hall 
of their oonnty town to elect a Member to serve in the Fourteenth 
Parliament of Queen Victoria. The High Sheriff presided. Owing 
to the constitutional rule which forbids Peers to take part in Parlia- 
mentary electoral proceedings, the Lord Lieutenant of the oonnty 
was precluded from showing himself on the platform. It was said 
that, indisposed to be entirely out of so interesting and popular an 
event, his lordship was present disguised as a tide-waiter. Our re- 




grasping i 
After t 



" Carried unanimously." 

presentative, however, did not observe in the throng any penon in 
nautical dress. 

The hall, which was crowded to its utmost capacity, was gaily 
decorate! with flags. Across the full length of the hall was sus- 
pended a banner bearing the proud device u Babes' s is willik'." 

Onr esteemed ex-Member was accompanied on the platform by the 
principal oonnty gentry of all shades of political opinion. On taking 
lis seat in the front row of chairs, he was received with rounds of 
Kentish fire, made in Barkshire. Having been proposed and seconded 
in eulogistic terms, report of whioh he has expressed a desire we 
should suppress, the High Sheriff inquired if any elector desired to 
propose another candidate P 

"I should think not." said a burly Barkshire fanner, ominously 
■ a stout blackthorn. 

this no one seemed disposed to move, and the High Sheriff 
deolared Toby, M.P., duly elected. There were loud cries for the 
Member t who, overcoming natural and usually insuperable diffidence, 
got on his hind legs. 

44 Brother electors," he said, "it is an old saying, 'What Bark- 
shire thinks to-day, England will do to-morrow.' Obviously some 
inaccuracy underlies the aphorism, since whilst you have to-day 
thought me worthy of being elected your Member, it's no use 
England coming round to-morrow and asking me to represent it in the 
Commons House of Parliament, This is the fourth time Barkshire 
has done me this honour; and base indeed is thy man— [A Vuice, 
4 Who pays') — who could be insensible to sutjh teitimony of confi- 
dence and esteem. Brother electors— (A Vmm. ' Wh<> stuU the 
Emperor WUUarrCs uniform ?' Disturbance at the end of the hall. 
Another Voice, * Chuck him ouL') No. electors of Barkshire, let 
him stay. If he is put outside, he loses the opportunity of observing 
your behaviour, and learning how gentlemen comport themselves 
when publicly assembled In discharge of a solemn dnty. 
(Loud eheere. A Voice. l That fetches 'em / ') I was about 
to observe, when our friend's feelings temporarily overcame him, that 
since I entered the room I have had a number of questions handed 
up to me. They are a little late, since I am no longer a candidate 
but am duly elected. That, however unusual the case may be, 



makes no difference. The first question is: 'Will you, if elected, 
see that every man in Barkshire over fifty years of age has three 
acres of the best land in the parish, with a oow for every adult child 
and a calf a-piece for each infant in annsP' Certainly ; I hope I 
may live to see established those desirable conditions as between man 
and man. (Cheere.) Another esteemed friend asks: 'Bo you 
understand Local Veto to mean that a men may go into the public- 
house, take his noggin or what not, and when asked to pay may 
refuse ? 9 I oould not if I tried put my views on the situation more 
clearly. The Veto, as you all know, is a Latin word meaning to 
vete, or, as we say in English, to refuse to stump up. A public- 
house is, according- to 19 Vict c 1£0. a locality. Local Veto is, there- 
fore, the inalienable right of the English citizen as defined by my 
friend. (Loud cheers.) * Are you in favour of Equalisation of the 
Bates? 9 To be frank with you, my idea of rates is that they should 
be equalised to the extent that makes them absolutely impalpable. 
(* No, no. 9 * Yet, yes. 9 Uproar under the gallery. Cries of r Judas I ' 
A free fight, during which a man was ejected, omitting to take his 
coat with him.) Don't put him out ; don't put anyone out. If 
there 's a renewal of the mterrnption, form a ring round the man ; 
then we will see where we are. Here 's another question : * Bo you 
approve of Ice Creams made in foreign prisons smuggled over here in 
barrel-orpans and ground out in our streets, ruining the digestion of 
our working men ? ' That is a question whioh hardly seems to need 
reply from a patriotio Englishman. But I will say— and you observe 
I say it emphatically— No. (Loud cheering.) * Are you in favour of 
a Second ' Chamber, or do you to the length of Tenifioation f 9 
That is a very nice Question. It snows how deeply and intelligently 
the men of Barkshire study the questions of the day. It is not a 
matter on whioh I, for one, care to dogmatize; I will therefore 
content myself with saying, that between two and ten we might 
find the happy medium. (More cheering, the audience ruing to their 
feet t waving hats and handkerchiefs.) Now, gentlemen, that '■ all 
the questions I have, and I hope you '11 agree that I have answered 
them frankly. Ah I here '■ another one coming up. (A dirty piece 
of paper is passed from hand to hand till it reached the hon. 
Member.) * Could you lend me five bob till Saturday night P 9 
(Laughter, in which the hon. Member heartily joined.) I think, 
gentlemen, it is time we now proposed a vote of thanks to the High 
Sheriff. 99 (This was carried unanimously, and the meeting broke up. 
A torch-light procession conducted the popular member to hisfamuy 
seat, The Kennel, Barks.) 



A LITERARY TURN. 



There was a case in the Edinburgh Court of Session the other 
day, whioh shows what is thought of authors north of the Tweed— 
and not by publishers, either. A witness remarked of a " defender " 
that "he was of a literary turn of mind, and he thought that spoiled 
him." Many persons have had similar thoughts, but they have 
generally refrained from uttering them quite so bluntly. 

Mistress Hathaway reioioed in a daughter christened Aim*, 
Whose proceedings she regarded with oonoern ; 

Quoth she—" That Willux Shaxspeabe as a son-in-law I ban. 
WhyP Because he has a literary turn." 

Growled Sir W-ll-m , on perusal of a oertain Life of Pitt-' 
" Well, we all unquestionably live and learn ; 

But, in spite of Dizzy's precedent, I don't believe one bit 
In a Premier with a literary turn." 

Said W-ls-l-y, when a recent work he blankly had surveyed— 

44 To answer this biography I yearn. 
What an admirable soldier H-mx-y might, perhaps, have made, 

If he had not had a literary turn I " 



•' Just ok the Cabds."— Herr Ipf's orohestra. In how uncer- 
tain a state of mind would a telegram from Herr Iff leave the 
giver of the entertainment who, having requested wire informing him 
whether Herr Iff and his band could come, should receive this 
reply : " If can come will be there at hour stated." This supposes 
that some well-informed, grammatical, telegraphic young lady-clerk 
has corrected the spelling of " Iff." A propos of Iff, a complete enter- 
tainment would be a recital by the Veteran Hows of Watts' poems, 
accompanied by Iff's band ; and a reading from Le Chateau oVlf. 



LfTBixioiBLE, but not Cleab,— " I think," said Mrs. R.'s married 
niece, " that good singing is quite wasted on an ordinary evening 
party. Now I remember an evening when Saktley sang in a crowded 
drawing-room at our house, and a pin might have dropped .'" 



A Diane*. The Db. G. Testimonial.— The D. T. is a good 
judge of popular sentiment, and. attired as a Judge, is D, T* ermmed 
thai '95 shall be remembered as^* the Tear of Gsace." 
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THE LOST EECOED. 

(The WaU of a Wiped-out 
Wheelman.) 

An-" The Lost Chard. 9 ' 

Readers one day in our 
"Organ," 
I waa happy and quite at 
ease. 
A band was playing the "Lost 
Chord* 
Outside— in three several 
keys. 
But /eared not how they were 
playing. 
Those puffing Teutonic men ; 
For I'd/ 1 out the record" at 

Ana was ten-mile champion 
then! 

It flooded my cheeks with 
crimson, 
The praise of my pluck and 
calm; 
Though that band seemed 
blending " Kafoozleum " 
With a touch of the Hun- 
dredth Psalm. 
Bat my joy soon turned into 



My calm into mental strife ; 
For my Beoord was *' cut " on 
the morrow, 
And it cut me. like a knife. 
A fellow had done the dis- 
tance 
In the tenth of a scoond 
less! 
And henoeforth my name in 
silence 
Was dropt by the Cycling 
Press. 

I have sought— but I seek it 
vainly— 
With that Re ooi d sgain to 
shine. 




CONCLUSIVE. 

Scene— Hibernian Table oThote. 

Quest. " Waiter I I sat— this ih Pork I I want Mutton 1 n 
Waiter (rather bustled). "Yes, Sons, it's Mutton tb want,— but 

PORK TB *LL HA VEJ" 



sMidst orack names in our Cy- 
cling Organ, 
But they never mention 
act mine 

It may be some day at the 
Oval 
I may out that Beoord 
again, 
But at present the Cups are 
given 
To better— or luokier— men ! 



Op Course.— Directly it 
was known that Sir William 
H abooubt had accepted an in- 
vitation to contest West Mon- 
mouthshire, and that Mr. 
Washington had generously 
offered to retire in his favour, 
there was a rush for the evi- 
dent joke of styling the self- 
effacing Q.C. * 4 Mr. Wabm- 
engpan." It is uncertain 
whioh paper was the first to 
get the Wanningpan into its 
sheets. Sir William did not 
find the vacated seat too hot 
to hold him. Just nice. 

New Tinas.— Sir Hbnbt 
Loch is created Baron Loch of 
Drylaw. The title will be ap- 
propriately written out on 
parchment. Forwas there ever 
a more dry-as-dust title than 
that of a Barren Loch and Dry 
Law!! Mr.STEBiroomestothe 
front as Baron Wandsworth : 
not of Wandsworth Common, 
" and so," as a Sbakspearian 
down might say, " the title is 
uncommon." Finally 
Cock a doodle doo ! 
Lord Houghton 's Earl of Crewe! 

being, evidently, the living re- 
presentative of Shaxspbabs 8 
fi Early Village Cock." 



SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Ballotert.— The Cork Agricultural Society had before it a pro- 
posal of the County Board to rent their ground for holding sports. 
The Chairman said, 

" It was to be understood that the grounds would only be let on the under- 
standing tbat no drink would be sold, and that no political meeting* or gamb- 
ling would be allowed." 

Rather hard on politicians this, to bracket their patriotic endeavours 
with pitch-and-toss and alcoholic indulgence I If politics are like 
strong drink, nobody at any rate can call them a form of " refresh- 
ment " ! But defeated candidates will quite agree that the game of 
" bltu et faune" is a good deal worse than " rouge et noir." 

A Day Shift.— From the North British Daily Mail oomes news 
of a daring electoral outrage. The Liberal candidate wanted to 
address the colliers in one of the Lanarkshire towns; but his meeting 
was very poorly attended* The cause was that the oolliers were all 
waiting at the bottom of the pit ready to be drawn up, but " it was 
found necessary to send down an extra quantity of wood at that 
particular time" ; so that the colliers oould not get to the surface for 
an hcur, when the politioal meeting was over I Smart man, the 
Conservative agent In that division! The pitmen oould not be 
wound up, so the meeting was. It isn't only in Lanark that the 
Liberal Party wants a lift T 

" LrrrBBAL 99 Truth.— The effects of the General Election on the 
Press seem to be most marked in Ireland. An Irish contemporary 
has the following :— 

"Ireland. Thb Yicbbotaltt to be abolilhbd.— Colonel Saundbr- 
son, addressing the Orangemen of Diamond, near Armagh, said that Lord 
Lalxsbury's Government would bring in a Bill to obolien the office of Irish 
Viceroy." 

What is really to happen to the Irish Viceroy is rather mysterious. 
Is he to he " aholilhed," or only "oboHehcd"? Perhaps "Lord 
Lilububt " will kindly explain* 



DRINKING SCENE OF THE FUTURE. 

(In consequence of the Growing Demand for Lighter Liquors.) 

Scene— 7%* interior of a Dining-room. The ladies have just left, 
and the gentlemen are discussing their beverages. 

Smith. I say, Bnowir, if it is not an impertinent question, where 
did you get that toast- and- water P 

Brown. I thought you would be deceived I It was a oup, not the 
pure article I My butler is a first-rate hand at it I will give you 
the recipe if you like. 

Smith. Do. It was excellent. What %s the secret ? 

Brown. Something, I fancy, to do with watercress. 

Jones. I say, Brown, that was really very nioe sherbet Turkish 
or Persian f 

Brown. Neither. Game from the Stores. Home-made. 

Jones. Well, it certainly was capital I oould have sworn that it 
had been manufsctnred East of the Levant. 

Brown. More likely East of Temple Bar. Aid now shall we have 
a whitewash before we join the ladies ? 

Six Quests. No, thanks ! Really not 

Half-a-dozen more of the Company. Really not ! No, thanks I 

Brown. Nonsense ! (Produces a pint bottle of lemonade.) Non- 
sense, I repeat ! Look here, my boys. (Locks door.) Not one of 
you fellows shall leave the room until you have finished this ! 

[Draws cork of pint bottle, and distributes the lemonade amidst 
the good-natured protestations of the revellers. Scene closes 
in upon the Ttmperance orgy. 



Not in the "Newcastle Prograhme."— Last week Sir Chirles 
Fresmantle, E.C.B., was presented with his portrait painted 
by Hon. John Collier, in Hon. John's best style ; and so, for 
this work, Collteb cannot be " hauled over the coals." 2 propos, 
evidently the artist to paint the present Ministry should be a Collier, 
as it is a Coalition Cabinet If the Collier were a Radical, how 
ooal-blaok the portraits would oome out I 



vol. ox. 
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GENTLEMAN JOE." 

Jo* Ck-mb-rl-n UK* Driver, to M$ fare Lcrd B-l-tb-ry, with A. J. B-lf-r). ' All right, Gotxbhob I I know tri Wat I " 



D i g i t i zed by VjQOQ LC 
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'ABET ON THE ELECTIONS. 

Dsab CftutLiE,— 'ip, 'ip, 'ooray, an' three 

more, and a tiger I Great Soott! 
I'mu 'appy as tea on 'em, Ckablib, though 

thusty and thundering 'ot 
I 're bin up to my eves in it this time, and 

now these 'ere Polling Returns 
Are a-sending me slap off my chomp, though 

I'm sorry they didn't chuck Bubbs. 

OhI I'm feeling K and a arf ; I oould 

stand on my 'ed with delight, 
For the Bads are knocked out in three 

rounds, 'Ome Rule's smashed, and Old 

England 'sail right 
And although it is late, and I 'm tired, I'm 

so full of our Glorious Win, 
That I feel I must sit down and drop yer a 

line, mate, afore I turn in. 

I'm the Pet of the Primrosers, Chablib, and, 

*ang it, I 'ye earned it all round, 
For I 'ye worked like a nig, and no error. It 

suits me right down to the ground. 
I 're canvassed and posted tremenjous, I'm 

'neky with cheer and obi-ike, 
And I 'to mounted the Unionist colours, and 

blazed round the streets on a bike. 

There was full arf a mile on us, Chablib, s 

scarlet peroession on wheels ; 
With Japanese lanterns a-fljing, and 'underds 

o* kids at our 'eels. 
I felt I was " charging the guns," like that 

brave Bsllyolava Brigade, 
With shouts for •• Lord Ifunao and Malt I" 

and a little one in for " The Trade." 

I tell yer. old man. 'twos hexoiting. We 
dashed along Mulberry Scrub*. 

And up the 'igh street a rare buster, 'oc rayed 
by the bhoys at the Pubs. 

We scooted around for ten mile, the 'ole dis- 
tance one thunderin' cheer ; 

And when we pulled up at the " Crown," if 
you 'd just seen me lower the beer ! 

. in one quencher. 

__ _ sez I to the Bung. 

I felt liked a dashed wooden 'orse, with a 
lump o' red leather for tongue." 
" Ah ! " sez 'e, ".and lest fancy, old man, if 

them Vetoers 'ad their vile way* 
Wy, /couldn't sell you a tankard, and you 
wouldn't 'ave any say ! " 

But jimminy- whizz, f ow we squelched 'em ! 

We got our man in two to one, 
Though our neighbourhood used to vote Rad, 

and a Tory was not in the run. 
Wot beans it must be to old 'Aboovbt, wot 

toko to Lawsok and Cainb ! 
Well, they've got their fair eraser this time; 

let us 'ope they won't try it again. 

Workm'-men on the Radical ramp? You 

should jest 'ear wot /'ear. old pal. 
Let big pots make the round or the nubs, and 

they won't talk that footy fal-laL 
Labour wants steddy work and good wyges, 

and likes to see England look big : 
And then, with its baooy and beer, it's all 

one to it, Tory or Whig. 

Wot's it care for Welsh Churohes, or Sooteh 
'uns, as don't 'ardly enter its own f 



lapped off a quart 
^m<'srippinM"" 



And as to 'Ome Bi 



'ardlv 
ule— ic 



for yer worker there 's 



dashed little meat on that bone. 
Talk of Betterment, Progress, Peer-smashing, 

and such-like, may do for the dubs : 
But all Labour gits is 'igh rates, shocking 

trade, and a raid on its pubs. 

Workman sez it 's too good enough, Chablib ; 

believes as it 's better by far 
To vote for Old Sol, a big Navy, an' maybe a 

jolly good war. 







Wt, 



UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

8h$ {giving Mm a flow*). "Swbbt as thb GrvxBf' 1 
Es {wishimg to U wry wmpHm$ntary fafeei). "Ofl— f 



SWBBTBB FAEl" 



He's siokof thebloomin' oUzorriners oopping 

our trade and our tin, 
And 'e 's game for Protection and Peers— ony- 

think, so Old England may win I 

If the Rads wont his vote for the future, 
they ' ve got somethink solid to do ! 

Village Councils and Vetoes won't work it, 
for all Billt ' Abooubt's boohoo ! 

'E don't wont less beer, but more beer- 
money, ah 1 and 'e don't care a blow 

If 'e gits it from Rosbbbbt and ' Aboovbt, or 
Solsbubt, Balfoxtb and Job ! 

But 'ang it. I'm preaching, old oyster, and 
giving them Bads the straight tip. 

One thiag, they won't take it, this lot won't ; 
they ain't got no savvy, no grip. 



Bin sloppin' all over the plaoe like, a-fillin' 

their oup, and that rot, 
And now, arter tackling the pewter, they find 

as they 've all gone to pot 

ain't it ske-rumptious, my pippin f I feel 

I oould washup Brum Job, 
And I'm bound to admit, next to Bung, us 

true Tories must thank Aim this go. 
He's orumped 'is old pals a fair knock-out 

If SoL8BX7BT*s saddle 'e '11 carry, 
And run straight in 'arness with Abthub, 

'e 'U do ! Yours, tolbobMshly, >ABETt 

Not thb Only Ditfbbbncb bbtwheb 
Thfm.— Lord Rosbbbbt the Derby Winner ; 
Sir W. V. Habcoubi the Derby Loser. 
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'E'll come back yet! (Lord 



DISSOLVING VIEWS. 

(A Reminiscence of the Recent Elections.) 

Bctm—The corner of Northumberland Avenue, opposite the 
National Liberal Club, where a screen is eroded, on which 
the latest results of the second day's pollings, together with 
photographs 'of prominent Liberal politicians^ and scathing 
caricatures of Unionist leaders, are being exhibited by a magic 
lantern for the benefit of a large ana good-humoured crowd. 
The sympathies of the majority are, as might perhaps be 
expected, with the winning side, but the minority is very fairly 
represented, while in "booing" and "brayvo"-ing they are 
incontestably the stronger party. Tun-— Between 10 p.m. and 
12.30 a.m. 
Spectators (as the portrait of Sir William Habcoubt is dis- 
played). Yah ! Tike 'im down !j Ow _about Durby f ... Brayvo ! 

. . . Three cheers fur 'Ab-coubt I 

Robebbby's likeness follows.) Good 

ole Ladas! Cheer up! Tut* smile 

on'im! 
[Mr. Gladstone's face, leonine 

and benignant, is next shown. 
A Chivalrous Conservative {mag- 
nanimously). 'E's a grand old 

chap, any'ow; I ain't goin' to 

ohevy 'im. 

[Which, to the credit of the as- 

sembly, seems to be the general 

sentiment, as conveyed by 

unanimous applause. 

A Sanguine Radical. We shall 

'aye the results in soon now ; it 's 

past ten. We shall do better to- 
day than what we did Saturday, 

you see. . . . Alh, here's the firstr— 

" Hereford. Unionist Majority, 

313. No change." Ton can't ex- 
peck none in a rotten place like 

that! Youwaflabit. . . . "Croy- 
don. Increased Unionist majority 

of 835. No change." Well, 

'Utchihsoh done very well; it's 

a strong Tory seat, is Croydon. 

They're on'y 'olding their own so 

far— that's alL 
Radical Group (as a series of 

cartoons is next displayed). Hor- 

hor! There's Joey, d'ye see? 

Boo-oo. 44, E tiles not now ! " . . . 

'Oo's that t The ole Dook o' Cam- 

bbidge P No, it's Lord Solsbubt, 

that is. So it is. That 's a good 

'it, ehP Look at the size of 'is 

boots/ What's written on themP 

"Comfort," or somethink! 

44 Chuck-out," is itP Oh, I 

oouldn't make the writing out. 

Hor-hor; got 'im there, they 'are. 

Gam. King Bomb a! . . . Look at 

ole Goschik. 'E y ave give 'im a 'at, 

ain't 'e P I arsk you, is that a fice 



and that's 'ow they git the adv 



orer us. Bat it j< 

Ballot Theycwtfha' 




as orter be in Parliment ? . . . 'Aye 

they 'ad Balfoxjb up yetP Yuss, they did 

shrunk up to 'is knees. Kepital it was. Harhar ! that's the way to 

show that lot up, and no mistake ! ($c. , #c.) 

The Crowd {as several results are announced in succession). Comin' 
in quick now, ain't they P Look there! 44 Boston. Unionist gain ! " 
'Oo-ra-ay! bo-oo-oo! 4< North Lambeth. Unionist gain.". •• . 
44 Rochdale. Unionist gain !".... 4i Bristol (South), increased Con- 
servative majority. No change." 

The Sanguine Radical. Tell ye what 'tis, they're putting in all 
the Conservative wins first. And them bigoted Wgars at Bristol, 
they dunno what they 're votin' for, they don't. We shall pull up 
afore long. There, what did I tell you P Look a 9 that. " Durham. 
Liberal majority, 1— Objection raised." Hooray ! we 're beginning 
ter buck up now. ye see ! (Radical groups cheer in a spirit of thank- 
fulness for small mercies.) " Pontefraot. Liberal majority, 57. No 
change/' (Frantic Radical enthusiasm and cries of "Good ole 
Pontefrackl") 44 Huddersneld. Radical gain." (Roars of delight 
from Radicals.) 'Ave a few more like that, and we shall do. . . . 
44 Oldham. Conservative gain o' two seats." (Tremendous cheering 
from Conservatives.) Well, after that, I'm prepared for any think, 
I am! 

Elderly Radical Solon. It 's jes this way, them Conservatives, 
they ain't got no prinserples, o* course, but they do stick together, 



'E *s a reg'lar tinker*! cuss, ss I 'appen to know ! 
} im with 'is trousers 



the Govment right fur not persin' the 
done it, and they orter ha' done it! 

His Companion (disguising a slight vagueness as to the precise 
nature of this measure). I deaaay, I dessay : but it's these 'ere 
Labour Kendidates as are playin' the doooe with us. Lost us several 
seats a'ready, they 'ave. 

The R. S. My argument on that is this— the ole question o* the 
Labour was oonoooted four year ago at Devonshire 'Ouse. 

Hie Companion (guardedly). It might ha' bin, but I don't foller 
yer, John. 

An Independent. Anyway, you can't say as the Labour Candidate 
made any difference 'ere— he on'y polled twelve 'undred and fifty- 
one votes, and the Unionist had neely five thousand ! 

His Neighbour. No difference P 'Ow d' yer make that out P Why, 
the Radical was on'y four 'underd or so be'ind, and it stands to reason, 
as if arf the Labour votes 'ad bin given to 'im, he'd 'a won easy! 
The Independent (hastily). Yea, yes; pesso, jesso- but that wasn't 

my point. And Keib 'Aebu sez 
there'll be three 'underd Labour 
Kendidates next elections. Ah, and 
they'll**** 'em, too I 

A Unionist. I 'ope they may. 
More on 'em the merrier*-for our 
aide! 

The Independent. Any'ow, Km 
'Abdie's safe for West 'Am. Ma- 
jority o' twelve 'underd and thirty- 
two last time. Take a lot o* pull- 
ing down, that will ! (Polling at 
West Ham (South) announced. 
Keie HABJHEOg/satai fry 775. Im- 
partial joy of Tories and Liberals.) 
WhatP Chucked P 'Im! The 
on'y man with the morril courage 
to wear a deerstalker in the 'Oose! 
They ain't fit to 'ave a vote! 

[Exit disgustedly. 
A Red-hot Radical. Ah, what I 
see is, it don't matter whioh you 
fetch a man out of— whether it'i 
Newgit, or whether it 's a mad'ouse, 
'e's good enough to make a Tory 
of! Look at 'im as 'as got in sgen 
for Wast Puddleaf ord, Vs a beauty 
—the 'ottest member in the 'Ouse, 
'e is— that feller, why, 'e 's a reg'lar 
tinker's cuss, as I 'appen to know! 
(Another result is exhibited. A 
Conservative Brewer gets in for 
Worcester. No change.) Good ole 
Bong'ole! It 's the beer as does it! 
First Mechanic (after a Radical 
majority ■ at Devonport has been 
announced). Well, I can't under- 
stand a dockyard town voting for 
a Radical; they get twice the 
amount o' work under a Tory 
government, that's a matter of 
common knowledge. 

Second Mechanic. What's the 
good o' that when others have rot 
none at all P I 'm all for ekalismg 
the work— let 'em have 'alf the work and give others a chance. 

First Mech. You wouldn't accent 'alf the work you've got, I U 
lay. You would? Well, yer missis wouldn't, then I 
Second Mech. She'd 'ave to. And why should 'alf of us starrer 
First Mech. Why should all of usP Bat there's no use o ? you 
and me argufying about it. 

[ Which, of course, they continue to do notwithstanding ; there 
is a lull in the returns, and the photographs and caruatun* 
are once more in request ; Mr. Chambeelaie's being ezhibuea 
upside down by way of variety. 
A Radical. What d'yer think o' Joe now? 'E's met with a 
reverse, eh ! . , , 

A Tory. That'u all right, mate; it on'y means as 'e'sagom u> 
do it on 'is 'ed ! ,. * 

An elderly and excited Irishwoman. Ah, bad luck to 'im, , tne 
murtherin' soounthril ! wants a toitlejloes he P Jist th' loike of all 
thim Saxon opprissors. th' toirant What does he care hwhat be- 
comes o' th' poor Oirish, so long as he (rets his billyfull P 

{She pours a stream of denunciation into the ears of the nearest 
Radical. 
The Radical (soothingly). Good 'ole Bbidoet. But look !*r*you 
needn't come and talk to me about it (Indicating a Tory neighbour, 
You go an' tell 'tm/ 
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[Which Budget does, volubly; more portraits are exhibited. 
One of Mr. Justin MoCaktht being hailed with cries of 
" Brayvo.LABBY ! " and " Our Cartoonist" being instantly 
recognised as the late Mr. Paehell. 

Radical Spectators {after results of polling at Deptford, Halifax, 
Hartlepool, Bristol (North), #c). Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear. Well, 
I'm ■ore! Mackahaea, the man 'oo polled the 'ighest votes in the 
School Board Eleotion— and look at him now ! If Sedket Webb 'ud 
ha' oontetted that, 'e'd a' won it! . . . There's another seat we've 
lost. Well, I was 'appter standing 'ere this time three years ago, 
bloVd if I wasn't ! . . . Oh lor. my brother-in-law '11 go wild over 
this. My ole uncle 'U go arf orf his 'ed. (£<?., &c.) 

An Irrelevant Person. Tork about Tories ! Why, I '11 lav any- 
body a shillin' Jem Smith, the fighting man, 's a Tory, ana all o' 
them prise-fighters are— and that's 'ow it 's done ! 

First Lounger. ' Oo ain't a workin' man P I lay I work as 'ard 
as what you do, oome now ! 

Second Lounger. What are yer then ? A mat-seller ? 

First Lounger (indignantly). Garni A mat-seller! I'm a 
bloomin' toe-walker, I am. Lean up agin the doors o' publio-'ouses, 
I do. and work } ard at it ! [His claim is reluctantly admitted. 

The Sanguine Radical. Twelve Unionist gains to three Radical ! 
Well, there's no denying things ain't gone quite as well as I ex- 
pected. But there, there's no telling; oy this time to-morrow we 
shall all know more than what we do now. I shall turn in to Loox- 
habt's and 'ave a large cocoa after this. I want it, I can tell yer ! 



OPERATIC NOTES. 



Momdat, July Ib.—Tannh&user Combination Company night 
Made in Germany, brought into England, and sung in French. 
Albaki unexpectedly out, like Habooubt ; 
Eames in as Liberal-Unionist. " Miss 
Eamis and miss Albani," quoth Wag- 
staff. Matjbel unwell : apologised for. 
Eajcbs, distantly related to " 'Eames 
Ancient and Modern," (which superseded 
Tatb and Brady,) nervous but charming. 
Protean Mile. Battebmeisteb as Little- 
Bo- Peep, the shepherd's boy, excellent. 
Venus- Adini fine and large, offering to 
exoellent Tannhauser- Alvarez a great con- 
trast to beloved Elkabeth-Eames. House 
crammed. 

Saturday,— Peacefully comical and clas- 
sical Philemon et Baucis followed by war- 
like, modern, and tragical La Navarraise. 
Bang go the drums and cannons. Calv£ to 
the front! C'est magnifique! Literally 
stunning! Dbubiolaeus mnst get an opera 
written with a naval engagement in it (he 
can easily add this to his other engagements 
for next season), ending with general explosion and Admiral's cocked 
hat going off. No charge for suggestion. Bombardier Bevignaet 
or Marine Maxcihelli might revel in it Vive la Ouerre ! 




Breach of Promise Couplet. 



[Lut week Mist Edman sued Jaxobowski for breach of promise and won 
her rase with £700 damages.] 

Jaxobowski many tears you '11 shed man, 

You lost your money when you lost your 'Ed-man ! 



Election Notes from the West. 

fc, but Htjbbabd, like dog 



of 



Plymouth.— Clabee secures i 
celebrated ancestress, has none. 

Falmouth.— Hobbtjcax in. " Fabula narratur de Tea." 

Camborne Division.— Sthattss conducting great campaign in a 
Miner key. Key to situation. 

Ashburton Division. — Radicals fighting nix or nothing. Unionist 
war-cry, " Nix my dolly, pals, vote away ! " 

Torquay DtVitum.— Electors continue policy of filling up the oup 
by returning Phillp otts. 

COUPLET, JUST OUT. 

jr faults only two in our rule I can touch : 
We gave 'em too little and promised too much. 
Sir Henry Campbell BaUadmm. 



"Goode Goons."— "The Goode Collection" sold at Christie's 
Tuesday and Thursday last Goode enough, of oourse; butbeeauseit 
was the Goode Collection it evidently oould not have been the Best 



RECIPROCITY. 

fkfENX—A London Dinner Party. 

Mr. Lambebt and Mrs. Crum pihgtok (chance partners). 

Mr. Lambert (feeling his way). Been to the Opera often this 
season, Mrs. Cbumpibgtok P 

Mrs. Crutnpington. Oh, very often. I am so devoted to music, 
you know, that I go whenever I can. And, talking of mm ic, have 
you heard that new pianist, Herr— what is his name P— oh yes, Herr 
Widowski P He 's too delicious for words ! 

Mr. L. No ; I can't say that I so to conoerts muoh. Ton should 

talk to my daughter Ethel— she's devoted to music, and they tell 

me that she 'a got a really fine voice. I 'm sure she practises enough. 

Mrs. C Indeed ? Well, I've no voice, I'm sorry to say; but I 

play the piano a little— only a very little, you know. 

Mr. K Wonderful what a lot of people do play # in these days— 
(Itastiiy)— not like you, of oourse : but one hears pianos and fiddles 
going in every house, and most of them are simply instruments of 
torture. 

Mrs. C. (smiling). Rather a rash remark— isn't itP You've never 
heard me play, you see I (Mr. L. endeavours to protest.) Oh, but I 
assure you I qnite agree with you. For instance, my next-door 
neighbours are always making the most awful noises— playing and 
singing morning, noon, and night The wall is very thin, and I am 
nearly driven crazy. 

Mr. L. (warmly). My dear Madam, I can sympathise with you 
entirely. I 've often thought that Parliament ought to pass a Bill 
for enforcing a close-time in domestio music Of oourse it only 
matters to me in the evening, but we 're troubled exactly in the 
same way as yourself. And my poor Ethel finds her singing con- 
stantly interrupted by the disgusting row made by our next-door 
neighbour. I suppose he must take a pleasure in annoying us— 
anyhow he's jammed his wretched piano right up against our 
drawing-room wall, and bangs and thumps on it for about six hours 
a day. Of oourse it would be bad enough if the fellow played well ; 
but you never heard such ghastly noises as he makes I 

Mrs. C. How sorry I am for your poor daughter ! Yes ; people 
complain in the papers and grumble about street-bands and 
piano-organs ; but at least one can send them away— which, unfor- 
tunately, one can't do in the case of next-door neighbours! How- 
ever, I suppose I ought to be grateful that the people on the other 
side don't play at all. 

Mr. L. Ah f I live in a oorner-houss. But I think a little opposition 
noise would almost be a relief —a kind of homeopathic cure, you know. 
Mrs. C. One 's quite enough for me. It 's been getting worse, 
too, these last few weeks, and I 'm delighted to meet a f ellow- 
sufferer. Come ; can't we concoct some joint scheme of deliver- 
ance P Do you think it would answer if I sent round a nolite 
note— "Mrs. Crumpington presents her compliments to Mr."— 
whatever their name is— "and would be extremely obliged,"— 
and so on. How would that do P 

Mr. L. (decisively). Wouldn't be the least use. I assure you. or 
I 'd have tried that plan myself long ago. The only result would be 
that they'd make more row than ever, on purpose to score off you. 
No, I fancy I 've ffot a better plan than that. 
Mrs. C. (eaaerhA. Oh, do tell me what it is I 
Mr. L. Well, I happened to notioe in a shop in Holborn the other 
day one of these new American toys, it's a kind of small fog-horn, 
driven by a pair of bellows. And the noise it makes is something 
terrific, I assure you— loud enough to drown half-a-dozen pianos. 
So I 've ordered one of these, and as soon as ever that scoundrel 
strikes np next door, I shall turn on the horn; then, directly he 
stops, I 'U stop too, you see. Rather a good idea, don't you think P 

Mrs. C. (much amused). It is, indeed 7 If only the poor wretch next 
door knew what was in store for him! Oh, if only I oould silence my 
enemy in that way ! But then, of oourse, I can't a blow a horn. 

Mr. L. That isn't necessary ; all you have to do is to work the 
bellows, and the thing goes by itself. Really, I strongly recommend 
you to invest in one. 

Mrs. C. It would be a good plan, wouldn't itP Where did you 
say they are to be had P 

Mr. L. I'll write down the address, if I can find a scrap of 
paper. 

[Takes out a card-case from his pocket, pencils address on back 
of visiting card, and hands it to Mrs. C. 
Mrs. C. Thank you so much, I'll certainly think about getting 
one (looks absently at the other side of the card) if they 're not too 

dear, and (Gasping.) Good gracious heavens I 

Mr. L. (anxiously), what's the matter P Are yon ill? 
Mrs. C. (pointing to the printed side of the card in her hand). Is 
this your real address P 

Mr. L. (much astonished). " No. 1, Yarborough Gardens P " Yes, 
oartainly it is. WhydoyouaakP s-^> 

Mrs. C. (faintly). Because— because /live next door at No. 3 1 1 

[Tableau! Curtain. 
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WHAT THE NEW WOMAN WILL MAKE OF THE NEW MAN! 



"IF YOU WANT US TO KERF THE NEXT DANCE FOR YOU, YOU MUST WAIT UNDER THIS Doob. 

the Boom to look for you, you know 1 " 



I GANT GO RVSBIKO ALL OVIE 



THE OLLENDORF GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

THE CAIIETAKER. 

Is it time to leave town P Yes, it is time to leave town, because 
the good neighbours have put up their shutters (t.e., the shutters of 
the good neighbours). Do all the good neighbours pat up their 
shutters? Yes, all put up their shutters, but one of them stavs in 
town at the back of the house. Why does one of the good neighbours 
stay in town at the back of the house? To esoape the expense of 
leaving town incurred by the other good neighbours who have put up 
their shutters. Is that expense a great one r Yes, a very great one. 
Have they any other drawbacks ? Yes, they have the annoyances of a 
caretaker. What are the annoyances of a caretaker ? The annoy- 
ances of a caretaker are her husband, her children, her oat, her dog, 
her mother, and all her relations. When a caretaker enters the 
house of one of the good neighbours, is she accompanied by her 
annoyances ? Yes, the caretaker is accompanied by her annoyances. 
Does the caretaker lead a happy life in the house of one of the good 
neighbours ? Yes, she leads a happy life, and so do her husband, 
her ohildren, her oat, her dog, her mother, and all her relations. 
What do the relations of the caretaker do in the house of one of the 
good neighbours ? They smoke in the drawing-room in the house of 
one of the good neighbours. If anyone calls to see the good neigh- 
bour, what does the oaretaker do? The caretaker generally 
refuses to attend to the bell^ Should the oaretaker attend to the 
belL what does the do P She tells the sailer who wishes to see the 
good neighbour that she knows nothing of the master of the house* s 
movements (i.e. , the movements of the master of the house). Does the 
caller then retire under the impression that the house has been sold 
up, and that the good neighbour has entered the Court of Bank- 
ruptcy (*.*., the Bankrup tcy Court) ? The oaller does leave the house 
under that impression. While this impression is being oreated in 
London, is the good neighbour unoonselously attempting to enjoy 
himself in Switzerland? Yes, the good neighbour u undoubtedly 
attempting to enjoy himself in Switzerland, la spite of the oookery, 
the lack of accommodation, the expense, and the weather. If the 
good neighbour oeased to be unconscious, and became aware of 
the damage that wai being d me to his credit by the oiretaker, 
what would that good neighbour do? The good neighbour 
would probably swear. Then would the good language of the 
tod neighbour ohange in its character ? Yes ; for it would become 
ie bad language of the bad neighbour. Would the bad language 



] of the bad neighbour have any immediate effect upon the caretaker, 
I her husband* her children, her cat, her dog, her mother, and all her 
J relatives ? No, for the bad language would be uttered iu Switzer- 
land, and the oaretaker, her husband, her ohildren, her oat. her dog-, 
her mother, and all her relatives would be in London. Then what 
would the oaretaker, her husband, her ohildren, her oat, her dog, 
her mother, and all her relatives do in the house of one of the good 
neighbours during the protracted absence of the good neighbour on 
the Continent ? They would continue to smoke in the drawing- 
room. ^ 



"HONOUBS EASY." 

Mb. Treloab wrote to the Times the other day a propos of Mr. 
Williamson's peerage. Messrs. Treloab and Williamson are in 
the same business, i.e. the linoleum trade, and Mr. Treloab sug- 
gested that '* Lord Linoleum would not be a bad title. 99 Quite agree 
with him. Let persons take titles from some specialty of their trade 
or calling. Suppose peerages granted to 

Chiropodist Marquis of Cut a corn. 

Soda-water Manufacturer • . Lord Soda and Bang. 

Tailor Viscount Vest. 

Butcher (Irish Ut'e) . . . Baron O'Bkxf. 

Jeweller Duke of Diamonds. 

Grocer Lord Sugar and Sands. 

Draper Earl of 8ummkrooods and 

Wintkrsalrs, 

Ditto • . . . . Lord Remnants of Under- 

WEAR. 

Bootmaker {with French polish) . Marquis di Shoes it Autre*. 

Numerous variations will occur to readers. They can be for- 
warded to our office as probably useful when the next " honours 
easy " are dealt out 

"Oh, the Irony of rr!"— Last week, whilst reports of Tory 
successes in the boroughs daily reached London, the leading liberal 
paper, regardless of expense, had the walls covered with large 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHABIVARI.-Jult 27. 1895. 




THE SPILL! 



JACK AND JILL WENT UP THE HILL 
TO FETCH A PAIL OF WATER, 



JACK FELL DOWN AND BROKE HIS CROWN, 
AND JILL CAME TUMBLING AFTER. 



Digitized by 



Google 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Variety Stage .by Cbaxleb 
Douglas Stuabt and A. J. Pabb 
(Fishbb Uhwht). ii a history of 
the Muno-hallB from the earliest 
period to the present time. And 
a very interesting history it is, 
admirablytoldwitnal Oneoomes 
upon names familiar in boyhood, 
and is a little shocked to find that 
the Great Vauce was really 
named Alfbzd Peck Stbveks. 
The pares glow with pkasant 
peeps of London at midnight, as 
Pendennis saw it, and as, onoe 
at least, it was looked npon by 
Colonel Newcome. It is sad to 
find how many of the old favour- 
ites of the mnsio-hall fall npon 
evil times, and even die in the 
workhouse. Sam Collins was 
more fortunate. He was sump- 
tuously buried in Kensal Green, 
where a marble pedestal oarries 
his nortrait and his epitaph. This 
last is notable as containing what, 
as far as my Baronite knows, is 
the most audacious rhyme in the 
English language. As it was ad- 
mitted to oonsecrated ground, it 
may perhaps be quoted here. " A 
lomng husband/ 1 so it runs— 

" A loving husband and a faithful 
friend, 

E rer the firit a helping hand to lend : 

Farewell, good-natured, honest- 
hearted 8am, [All." 

Until we meet before the great I 

Pro Babon db B.-W. 



Diplomatic Ihtblligence. — 
Mr. Chauhcbt Depew has arrived. 
On business, of course. De-pew- 
tcd by American Government. 




ON THE TRACK IN BATTERSEA PARK. 

"Where there's a Wheel theeb's a Wat." 



THE LABOUR GALLIO. 

Bah I Politaosareabadjoke. 
To get up steam about 'em's 
silly. 

The Tory pabulum is stale " toke," 
The Liberal beverage sloppy 
"skilly." 

My business, whilst they storm 
and splutter, 

Is to earn oeer and bread-and- 
butter. 



Thubsdat, July 18. Fob Two 
Keights Only! — Sir Hevbt 
Ibvieo and Sir John Falstaff. 
Hitherto Windsor Shakspearianly 
associated with Merry Wives and 
washtubbing (with " brown Wind- 
sor ") of Fat Knight. Henceforth' 
memorable for Royal reeeption and 
dubbing (also with the best Wind- 
sor) of Thin Knight Reported that 
Sir Hew rt was invited to repre- 
sent a Constituency ! He has re- 
presented two single gentlemen 
rolled into one, such as Cortican 
Brothers, and Dubosc and Ze- 
surques. But to represent a Con- 
stituency of some thousands!! No 
rapid act of "quickest change" 
could effect it. Vice Sir Henbt \ 

"Ik Nubibus."— ;Wbight, the 
convict and ex-solicitor of the 
Liberator Building Society, said 
in the oourse of examination at 
the London Bankruptcy Court 
that he was "formerly tenant of 
Gloughton Castle in Ireland. That 
was only a small place, but it 
was customary in Ireland to call 
almost everything aoastle." Quite 
Wright. Home Rule is now one 
of these Chdteaux dJBspagne in 
Ireland, and 41 to let" 



THE GENERAL ELECTION. 

Oh pity an unhappy man 

Reduced to desperate dejection ! 
There 's nothing happening; but an 
Election. 

Eternally it worries me. 

Inducing cerebral affection, 
This never-ending topio the 
Election. 

I don't love politics, or care 

A pin for Liberal defection. 
Or if the Tories gained in their 
Election. 

Unworthy citizen, perhaps 

I need reproof and stern correction, 
Indifferent to any chap's 

Election. 

Unless I flew beyond the sea, 

I 'm certain that in no direction 
Could I escape at all from the 
Election. 
For no one writes, and no one speaks, 

Of anything but in connection 
With some loquacious man who seeks 
Election. 

I try my club ; though men may oome 

And men may go, there 's this objection 
To sll alike-they talk of some 
Election. 

I go to bed; no rest for me, 
I'm roused by yells, with shrill 
inflection 
Of ' ' Extry midnight speshul, the 
miction!" 



The papers, taking any side, 
Of any party, any section, 
One sort of news alike provide— 
Election. 

I 'U go to see my love, and kiss 

Her pretty face, her sweet complexion. 
At least she will not talk of this 
Election. 



" YOU ARE MOST APT TO PLAY THE SIR." 

Othello, Act it., So. i. 

F&idat, July 19, 1895, memorable in annals 
of British stage as a day set apart for one 
of the greatest triumphs of the Drama, Sir 
Hxkbt Ikvdto, fresh from the honours of 
Royal Windsor, received a further distinction 
at the hands and hearts of his " brothers and 
tisters " in that profession for which he has 
done so much. Squire Bahcbofi was the 
eloquent spokesman for the enthusiastic 
audlenoe of comedians and tragedians which 
filled the Lyceum ; yet before aid behind the 
footlights there was not a suggestion of 
histrionics. Unlike, too, the great unnaying, 
who have the dulness of their order, the 
guests of Friday were remarkable for the 
tremendous energy of their goodwill. If this 
theatre had not long been seasoned to the 
sounds of vociferous cheering, the demonstra- 
tion might " have brought down the house" 
literally. Mr. Punch takes this opportunity 
of joining in the demonstration, and drinks 
to Sir Hjenbt Invnro. Hay the Knight of 
the cheerful countenance prosper aooording 
to his deserts. And, if that wish is realised, 
the lessee of the Lyceum will be one of the 
happiest men on record. I 



STAHBTTLOFF. 

Gbdc mockery of fate I The assassin's knife 
Onoe more hath power upon a patriot's life. 
One steel-armed miscreant, with one felon 

blow. 
May lay the moulder of a nation low. 
Masterful man and fiery patriot, still 
Is that strong heart, relaxed that iron wilL 
Yet there 'snnore honour for the brave at rest, 
After vain struggle and abortive quest, 
Than for the ungrateful herd who dare not rise 
To the full height of perilous destinies, 
The Northern Bear his distant quarry nosing, 
Or the Coburger in gay Carlsbad glosing. 



R. Pxbl feom Ms. G.— Mr. Gladstone, 
writing to Sir Robbbt Peel, who had been 
addressing the Fazeley branch Lodge of Odd 
Fellows, said, " In ourlsmaU community we 
hate four separate lodges, and I have asso- 
ciated myself wiih them all." Mr. G..may 
now adopt as his signature, not the initials 
" G. 0. M„" but the new one of " 0. F. 0.," 
or "Odd Fellow Out." No doubt, with his 
love of retirement and study, the Grand Old 
Odd Fellow often says, sighingly, to himself, 
" for a Lodge in some vast Wilderness I " 

To Dr. W. G. Grace on hi* 
47th Birthday. 

Majty happy returns of the day I 
Old Time on his record should nick it 

Long, long may he umpire your play. 
Here's wishing you luck at the wicket, 

Long life,— for one " oentury," say,— 
And a hundred more of 'em at Cricket I 



J 
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BLASE. 

"Well, Papa, how did you enjot thk Play to-hight?" 

" oh t i think i znjoykd it fairly will, my dear, i 'vb got a general sort of 

ID1A THAT I DIDN'T 00 TO SLKRF OVER IT 1 " 



HOW THE TOPERS CAKE DOWH 
TO THE POLLS. 

(ASongfortheDrouthy, someway after Southey.) 

JBbwdidthe Topers come down to the Polls? 

Here they came i hooting, 
And there they oame floating, 
Teetotalers scouting, and Haroouri mis- 

doubting, 
With banners, and big bills, and trumpets 
and song. 
With pint-pots and flagons, 
In drags, brakes and wagons, 
As valiant as lions, as fiery as dragons, 
They hastened along united and strong ! 
'Midst braying of brass and 'midst clouds of 

tobaooo, 
With jubiliant shouts for "The Union 

Jack, 01" 
With jovial manners, and patriot banners, 
'Midst bung-lauding boasters, with big searltt 
posters, 
In Sunday-best garments superbly arrayed ; 



'Midst shoutings from "eadgers," with scarves 
and with badges, 

With rubicund faces, limp collars, loosa 
hraoes, 

With dry-as-dust throttles, and handy case- 
bottles, 

With blonde buxom Beauty to aid 'em in 
duty, 

And bystanders funning, and little boys 



And stentor-toneo! shouts for "The Causa" 
and "The Trade"!!! 

All florid and torrid. 

Damp shirts and moist forehead, 

From near slum and far court, 

With railingsat Habooxtrt, 
And wit-aping Wilfrid, and truouLn, 
Cahte. 

With shouts for Sir Michael, 

By 'bus, and by cycle. 
Afoot, and well-mounted, by tram anl by 
train. 

All glowing and blowing, 

Bed cards about throwing, 
And rushing, and crushing, and flushing, 



And laughing, and chaffing, and quaffing : 
And jeering, and sneering, and " beering," 
And skipping, and tripping, and " nipping," 
And hasting, and pasting, and tasting ; 
And hopping, and popping, and mopping, 
Perspiring, ana wiring. 
But ever untiring. 
And drinking, and chinking, and blinking, 

and winking, 
And sometimes unthinking, but ever un- 
shrinking, 
And gladdening, and maddening, 
And t'other aide saddening, 
Friends brightening, foes frightening, inte- 
riors tightening, 
And warming, and forming, and storming ; 
And flattering, and clattering, and battering, 

and shattering ; 
Arising, surprising, all foes pulverising, 
And giving them "toko" on temperance 

And flashing, and dashing, and crashing, and 

smashing , and hashing , 
And propping, and stopping, and copping. 

ana lopping, ana topping, and 

whopping ; 
And backing, and tracking, and blacking. 

and hacking, ana smacking, and 

whacking. 
And " giving 'em beans." 
(You know what that means !) 
And shoutine;, "We vote all against Csxt 

Teetotal I 
We'll beat up each Bardolph, and Pistol, 

and Pete, 
To give its quietus to villainous Veto. 
And kick out the duffers The Trade mhj 

would queer 
And rob (big caps., please!) The Poor Man 

of his Brer!!! 
Out, out on the foes of our Freedom— and 

Liquor! 
They'll follow their Leader— -the sooner the 

quicker! 
The Lords they may floor, and the Church 

may assault 
But they've met with their match in the 

Champions of Malt ! 
All together, brave souls I 
See, our phalanx on-rolls ! 1 1 " 

And that'* how the Topers oame down to the 
Polls!- 



Maintaining the Untoh.— The Sheffield 
Daily Telegraph, in referring to the success 
of Mr. Q. H. Allsopp at Worcester, just prior 
to that eminent Unionist taking unto himself 
a wife, surgests that the newly-elected M.P. 
should follow the precedent set by Mr. Grif- 
fith-Boscawen in 1892, and give to each of 
his bridesmaids a brooch with the amount of 
his majority engraved upon it This is all 
very well in its way. But the total at Tun- 
bridge was 933, while that of Worcester ex- 
tended to four figures. So to give room for 
labelling, the brooch should be changed to a 
bracelet. A man bearing the honoured name 
of Allsopp should be appropriately equal to 
theXX's. 

A dffisnoN to Outsiders.—" Won't you 
oome round ? " was the invitation (as reported 
in the Daily Graphic) given by Sir Henry 
Irving (after his speech on Friday afternoon) 
to his A friends in front" But it is a ques- 
tion addressed to many outside the theatre 
and the theatrical profession ; to all sorts 
and conditions of men and women who still 
regard the stage askance, and who look upon 
the ultimate fate of theatre-goers and actors 
as a melancholy certainty. To these jpersons, 
whether a minority or a majority,— in either 
case a "narrow" one,— Sir Henry's kindly 
invitation is publicly addressed, and it is 
" Won't you come round ? " 
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A SUNDAY DINNER. 

Father of Family (who has accidentally shot the leg of a Fowl under the table). " Mind t'Dog eobsn't okt it I ' 
Tovmg Hopeful (triumphantly). " All right, Fsythbr 1 I 'v» gotten mi Foot on it 1" 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

To the philosophical mind of a Roundabout Reader the General 
Election ought to offer many points of interest not because he is a 
politician, but because, in the interest of his reading, he has to occupy 
a position of detachment, and therefore perhaps sees more of the 
humours snd absurdities which crowd the animated scene. Tet 
here, for instance, am I. a diligent turner over of every possible kind 
of newspaper, metropolitan and provincial, and all that I have 
carried away from my careful investigations is a confused sense that 
if electors on either side only " stand shoulder to shoulder," " leave 
no stone unturned," and *'work as one man from now till the 
polling-day," why each tide is positively oertsin that " another nail 
will be driven into the coffin " of the other side, that " a resounding 
blow will be struck for the good oause," and that " the banner under 
which we have teeured many a brilliant victory will once more float 
triumphantly in the breeze." As for the " moral victories" gained, 
they are almost overwhelming both in number and in result. 



Indsxd, there is nothing so dangerously attractive to speaker and 
to audience as a fine old oruated political tag. Policies and pro- 
grammes are as dust in the balance. As you listen to a speaker and 
watch his hearers t you may see a smile of perfect confidence and 
satisfaction spreading over the faces of the latter while the former 
winds himself up to the well-known, fondly-loved, and long- 
expected tag, which is the inevitable conclusion of the fiery 
oratorical period. " That," they say to themselves, " is the man for 
us. He says exactly what we should have said in the only appro- 
priate words." .. Result— Loud and enthusiastic cheer*, amidst which 
Mr. Platttt-Ewd resumed his seat, having spoken for three-quarters 
of an hour. 

Avn the old familiar funny stories, the humorous allusions, the 
sparkling gibes, have they not been trotted out from Land's End to 
John o* Groat's House f Welcome have you been, oh ye kittens, born 
blind as Liberal (or Conservative) kittens, and converted, through the 
opening of your eyes, into Conservative (or Liberal) kittens ; welcome 
also, ye hounds, who have devoured all your labels, and know not your 



destination. Many a time have I hunted with your sporting pack, and 
seen my friends ride gallantly at your tails. Also there is a wolf, 
and there is a lamb ; and there was once a Sibyl who dealt in books, 
and there is an Italian who, having performed the most coruscating 
solos on the barrel-organ, failed miserably when askrd to oblige 
upon the piano. All these have played their parte nobly. Not for 
long do I bid them farewell They will return, I know they will, 
with the first mutterings of the next election. 



Pbat consider my verse, which, if learnt by heart pat, forms 

The best of all tips for political platforms. 

With a slight dash of Mill you may burden your speeches, 

You may tell the great tale of 0' Brief, his breeches. 

On the one side you 'U tesr William Habcourt to tatters ; 

He 's out for a tune, but I don't think it matters. 

Then, in talking of Joe, what will help very much is 

A delicate hint at a Duke or a Duchess ; 

A suggestion that coats are the garments, if any, 

That mustn't be turned when their colours are many : 

And that programmes (you 'U pause ere you flatly refuse 'cm) 

Are Brummagem goods, which will break when you use 'em. 

Then, whether your hearers be Whig or be Tory, 

By the scruff of its neck you must dra* in a story. 

Adjure them, my friend, lest their zeal ihould grow colder, 

To fight for the Cause, standing shoulder to shoulder. 

And, whether you battle for that chief or this chief. 

Inform them that stones, if unturned, are the mischief. 

And, last but not least, no opponent will quarrel, 

When all that you claim is a win plus a moral. 

As an example of how political conflicts ought to be carried on 
take the case of West Fife. While Mr. Augustdtb Bibbkll, the 
Radical Candidate, was speaking in Thornton School, " the door of 
the room was opened, and Mr. Wbmtss, the liberal Unionist 
candidate for the constituency, asked 'May I come in,' to which 
Mr. Birbxll replied 'Yes, certainly.' Mr. Wbmiss, who was 
followed by a large number of supporters, then entered the halL and 
took a seat on one of the front benches, which he occupied until the 
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dose of the address, when he was greeted with load sells for a 
speech. In response to the call, he remarked that he had already 
made eight or nine speeches that day, and must he excused from 
making another, He had, however, enjoyed Mr. Bibbjell's speech 
very much, It was not for him to criticise it at that meeting, hut 
he might only &ay that he felt sore the electors of West Fife would 
rote for whom they considered the best man and the man they 
believed would do his duty. He then called for three hearty cheers 
for his opponent, Mr. Bibbxll. Votes of confidence were then put 
for both candidates, when that in favour of Ifr. Bibbell was de- 
clared carried. The opposing candidates then shook hands, and 
departed evidently the best of friends." 



A totally different picture comes to us from Aston Manor, as 1 
judge from the following letter in the Birmingham Daily Gazette. 

WHAT HAS BECOME OF IKE WAEDP 
To the Editor of the Daily Gazette. 

Sib,— My attention hai been drawn to an attack made by Captain 
Gricb-Hutchih son on a very respectable member of the National Society 
of Amalgamated Brauworkers, Mr. Iu Wakd. In your yesterday's issue 
Captain Grice-Hutchinson is reported to have said : " The last authentic 
account he had of Mr. Inn Ward was that he was ' bones ' in some nigger 
troupe on the sands of Scarborough." Mr. Wabd has been for some time 
engaged as an organiser, and is a member of the Executive of the Rsilway 
Workers' Union, has never been in a nigger troupe on the sands of Scar* 
borough or anywhere else. 

As the statement is calculated to damage the reputation of my friend Mr, 
Ward. I am sure that the candidate for Aston will at once either giro his 
suthonty for the damaging statement or withdraw the aspersions on the 
character of a respected labour leader.— Tours faithfully, W . J. Davis. 

70, Lionel Street, Birmingham, July 13. 



But, after all, even if Mr. Ike Wabd had chosen to employ his 
leisure in performing on the hones in a nigger troupe on the sands at 
Scarborough or elsewhere he would hare done nothing to he ashamed 
of. Obviously, however, Captain Gricr- Hutchinson's aooount was 
anything hut authentic, and he had no business to cork Mr. Ward's 
face in so gratuitous a manner. 

*Tis a manifest error, this tale about bones— 

(You may like what I say, or, if not, you may lump it). 
For a worker in brass must produce the best tones 
If— I don't say he did it— he blew his own trumpet. 



Lf any record of electoral humour Mr. Muntz, the member for 
Tamworth. must hold a distinguished place. Here is a report of 
some of the remarks made by him at meetings in the Nuneaton 
Division :— 

Mr. Muntz, in the course of his remarks, characterised Lord Salis- 
bury* 8 Government as the most able Administration that had ever held 
office in any Parliament the world over. It was composed of all the great 
intellect which, prior to the introduction of the Home Rule Bill, was divided 
between the two great parties of the State. Now all that was left to the 
Liberal party was the tagrag and bobtail. The late Radical Administration 
was a failure under Mr. Gladstone, great man as he was, and a still 
greater failure under Lord Rosbbbbt, to whom Her Majesty had presented 
the Thistle. {Laughter.) As to agriculture, he said that he had a conversa- 
tion with Mr. Chamberlain on the subject just before the dissolution. Mr. 
Chamberlain said to him. "Muntz, wnat are we to do for agriculture ? " 
and he replied, " That 's a big question. You have all the great talent and 
all the great landed interest in the country represented in the present 
Government ; and if the present Government can do nothing for agriculture 
there is nothing to be done for agriculture." (Applause.) 

After reading this I feel that the question of agricultural distress 
is settled. Mr. Chamberlain most, indeed, be a proud man at 
having obtained so much valuable information in answer to a ques- 
tion which, as reported, sounds familiar almost to the verge cf 
rashness. 

Can pigs be kept at aprofitP This was the question which con- 
fronted the Devonport Graardians only the other day. The follow- 
ing extract from their proceedings will be read with breathless 
interest :— 

Mr. H. W. Bbtant moved "That the Guardians give up pig keeping 
either at the house or otherwise." 

Mr. Hbalt seconded.— Mr. Oliver supported, and said they could buy 
the pork cheaper than keep pigs, and that every pig they had kept cost then* 
Is. per lb. 

Mr. J. Goodman said he was a " piggery man." {Laughter.) He liked 
the pig, he liked the pork, and he liked the profit that the pig brought. Ha 
was surprised to hear Mr. Olivbb say that the pigs cost Is. per lb. He said 
it did not cost them 2\d. per lb. 

Mr. Chbw pointed out that the profit on pig keeping last year in the 
house was £39. 

Mr. Penevrthy said the master entered in his books that it cost them 
6d. ner lb., and Mr. J. Mookb maintained that they could buy pork at 4Jrf 
per lb. The motion was lost, 8 voting for, and 18 against. 



"I mb piggery man," said Goodman, J., " though pigs are a wee 

bit aquoaly ; 
But I won't wit still to boar pigs denounced by Bryant and scorned 

by Hbalt. 
Let those who prefer it till the Melds, and see what a year's hard dig 

brings ; 
I like the pig, and 1 like the pork, and I like the profit the pig 

brings.*' 
Then Chew, he chawed Mr, Bryant up, Mr. Heaxt to dust he 

ground, Sir ■ 
And Mookb maintained yon could purchase pork at fourpenoe half- 
penny a pound, Sir. 
But the piggery men prevailed by ten, a majority quite on the big 

side, 
Since eighteen voted for pigs that day, and eight on the anti-pig side. 



BROWN AND ME. 




Mb and Bbotvn has bin a bavins; a lot of differences of opinion all 
about the County Counsel]' .■ r-. . * hieh sumhows we oarnt get to agree 
t. >geth er about em, not by no man ner of means. And now, quite lately. 
w e has be en a ha vt n g a lot of quarrells about the members ox Parlement 

in the Citty, and all round about 
it, and, fortunetly, me and my 
trends has wun nearly ewery place 
where there has bin anythink like 
a jolly good fight, and has now 
wun nearly the hole blooming lot 
on em ! So that the poor County 
Counsellers has hardly got a single 
member of Parlement left among 
the whole blooming lot, and is 
obliged to haye long rambling 
speeches among theirselves jest to 
fill up their idle time. How they 
can manage to keep things agoinr 
jest while they makes their old 
long speeches, I oarnt for the life 
of me make out ; but I am told 
that they all agrees that its the 
I ■ V only means they has of keeping 

Vqfc j? up their old Charter • and altho 

^^ it isnt worry much to brag about, 

they all agrees its sum think belter than nothink* 

Lota of the poor ohapa who has been acustomed to go about 
different parts of London a braggin about the worry great Aggers 
they outs, or waa used to cut, afore the new changes as took place in 
makinp amost everybody members of Parlement, is now obleeged to 
do their werry best to keep things a going oumfertably, if possibel ; 
but its but poor work for em, and but a werry poor change for 
things as was afore they was aa they is. 

Why, I 'm litterelly told as how there is now lots of Gents as was 
once Members of Parlement who aint now members for nothink I 
that it to Bay, not for nothink sa is worth having. Why, I 'm ewen 
told aa the County Conn se Hers, as belongs to the Terns donserwency, 
is now so anlly treated, that they werry off en oarnt gat enuff to do 
to keep their time well employed, or to get enuff monney to pay them 
their werry inodderate wages ; bo eny noddy can worry easily emad- 
ein what pour work it must now be for poor fellers as was once 
Members of Parlement, and now aint not members of not nothink ! 

Sum of the old members tells me as they doesnot despair ewen 
yet 3 for they are quite sure aa how as numbers of the grand old 
Tories will stick to em aa long as theres any left ; but I thinks as I 
knows a trick worth too of that, and that is. to make the best of the 
things aa is, and hope the best for all tne changes as time and 
hoppertoonity will aford em of putting a few things together as 
their long xporienoe has tort em is easily turned to good aooount. 
Robert. 

KsTEHTAixKtts Ew test ainei».— The Daly Co., headed by Mr. 

At » a- n tin Daly and Miss An a Rihan, were lunch'd by the Lord 
Mayor, July 16, at the Munching House. Lord Mayor paid 
sincere tribute to the Amt.ri<;*n_ Company, and Auousrnr Daly 
heartily thanked the City of London. The U. 8. Minister found a 
Link between the two countries in the great Dramatic light 8hab> 
8Pkakk, "And so say all of l T J9." Manager Daly forgot to men- 
tion, that, as he has to leave England in tne autumn, he ought to 
change the termination of bis name to suit the term of his stay 
here, and be K A tro tat-out Daly " instead of •' Anousr-ur." 

M &B. H. wants to know if " The Hardwioke Society" has anything 
to do with the improvement of candles and candle-lamps ? 

Awn in br Honour for Dr. Grace !— The eminent batsman is to 
be invited to the next " Court BalL" 
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THE NAVAL MANGEUVBE8. 

(By our Special Expert, who has 
been accorded the customary cour- 
tesy ext en ded to the Press.) 

On board H.M.S. 

the— th % 1895. 

Fouoto me for the vagueness 
of my address, bat itis the desire 
of those in command that the 
greatest secrecy should -be ob- ' 
served as to our movements. i 

"Are we the Bine Fleet or the 
RedP" I asked only a few 
moments ago of one of the chief 



As yon are the guest of the 
Government," was the immediate 
reply, "you will not be allowed 
to pay your monev— except in- 
directly to the oolleotor of Re- 
venue; but there is nothing tn 
prevent you from taking yout j 
ohoiee I " 

From this response you will sec | 
that there is a strong inclination : 
on the part of the authorities that 
are to remain reticent However 
it is only fair to say that the ford 
is excellent Nothing could bt 
better than the wine; and the 
view on the quarter deck is capi- 
tal. Still, this is seareelv an 
aeoount of naval manoeuvring— 
now is it? 

Well, I think I may reveal this 
much. There are two fleets— s 
Bed Fleet and a Blue Fleet The 
Bed Fleet has a number of ship* 
— f o has the Blue. Then the Red 
Fleet tries to out-manoouvre the 
Blue Fleet, and the Blue Fleet 
returns the compliment All this 
takes place on the sea. No ship 
is allowed to run on shore— unless 
of course by force of oiroumstanoes 
outrde the control of the com- 
mander. And when 1 had got ss 
far as this. I thought I would 
make a further inquiry. 




NOTHING LIKE BEING BEAST WITH AH EXCUSE. 

Elderly Skittish Cousin, "Oh, bow unkind of you to hats lift 

MM OUT OF YOUR BEAUTIFUL PARTT 1 YOU 8BKM TO HAYS FOBOOTTXN 

I 'm your F/B3T Cousin ! " 

He [with 910 end of near but not vety deir relative*), "So very 
sorry 1 First Cousin— ah, yih." {Recovering himself .) "So long 
ago, you know. . . . Had you bkkn my Last Coxtuin, this never 
could havl occurred 1 " 



•• I presume," said I, to one of 
the chief offioials, "that our ob- 
ject is to " 

At this point I was interrupted. 

"Pray ask no more/ 9 was the 
prompt reply of the veteran I had 

?uestaened. " Take my advioe. 
f you wish a question answered, 
answer it for yourself. Arrange 
in your own mind that 'Heads' 
shall mean ' Tee,' and the reverse 
a negative. Then toss.' 9 

And so now I am taking the 
advioe I have reoeived. I have 
spun my sixpence in the air. I 
am to write no more to yon. All 
refuse to send my communica- 
tions for me. So I place this 
document in a bottle and throw it 
into the sea. Yon desired the 
fullest information about the 
naval manoeuvres. Well— I wish 
you may get it ! 



Coins of 'Vantage. — The 
Dundee Advertiser calls attention 
to Mr. 4< Robkbt Wallace, M.P. 
Edin.'s," oomplaint that the Im- 
perial Parliament contains, in 
himself and another Mr. Robert 
Wallace, two Members with the 
same surnames and identical 
Christian names. Mr. •'Robert 
Wallace, M.P. Edin.," suggests 
that he may get his namesake's 
Christmas bills, while " the other 
fellow" receives his (Mr. "R. W., 
M.P. E.'s") invitations to dinner. 
Could not the little difficulty be 
overcome with the aid of a coin 
of the realm ? Let the first Mr. 
Robert call himself " Bob." and 
the second Mr. Robert " half a 
florin." This should settle the 
matter amicably ; although both, 
no doubt, are worth considerably 
more than a shilling. 

A Severe Critic.— " Slati*' 
Pasha." 



EE-INCAKNATION. 

Monday.— Have iust been reading in the PaU MaU Magaztne a won- 
derful story sailed ft A Re-Inoarnation," by the author of *• A Green 
Carnation." He seems fond of carnations. Re-Inoarnation andGre- 
Enoarnation. Should have been in the exhibition of the National Car- 
nation Society at the Crystal Palace. His story tf lis how a man mur- 
dered a white oat, and afterwards married its soul, re-incarnated in 
the body of a young woman with " china-blue " eyes and a large for- 
tune. Marvellous I Must carefully avoid marrying young women 
with •* china-blue" eyes and large fortunes, though the latter might 
not be so harmful. 

Tuesday.— ThsA theory of re-incarnation impresses me wonderfully. 
Think about it all night. In the silent darkness remember that I 
onoe stamped on a black beetle. My nurse called it "a black 
beadle " Think of this with horror. Will it oome back to murder 
me ? Terrible I Get up still nervous. Must go out into the air and 
sunlight, to dispel my gloomy thoughts. Stroll along Piccadilly. 
To avoid a shower step into the Burlington Arcade. Heavens, what 
is that by the entrance ? It is a man in black— a black beadle ! 
Gaze at him aghast. It has oome back, the soul of that harmless 

crawling thing whioh I crushed in my boyhood, and now Fly 

while there is yet time ! Ha I I am safe at home at last. 

Wednesday.— Have now no doubt of this marvellous theory. It 
is probable that re-incarnation may sometimes go the ether way. 
Will investigate at the Zoological Gardens. Directly I see the 
largest elephant I recognise my late mother-in-law. The large, 
heavy form, the habit of trampling obstacles under foot— obstacles 
such as myself —the very cap-strings, now become ears flapping; in 
the wind, all are there. 8he always poked her nose into everythiog, 
and she does it now. What a proboscis she has I Must tell the 
keeper the real truth to prevent mishaps. Tejl him confidentially. 
He grins. Assure him that I am quite serious. He leads me gently 

vol. CTX. 



by the arm to the exit, where the turnstile only turns one way, and 
advises me to go home at onoe. 

Thursday.— Fresh proofs every hour. Have just seen an omnibus 
horse, with the long face, the great yellow teeth and the general 
expression of my uncle's second wife. Greatly overcome, seek rest 
and refreshment in my club. What is that having lunch over there 1* 
Don't tell me it is an old gentleman with white hair and mild eyes. 
No I It is my first rabbit, whioh died of starvation through my 
carelessness. See, he is hungrily munching a lettuce! That is 
conclusive. 

Friday.— My great work on Be- Incarnation begun to-day. It 
will attonish the world, for it is all true. By why have my friends 
asked those two doctors to call P There is nothing the matter with 
me. The two fools say I ought to give up all writing and keep quite 
quiet in the country. Explain that it is impossible. Theyiosist 
with gentle firmness. Tell them I have no doubt they are the two 
leeches I once took from the bowl at the chemists and put on my 
little lister's neck, whence they were removed by the nurse and 
ruthlessly slaughtered. 

Monday.— My diary has been interrupted, for I have been moving 
to this hydropathic establishment, as those doctors called it, at 
Colney Hatch. I don't like the place. Most of the visitors seem 
mad. But probably many of these water-drinkers are mad. 
Wouldn't they be surprised if they knew who I really am P Ha, ha ! 
It will make a nice summer correspondence for the Daily Telegraph. 
To-morrow I will write to that paper stating the actual facts. 
I also am re-incarnated. I am, or rather I was, the Great Sea 
Serpent. 

Mrs. R. was very sorry that the clergyman of her parish had been 
c impelled to leave. " You i ee," she ssid, " the poor man fell off his 
bicycle, end his doctor has told him that for some time he must try 
an incumbent position. 80 he has gone away for another cure.' 
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ODE TO A WATER COMPANY. 

(By a Poor Svffarer who " Owes ii One") 

Off. Company, scourge, tyrant, tease ! 
44 Uncertain, ooy, and hard to please," 

(Like woman,) 
And variable— in supply— 
As your excuses (all my eye !). 

Inhuman, 
Brutal, and bumptious (corporate) beast ! 
Haw h as the wind when in the east ! 

Were water 
" Supplied " to Wealth as 'tis to me, 
Short is the shrift that you would see ! 

Labt quarter 
You " froze me out," you " cut me off," 
And at my plaintive cries would toof?, 

(Confuse you all!) 
Claiming for what I did not have. 
And treating me like a mere slave, 

(A.s usual.) 
.And now* in Summer, just to suit 
Your interests, you (corporate) brute, 

m You slacken 
My poor, inadequate supply. 
Yah ! I should like your (corporate) eye 

To blacken! 
When care and heat bedew my brow, 
A ministering demon thou ! 

My fickle 
Supply, upon a day quite torrid, 
You slacken to a thread-like, horrid, 

Slow trickle. 
I cannot wash, 1 dare not drink. 
And fever lurks in pipe and sink. 

Ycu, sonrmng 
My needs, my health, may turn the screw, 
In mercy, for an hour or two 

Each morning, — 
Or you may not ! Or when my throat is 
Heat-parched you come and— without 

Dissever [notice — 

Me from the main for a whole day, 
As is your little funny way ; 

And never 
Do I complain, with visage meek. 
But you administer more cheek, 

You Tartar I 
And for redress I 've little chance 
Unless I ' ve stumped up in advance ; 

Your ^charter" 
Always exonerating you, 
Whether for " putting on the screw " 

Or turniog 
The service off. Oh, Comnany ! 
There are, ah ! thousands like poor me, 

Who 're burning 
With indignation at the capers 
You play with laundresses, and drapers, 

And poor fishmongers. 
Beware ! The public yet, you bet, 
On you that dire revenge will get 

For which it hungers 1 1 



ON THE SENIOR SCULLS. 
(By our Water Wagtail) 

[The Hon. B. Guinness won the Senior Sculls 
at the Metropolitan Amateur Begatta, beating the 
redoubtable brother! Gut and Vivian Nioxalls. 
believed to be almost invincible.] 

The rank is but the " Guinness " stamp, 

But scullers of the stamp of Guinness 
Are not too common. What a damp 

To Our and Yivmr this win is! 
The Honourable B. has found 

How fickle fortune gives hope pickles ; 
But in this last— aquatio— round 

True Guinness gold has beaten Niokslls, 
They'll meet, perchance, again, to settle 
The game— for all are men oFmettle. 



The Glass House of Commons.— Some 
fine " Pairs" already on view. 




AWKWARDLY PUT. 

She. "By the way, Geobge, have tou got anything on this Evening?" 

Ee. "Nothing whatever." 

She. "Then come and Dine with us— and don't Dexss I" 



ELECTION NOTES FROM THE WEST. 
This is how the Western Daily Mercury 
describes " the fight"-before it began. "The 
electoral battle continues, but it is a most un- 
equal contest The Tories have been out- 
generalled. outmanoeuvred, and outclassed. 
They are like the Chinese fleet at Yalu, stolid 
and uncertain, whilst the Liberals are sailing 
round them, pouring into them a withering 
fire from quick-firing guns, sweeping away 
masts and signal-yards, and scattering their 
crews in oonrusion. The fire from the Tories 
is intermittent, insufficient, and badly directed. 
It is doing very little harm." 

This is quite a gem of nautical description. 



Such as might justly be expected from a great 
naval port Eke Plymouth, which is the home 
of the Mercury. The chief beauty of it, 
moreover, is that it will serve again to describe 
the battle-when it is finished ("after the 
"" " ), the only alteration neoessary being a 
'tion of the two words Tories and 



liberals. , , , 

Cornwall.— Excellent programme, includ- 
ing Two Macs. As usual, when one " scores." 
the other doesn't McDouoall beaten, while 
McAbthub of oourse held whip-hand in St 
Austell's division. 



Love's Local 
with thine eyes.' 1 



p™,.-"Dnnkto m e 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Avotheb Irish PabtyI— The 
snakefare coming baok to Ireland ! 
In a Cork paper we read the fol- 
lowing:— 

Mr. Cornelius Dokovah, while 
crowing a gnus field near Blarney, 
tnoountereda make, which at firet he 
believed to be an eel, and struck it 
with hit walking itick. Haying killed 
the reptile, he discovered it was a 
snake, measuring 3 feet 9 inches. 

Evidently a political omen of 
some kind, this return of the 
emigrants to Erin. What does 
it portend ? Mr. M-bl-y, on being 
consulted, is " inclined to fancy 
that the Cork snake is a herald 
of Coercion, and shows that the 
venom of Dublin Castle will soon 
be at work." Mr. G. B-lf-b, on 
the other hand, says that "the 
return of general confidence at the 
advent of a Unionist Government, 
and a really capable Irish Secre- 
tary, has never been better ex- 
emplified. Even the reptiles are 
not afraid now to try Ireland as 
a place of residence 1 " And Mr. 
J-st-w M'C-rthy has no doubt 
at all that "the incident is another 
sign of the growing Irish spirit of 
disunion. Did not St Patrick 
banish snakes from Ireland ? And 
ought not snakes, if they are 
worthy of the name of patriots, 
to obey St. P., and stay awayr 
Well, they are returning, and 
defying St, P.— just as R-dm-bd 
defies me! And/' added the 
eminent leader, meditatively, 
44 I've often thought there was a 
good deal of the eeIabouthim,too." 

11 Pbbbs abb Cheap To-bay. w — 
From the North British Daily 
Moil:- 

Bailie Wright, in supporting the 
motion, said that if he had the power 
he would make every man in that 
meeting a peer, so that they should 
go to the Lords and resolve upon their 
abolition. 




Prodigious I But how is the 
Bailie going to proceed ? Bring 
in a "Bill of Wright's" when he 
has got his new nobility ensconced 
in the Gilded Chamber? And 
suppose the Bailie's peers decline 
to commit suicide ? 

Ant-" Wily, Waly." 
0, Bailie, Bailie, your peers be branie 

A little time wnile they are new ! 
But when they 're auld, they'll wax 
meet oauld, 

And vote in a way to astonish you ! 



OFF! 

Mature Damsel (as they pass the Conservatory). " Dear MB I What 
a delicious smell of "—(archly)—" Or IK oi- blossoms l " 
Little Mr. Tipkins (alarmed). "Oh, ho— really— I asIdrb you, 

KOTHIKO OF THE SORT 1 " [Bolts. 



DELIGHTFUL DISCOVERIES 

(A Dialogue at the Service of the 
"/. G. C") 

Visitor. As I am a stranger in 
London , cm voa please tell me 
how to get to Holly Lodge F 

Naiire. Make for Holloway, and 
yoQ will get into its neighbourhood. 

Visitor i Thanks* very much; 
and where is the Institute of the 
Painters in Water Colours P 

Native, Why, in Piccadilly* of 
course ; next door to Bt* James's 
Church. 

Visitor. I am infinitely obliged 
to you ; and now perhaps you will 
direct me to Carlton House Ter- 
race, Kew Gardens, Greenwich, 
and the Docks? 

Native. First, behind the Athe 
nseum; and the others you can get 
to by train after consulting Brad- 
shaw. But why this thirst for 
geographical knowledge? 

Visitor. Because I am. a member 
of the International Geographical 
Congress. 

Native. Indeed I And what are 
you going to do at these places f 

Visitor. I am going to be " en- 
tertained." In tact, my duty will 
be to see and be seen. 

Native. And how about geo- 
graphical research ? 

Visitor. That will be satisfied 
to a considerable extent by a hunt 
for sandwiches, and a quest for 
strawberries and cream I 



THE AGE OF CULTURE. 

[" It is a good omen for the future of sgriculture that the upper classes 
are beginning to take a practical interest in it."— A Morning Paper.] 

Extracts from the " World" June, 1900. 

Dbspttb the unfavourable weather, Lady Tipton's garden-party 
on Wednesday was a great success. Strawberry-picking was the 
principal amusement, and some well-known performers were present. 
Miss be Mure, as usual, beat all her rivals, but the Bishop of 
Pulborough was only half-a-baaket behind. like most of her 
friends, Lady Tiptob has now converted all her croquet and tennis 
lawns into fruit-beds. 

Lord Grayson is entertaining a large party of friends for bird- 
soaring this week. Starlings are somewhat scarce this year, but 
sparrows are very plentiful and strong on the wing. Some capital 
sport was enjoyed over these well-known fields last week, and the 
host (who need a blunderbuss manufactured by Messrs. Murdby) is 
credited with having frightened away about 5000 brace in a single 
day. 

Truth is quite wrong in stating that the Marquis of Coombe 
intends to sell his well-known potato-patch in Hammersmith. On 
the contrary, he has just laid down two dozen new plants. It is 
true, however, that several of the smartest people are growing 
onions instead of potatoes this year. 

As the show-season will soon be with us again, it may be well to 
remark that the oomndttees should make certain of the genuine 
oharaoter of the exhibits. It would be disgraceful were there to be 
any repetition of such a scandal as occurred last autumn at a leading 



exhibition, when it was discovered that the apples belonging to a 
certain lady of title, to which the prize already had been awarded, 
owed their brilliant appearance to the fact that ner Grace had tinted 



,„_ appearance 

them with water-colours. 



The Inter-'Varsity ploughing competition takes place at Lord's on 
Friday. The Cambridge men are perhaps the favourites at present, 
but, though they have undoubtedly done some fast times, their 
furrows are apt to be very erratic. Still, under Farmer Hodge's 
able ooaching, they may be expected to improve greatly in the next 
few days. 

Somb of the papers have been making merry over the attempts to 
start butter-making clubs among the poorer classes. It is true that 
butter-making has been considered hitherto almost exclusively a 
rich man's reoreation; but I do not see why the hard-working 
labourer, who has been toiling at golf or polo all day. should not be 
allowed to amuse himself with this healthy pastime in the evening, 
just as much as his superiors in social station. 

2 PR0P08 of butter-making, I hear that a testimonial is to be 
presented to Mr. Aylesbury, who has now captained his county 
team for some years. Of his all-round skill it is needless to speak ; 
he is a useful onange ehurner, and he had far the highest patting 
average last season. 



How to Spend a Happy Day I— Luncheon, din ner , and break- 
fast baskets provided for travellers by the Great Wheel at Earl's 
Court. Also all requisites for making up fairly oomf ortable beds in 
any one of the compartments. Address Wheel and Woa Co., 

* &aw - niqitrPflhiAiOOglP 



Adoubt S, 1895.] 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



58 



"MR. SPEAKER!" 

" Hats off, itrangera ! v —Ft>Ueemm passim. 

Now the new House of Commons is complete, and Members are 
preparing to meet for their first Session, the question of who is to be 
Speaker oxnes to the front* Mr. Punch is pleased to observe the 
growing eonyiction in both political camps that there really is no 
question on the subject Had Mr. Gully performed the duties of 




Mr. Speaker Gully. 

Speaker with merely average capacity, the House of Commons, 
mindful of its highest traditions, would have been slow to oelebrate 
a party victory at the polls by dispossessing him in favour of a 
nominee of the new majority.. His marked success happily makes 
such action more than ever improbable. 

His position was made exceptionally difficult by the oiroumstanoes 
of the clay. Elected by a narrow majority, he suooeeded the greatest 
Speaker of modern times. The fierce light that beats on the 
Speaker's chair was intensified by the inevitable oontrast between 
the new occupant and the stately figure long familiar to the House. 
From the first Mr. Gully wisely refrained from even approach to 
imitation of the manner of Mr. Peel. That was a thing apart, like 
the bow of Ulysses. The new Speaker was simply himself ; and the 
House of Commons, the keenest, swiftest fairest judge of character 
in the world, was delighted to find in him perfect equanimity of 
temper, a judicial mind, unfailing; readiness in emergency, and a 
quite surprising knowledge of the intricacies of procedure. 

During his brief tenure of office Mr. Gully was more than once 
suddenly faced by a knotty point that might reasonably have been 
expected to baffle a 'prentioe hand. Never on these oooasions has he 
failed. Such rare aptitude displayed at the outset of a career 
promises the fullness of perfection when, strengthened and sus- 
tained by the unanimous vote of a new Parliament, the Speaker 
resumes his work. 



New Wobk.— Messrs. Macmellak have just published The 
Theory and Practice of Cevnter- Irritation, by H. C. Gillies. 
One example of this oouljl easily be given by anyone in a hurry, who 
couldn't get attended to at the Stores, or vice vend by a counter- 
jumper at a Mnendrapers, whose temper was more than ordinarily 
tried by some extra-shilly-shallying customer. 



OUR THESPIANS. 

Sir Hbhby Ibvihg's Saturday night at home previous to his de- 
parture for America was brilliant. House to crowded in every part, 
that the like of it has rarely been seen even at the Lyceum. Our 
Bllut, as charming Nance Okffleld, was cheered to the Eoho, or 
would have been had there been any place left for Echo in the 
house. Sir Hexby admirable as the old soldier in A Story of 
Waterloo, and both he and Miss Tbbbt at their best in the one scene 
from grand old Willy Shabbpbabe'b Much Ado about Nothing. 
The "Much Adoo," as Mr. Welleb senior would have pronounced 
and spelt it, came after the curtain had fallen, and on both sides the 
" Adoo " was changed into a hearty " Au revoir ! " 

To mention " Hbkby " is to remember " Johhhtb," the Johnnie 
yclept J. L. Toole, whom Mr. Punch was delighted to see, looking 
" fit as a fiddle," having Toole'd up to town from Margate evidently 
on the high road to perfect recovery. 



CONCEBNING A PUBLIC NUISANCE. 

By One who lives Next Door. 

[The Salvationists of Warwickshire have lately been restrained by the 
new nounty by-law, which provides that no person shall play any musical 
instrument within fifty yards of a dwelling-house.] 

Bravo, good men of Warwick ! you 'd rejoice 
Johb Leech's soul and all whose nerves are shattered 

By blatant street musician's raucous voice 
Or braying trombone— these at last you've scattered ! 

Ah! would that London followed now your lead, 

And kept a tight hand o'er the rude xanatios 
Who blare away her Sunday peace, whose creed 

Is uproar, " fire and blood," and acrobatics ! 

If they 'd a grain of humour's saving grace, 
Enough to hear themselves as othere hear them. 

They 'd straight retire to some far desert place 
And bang and olang and howl where none oome near them ! 

Ev'n as I write, some strain like " Daiey BeU" 
With would-be sacred words and tuneless jar racks 

My tortured ear— hard fate has made me dwell 
Next door, alas! to what they call their "barracks." 

Their ranting, roaring may be heav'nly joys, 

But me they nil with bile and ire plethoric ; 
When, I would ask. shall we put down such noise, 

As have the worthy citizens of Warwick ? 



AU EEVOIE TO OPERA. 

End of operatic season, and a fine season too. The Pari nights 
exceptionally brilliant. Db Resize freree, the accomplished Bi- 
cycling Brothers, did not appear, but Sir Dbttbiolabto sang the 
old song " We We going to do without them" and did so, uncommonly 
well. Maubbl, Ahcoka, Plait^ow, were 
bright particular stars ; while Melba 
suddenly shone forth as Comet with 
magnificent tail, i.e. a great following. 
Calve held her own against all < 




and, as Santuzza, it was a oase of 
"honours divided" with Mdme. Bbl- 
lenciohi, who, it must not be forgotten, 
was the original of the part. The 
Beneficent Bauebxeibtbb, of talent un- 
limited, has shown that " woman," like 
man, "in for time can play manyparta." 
Mile. BiuBBMBiflTER has played them ; 
and all equally welL 

So farewell Operatios till next year, 
when Dbttbiolaots need fear no 
storms, if still provided with his light- 
ning Conductors Bsvtgbabt, MjjrcrjrsLLi & Co. ftor need the 
Liberal-Conservative Dbubiolajtos Opebaticus think of having to 
reckon with any formidable rivalry, should the utterly improbable 
happen and a new Opposition Opera be started. Why two Oneri 
Houses cannot suooeea in London may be a problem, but hitherto it ii 
oneof which dissolution of the weaker was the only solution. The strong 
oompany went to Covent Garden, and the weak went— to the walL 

Bipobt from a Moron Cajtoit.— Arohdeacon Fabbab, hitherto 
performing " Archi-diaoonal functions" at Westminster, has just 
been "installed" Dean of Cahtebbubt. There are, clearly, onl] 
two notable installations, one of the Electric Light, and the other c9 
a Dean. Canterbury has now the chance ox being thoroughly 
enlightened and electrified. i* s^s^r*\y> 
D i g i t i zed by VjVJlMj UC 
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A CORRECT EYE. 

Mbs. Brown has muGiir her Husbanp twenty yard* or native Scotch Homespun, and has sent fob the Tailor of the 
Glen to hake him a Suit thereof. The Tailor takes the material, gives a qlanoe at Brown, and is abwt to depart. 
"But look hers." says Brown; "you've not taken my Measure!" 
Tailor. " Hoot, Man, ye 're not deforrm'd I" 



YOUNG PRIMROSE'S PARTY. 

A Plaint of the Polls. 

Air—" Hans BreUmanaCs Party** 

Young Primrose had a Party, 

He led it— like a lamb. 
It fell in love with a motley thing 

They called the Bad Pro-gramme. 
They swore that plan to fight for, 

Aye. fight till all was Bine ; 
Bnt when it came unto the Polls, 

That Party split in two. 

Yonng Primrose had a Party, 

For Progress it was bound ; 
Bat all the prepress that it made 

Was staggering round and round. 
The liveliest shindies in the House, 

And mockery ouW-door, 
Was all that Party caused, and so 

It dwindled more and more. 

Young Primrose had a Party. 

I tell you it cost him dear. 
The Bads ha led " rolled into " him 

Because ha was a Peer : 
They tried to knock Bung's spigot in, 

The Caineites raised a cheer. 
I thinklthat so fine a Party 

Never went bust on beer. 

Young Primrose had a Party, 
They were all " Souse undt Brouse,*'* 

A more divided company 
Ne'er wrangled in the House : 

They talked of " filling up the cup/' 
Vetoing the Titter's guilt; 

* " Saus und Braus " : Q$r. Riot and bustle. 



But soon they found the pot was full, 
And that the oup was spilt. 

Young Primrose had a Party, 

Although it was not big, 
It tried to break the power of beer, 

And check the sway of swig I 
But soon they found 'twas all in vain, 

The brewer they did " cop " ; 
And the company scattered like fighting 
o rowds 

When the constable bids them stop. 

Young Primrose had a Party, 

Where is that Party now? 
Where are the lovely golden dreams 

Of the Newcastle pow-wow P 
Where are the Democratic plans, 

The L.C.O.'s delight ? 
All floated away on a flood of beer 

Away-4n the Ewigknt!* 

* "Ewigkeit" : Qsr. Eternity; "r>no for 



East Norfolk Election.— When women 
are stoned by cowardly ruffians, of any party, 
or, more probably, of no party, it is not a time 
for jokes. But Mr* Punch wishes he had 
been there, with a few of his young men and 
a few revolvers, and then some persons more 
deserving to be hit might have been hit, and 
with something sharper than stones. In East 
Norfolk, during the excitement of an election, 
it is evidently almost as necessary to oarry 
firearms for self-defence as in any quite un- 
civilised and savage oountry— such as Bul- 
garia, under the government of the brave 
Ferdinand. 



METEOROLOGICAL MISGIVINGS. 

Saturday.— Row warm it is ! Shall go for 
my holiday somewhere on the sea. A month's 
cruise on the coast of Norway, perhaps. 

Sunday.— What a tremendous gale I Ima- 
gine a month of this on the sea. Shall go 
inland, quite in the oountry— say to a cottage 
on Dartmoor. 

Monday.— What a dull day! Couldn't 
stand the country in this gloom. Try Paris. 

Tuesday.— A. glorious day. Very hot and 
sunny in Paris now. Shall go to the Lakes. 

Wednesday.— Steady rain. Don't like the 
idea of the Lakes. Always damp and de- 
pressing. In this sort of weather better be 
at Scarborough or Brighton. 

Thursday.— Drizzle and mist. No doubt 
sea fog on coast Hate sea fog. Better go to 
a dry place abroad. How about North Italy P 

■FWSay.— What beastly dust everywhere ! 
No good going to a dry, sunny climate. Try 
Cornwall 

Saturday.— D&mv, close day. Couldn't 
stand much of this. Too enervating;. Shall 
go to the Alps— anywhere up high in the 
mountain air. 

Sunday. — Chilly for the time of year. 
Probably mowing on the Alps. Vary dismal, 
cowering over a stove in a Swiss inn. What 
a difficulty this holiday is I Good idea I 
Will postpone it till the settled weather in 
the winter. 

New adaptation of Ancient Chaff to 
the Defeated Candidates.—" Does your 
mother know you 're 4 Ont ' P " [N.B.— What 
view " mother" will take of it depends on 
" mother's "politics.] 
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Workman (politely, to old Lady, who has accidentally got into a Smoking Compartment). 

DOl^T OBJIOT TO MY PlPZ, I 'OPB, MUM?" 



•You 



Old Lady. 
Workman. 



YlS, I DO OBJECT, VEBT 8TKOKOLT I " 

1 Oh t Then out tou get 1 1 " 



TO JULIA, KNIGHT-EEBANT. 

["After the noble lord'i dinner-party, at which 
the ladies appeared in their cycling costumes, con- 
sisting of .... the company set off at half- past 
ten on their bikes for the region between St Paul's 
end the Tower, where at that hour, except an 
occasional policeman, hardly a soul is to be seen. 
Their example is now being generally imitated." 
Ptopk of To-Doy.] 

When night her sable pell doth spread 
Above the city's sleeping heed 
So as it seemeth to be deed ; 

And labour hath a short surcease, 
And burglars taste a halcyon peace, 
Save where the vigilant polioe, 

All fearless on their darkling beat, 
With sound of heavy-sandalled feet 
Wake awesome echoes in the street ; 

When weary chapmen go their ways 
To halls of song or sit at gaze 
In front of elevating plays ; 

Or haply drop into the club, 
And pausing for a friendly rub 
Defy the deadly nuptial snub; 

Or watch in fond paternal mood 
The slumber of theirJnf ant brood 
In some suburban neighbourhood :— 



Then, Julia, then, at such an hour 
I gather that you aoit your bower 
And seek the purlieus of the Tower ; 

Encased in wanton brocks and wide, 

A solid reeiment, you ride 

With swains revolving at your side ; 

By stilly thoroughfares you strike 
Th' astonied silence with your bike ; 
Earth never yet hath seen the like ! 

Not she, that fair of whom they sing, 
Who wrought her city's ransoming, 
Godiva dared so bold a thing. 

High Heaven alone sees such a sight 
When Dian wheels her orb by night 
With many a starry satellite. 

But, Julia, though the mode decree, 
By ell the rites of Battersea, 
That you career in company, 

The conscious object of remark, 
Whenas the lusty-throated lark 
Disporteth o'er the People's Park ; 

Yet cartes it were more discreet, 
When Hesper from his vantage-seat 
IUuminateth Cannon Street, 

To ride with none but me to know 
Just how th' enamoured breezes blow 
Bound your ineffable trousseau ! 



How say you, sweet? To-morrow. 
We assignate for half -past ten 
Upon the punctual stroke of Ben ? 

On Cupid's chaste commission bent' 
We twain will meet, with your consent, 
10.30, by the Monument. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

To recommend Lyre and Lancet to readers 
of Punch is to preach to the converted, and, 
as Sir William Habcoubt said when he 
opened his election campaign in Derby, that 
is a work of supererogation. There is, how- 
ever, this new thing to be said, that Smith, 
Eldeb & Co., including the work in their 
Novel Series, have presented it in dainty 
form, and have preserved Mr. Pabtbidgb s 
illustrations. My Baronite has read it through 
again with increased admiration for the 
perilous audacity of the plot, the skill with 
which it is worked out, and the many felici- 
ties of the phrasing. It would be so easy to 
spoil it by a coarse or slovenly touch. In no 
scene of the breathless drama does Mr. 
Aitotey's hand forget its cunning. 

The larger number of the verses that make 
up the little volume Smith, Eldbb & Co. 

gublish under the title Tillers of th* Sand 
ave, Mr. Owen Seaman states in his preface, 
appeared in the National Observer. Whilst 
they ere above the average of the cleverness 
of that really smart journal, they are tainted 
by its besetting sin. Purporting to present 
"a fitful record of the Rosebery Adminis- 
tration," the recorder finds it ell very bed. 
This is hard on the late Government, but it 
is harder still on the clever versifier. True 
a-t requires light and shade, and here is 
none. Appearing week by week the pungent 
admixtures were passable, were even titilla- 
ting. But the monotony of vituperation, how- 
ever cleverly compounded, grows a little 
wearisome, even in a volume that does not 
much exceed a hundred pages. My Baronite 
likes best " The Lament of the Maogregor." 
not because its literary style is more masterly 
than that of its companion verse, bat be- 
cause its fun is lees acrid. The rest, with 
significant exoeption of two pieces that ap- 
peared in these pages, is too hotly spiced 

With ASHMEAD-BaBTLETTISM to pleiSC One 

who looks to Mr. Sbamajt for the wine of 
scholarly verse and finds the vinegar of elec- 
tion squibs. The Babon db B.-W. 



Shakepeare on the recent R. A. 
Elections. 
Ohslow Ford, Sculptor, A. A. 
W. B. Richmond, Painter, R A. 
" Good Master Ford, be contented." 

Merry Wires of Windsor, Act III., Scene 3. 
14 For Richmond's good." 

Richard the Third, Act V., Sc:ne 3. 

Mbs. Gamp on " Local Option."—" I 
never could have kep myself up bat for a 
little drain of spirits, which I seldom touohes, 
bat could always wish to know where to find, 
if so dispoged." — Martin Chuzzlewit, c xln. 

The case of slandering Major Rasch, M.P., 
was dismissed on defendant Tuhp tendering 
apology and paying costs. Bash on the 
wart of Tubp, but the case was settled in a 
Kashional way. 

To Mb. A. F. Mummbbt.— The Reoolleo- 
tions of his foreign CUmhs in the Alps and 
Caucasus might suggest to the author a new 
work to be entitled ™ Pleasant Mummeries. 9 * 
Of oourse nothing to do with amateur acting, 
or with Miss Milk's Strolling Players in the 

**• Digitized by VjOOgle 
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THE FORCE OF HABIT. 
Miss Diana (a novice). "Oh, Jack, I 'm certain this Thing is going to shy at those horbid Pigs 1 Do you mind leading it past f " 



THE LAST PAGE OP SOMEBODY'S DIAEY. 

(Picked up in the neighbourhood of Dorchester House ) 

Bkfobe leaving England I finish this book. I have seen muoh 
and would have liked to see more. It was a neat disappointment 
to me that the Polyteohnio had changed its character. It was the 
dream of my childhood to be present at a lecture " Illustrated with 
brilliant experiments." Still the British Museum was a very goad 
substitute. Then I was pleased with the Imperial Institute, and 
appreciated Stbauss's band. Although I have yet to learn what the 
latter had to do with the spread of the British Dominion. And I was 
delighted with the State Balls and the Ascot races. I was pleased, too, 
with my visit to the Board School* And there seemed to be much 
doing in the Houses of Parliament. But what struck we mo»t of all 
was the great prosperity I noticed everywhere. There is no poverty 
in England. All is rioh. Everyone is great. There are none who 
are not powerful; it is marvellous, but true. I should like to 
return to this great oountry to learn a little more. I have not yet seen 
a paper printed. I have not dined at the table of those who are 
responsible for the gaiety of nations. I have not watched the manu- 
facture of a clock. I have not examined waxworks. I have not 
risen in the air in a balloon, nor sunk below the level of the sea in a 
divinff-beli But all this pleasure can wait till I pay England a 
second visit. And I am pleased to find that oeitain places are myths, 
the more especially as these places were said to be " disgraces to 
civilization. There is no East End. There are no prisons. Poverty 
is a word that has become obsolete. Everyone is satisfied. A strike 
never happens because all Englishmen are contented. This is the 
lesson that I have learned at the hands of the great British Govern- 
ment. It is stranpe. but undoubtedly true, that the English nation 
has no " seamy side," So I leave the country of prosperous content 
with a salaam of heart-felt respect. And now for Paris, with its 
wicked distractions. I hope I may survive. In the meanwhile 
Britannia, Brave, Brilliant, Beautiful and Beneficial, farewell ! 

P. 8.— Always supposing I can overcome my terror of mat do mer. 



Highly Pbobable.— For a draught of a new Irish policy the 
present Government is pretty sure to return to the Old Butt. 



THE ELECTION PLEASANT PHRASE BOOK. 

{For the use of Unpopular Candidates expected to accept attacks "good- 
naturedly? 1 ) 

I ax much obliged to you for the unsavoury egg. 

Pray do not apologise for breaking my arm with a stone three inches 
in diameter. 

Thanks for that pail of mi d emptied over my head and hat. 

It is really capital fun being pelted with grave L 

Never mind having smashed my dog- cart and killed the hors9 
attached to it. 

Really, dodging this stem of bludgeons is the most amusing occu- 
pation imaginable. 

Never mind having crushed my tkull, as I really wanted a chanoe 
to give a good turn to the local doctor. 

Finally, I would willingly acknowledge all these little humours of 
a contested election in a spirit of genial amiability had you not 
unfortunately broken my jaw and reduced me to a condition of 
semi-insensibility. 

GOOD NEWS, AND STRANGE TOO! 

The Northern Railway Company of France, as the Daily 
Telegraph informs us, has decided to spend four millions of francs 
in improving its rolling-stock. This move ought to send up all its 
" stock" in the market Also there is to be a train of an entirely 
new pattern, replete with every convenience, running in corre- 
spondence with the London Chatham and Dover Company's most 
convenient continental eervioe. This is first-class (and second also) 
news for persons about to traveL The D. T. further says that " the 
adoption (f bogies will make the running easy." Gocd gracious! 
The cutting and running would oome quite naturally to most of the 
passengers on beholding only one " bogey " ; but when it comes to 

bogies," there would be a general stampede ! Very kind of the 
Northern to A> adopt " bogies. Some pcor little orphan bogies, left at 
the door of a Bogey-Foundliog Hospital, deserted by their ghostly 
and unnatural parents, but "adopted" by the spirited Great 
Northern of France! ''Hush! Hush, Hush, it is the Bogey Train!" 
But no tricks on travellers, spirited Gnat Northern cf Franoe. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

I spoke last week of the General Election, mow particularly with 
regard to its influence on the speakers who take part in it A treatise 
on this aspect of the matter has yet to he written. One of the main 
points to he determined will he the amount of influence exercised hy 
the speech, not on its hearers, hut on the speaker himself. 

Nothing is more remarkable than the rapidity and definiteness 
with which a speaker's opinions crystallise during the course of a 
speech. Let us assume, for example, that a Radical candidate has 
been approached on the subject of an Eight Hours Bill, and- in order 
to gain time, has promised to deal with it in his next speech, at the j 
same time giving an assurance of general 
sympathy. Probably he has not thought 
much about the question before. In the 
evening he will speak upon it; and sud- 
denly, to his own intense surprise, he will 
find himself declaring that all legislation 
will be vain, all sodal effort fruitless, until 
the load of toil that presses on the mass of 
his fellow- oountrymen is lightened, and 
a universal Eight Hours Bill is carried 
through both Houses. 

Ob again, a Conservative is confronted 
with the question of old-age pensions. Pre- 
cisely the same process takes place, and 
under the necessity of convincing himself, 
while endeavouring to oonvinoe and to 
please his audience, he will vow never to 
oease his efforts in support of Mr. Coakbkb- 
laik until a general system of State pen- 
sions for the aged is established throughout 
the United Kingdom. 

Bo it is with votes of thanks and lauda- 
tory speeches of all kinds. If you have to 
move a vote of thanks to A., a politician 
whom you do not specially admire, the odds 
are about ten to one that you will describe him as a great statesman, 
a profound thinker, an eloquent orator, and the man of the future. 
All this may be due to your having embarked on a rhetorical period 
which required more words than you had prepared yourself to supply ; 
and in the agitation of filling up the gap, and rounding off the period, 
you say what you had not the remotest intention of saying when you 
got on to your lc gs. Henoe come in after years parallel columns, and 
aggravating charges of inconsistency. 

It was roses, roses all the way. But that was some time ago in 
the case of Mr. Isaac Hotle, late Liberal [Member for the Heywood 
Division of Lancashire. He was asked to support Mr. Sjtapi the 
Liberal Candidate at this election, but he refused to ** take any part 
in sending Mr. 8s ape to Parliament, charged with duties for which, 
as I think, his votes show he has no qualification." The receipt 
of this letter caused the greatest excitement in the Division, 
and at the Heywood Reform Club Mr. Hoyle's portrait has 
heen smashed to pieces and thrown out of the building. It is 
stated also that his subscriptions are being returned. Clearly a case 
of adding Hoyle to the flames of controversy. 

Mb. Thomas Mjlvaiit, the Conservative who vainly endeavoured to 
oust Sir Wilfbid Lawsov from the Cookermouth Division, was once 
a great boxer— a heavy-weight champion amongst amateurs, if my 
memory serves me. In the course of his late contest he addressed a 
hostile meeting at Dearham. Many questions were put to him. One 
was, "What weight was ta when thoo was a boxer?" Mr. 
Mn.vAnr'8 answer was, " I was 13 st. 8 lb. That was twenty-eight 
years ago, and I have not had the gloves on ainoe." {Laughter and 
cheers, and a Voice : " Would you like to have them on now f ") " I 
am quite prepared to give any of you a turn, if you want one." 
{Great laughter and cheers.) 

Whbk a Candidate, heckled by enemies, finds 

All his efforts to keep the place still vain, 
Let him try one resource ere he pulls down the blinds, 

And conform to the model of Mil vain. 

For when politics palled he referred to the years 

When his skill as a boxer was lauded ; 
An allusion to gloves won him laughter and cheers, 

Which was more than the " point of his jaw " did. 

In a provincial contemporary I find the following startling infor- 
mation, under the heading, "Mothers of Great Men." Schumann's 
mother was gifted in music ; Chopin's mother, like himself, was 



very delicate ; Wordswobth's mother had a character as peculiar as 
that of her gifted son ; Raleigh said that he owed all his politeness 
I of deportment to his mother. There are other statements aboutother 
mothers, but those I have quoted may suffice in the meantime. What 
I want to know is why any reasonable human being should care, or 
be supposed to care, about these ridiculous scraps of information col- 
lected from a rubbish-heap of useless knowledge. Here is another 
that I cannot leave out : Haydn dedicated one of his most important 
instrumental compositions to his mother. Amazing. 




In the parish of Bwaffham Bulbeok (Phoebus, what a name ! ) there 
are apparently two bridges. At the adjourned quarterly meeting of 
the Parish Council the other day, Mr. C. P. Fysojt in the chair, "it 
was reported that Bridge No. 1 required to 
be re-built. • . . The Chairman reported 
Bridge No. 2 required the same treatment, 
and eventually the whole matter was ad- 
journed "—presumably in the hope that in 
the interval the bridges would rebuild 
themselves. 



HOW I LOST MY POLL. 

Mb. Punch, Honottbid Sib,— By way of 
supplementing efforts of Daily Chroncile to 
obtain authorised statements showing cause 
for defeat of certain distinguished candi- 
dates, have secured following satisfactory 
explanations, for authenticity of whioh I 
have pleasure in vouching. Have sup- 
pressed names of men and places, thus sacri- 
ficing verisimilitude on altar of discretion. 

A. explains:— Opponent started with every 
natural advantage, having only appeared in 
constituency three weeks and two days ago, 
and being entirely unknown. ( Ownne igne- 
tum pro benefice.) I, on other hand, had 
been on spot for flve-and- twenty wears, and 
was only two well known* 

. — _ — _ b. explains :— Attribute my defeat (by 

exaotly 4529 votes) to over-confidence on part of my supporters. 
Seems that recollection of ample margin ox two (one voting-paper 
"by whibh I was returned to late Parliament produced reek- 
Jpable apathy, 



less and ^ _._„_ 

C. explains :— Mistake to suppose that Local or any other Veto had 
appreciable bearing on result of election. Fact is that opposition 
chartered every available traction-engine to bring up rural electorate. 
All other traffic practically suspended. Terrorised owners refused to 
risk, their stables in unequal struggle. Was reduced to average of one 
horse a piece f or my f our-in-hanas. Also other man's wife prettier 
than mine. 

D. explains :— Am author of many standard works of blood-curdling 
adventure, largely among blacks. Found myself besieged one day in 
headquarters by what I took to be murderous contingent of enemy. 
In all my books of fiction, hero would have hacked his way through 
midst, if only with open penknife. Stern reality quite a different 
matter. Fell back upon services of local fire-brigade. Turned out 
afterwards that crowd actually consisted of admiring readers and 
political friends all caper to draw me, by pardonable ruse, into display 
of heroic qualities as depicted in my popular writings. Disillusionea 
by me, and damped by fire-brigade, mob went off and voted for other 
side. 

£. explains :— Had Women's Suffrage existed, am confident should 
have been returned by handsome msjority, being single and bit of an 
Adonis. As it was, fatal gift for attracting feminine attention 
alienated younger male electors. Other candidate solid family man 
without physical charm. Has been said that beauty is a curse. In 
own case must unhesitatingly admit soft impeachment. 

F. explains:— It arose m this way. Had arranged beforehand 
that pole of carriage should snap in two during ascent of heavy 
incline in very heart of borough, idea being that partisans would be 
compelled to un-horse vehicle and personally propel it along in semi- 
triumphal progress. All went well till it oame to pushing. Then 
was seen that weight of fellow-passengers (three obese stump-orators 
sent down by Caucus) overtaxed strength of small body of sup- 
porters, men remarkable for intellectual perspicuity rather than 
brute force. Notwithstanding laudable efforts carnage receded, 
slowly at first, then, (raining impetus, rushed with incredible speed 
full into plate* glass window of Matob*s grocery-store. Self and all 
three orators hied profusely. Should add that Mayor warn ex- 
ceedingly popular politician of heterodox views. Cause of my Party 
completely ruined by shocking fiasoo. 

Kindly observe, dear Mr. Punchy how insignificant a part seems 
to hav<» been played in above elections by great and vital questions of 
day. Let me hear if you want any more of these explanations, dost 
me nothing. Tours, Sflefbidb Mxnbax. 
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A PSALM OP AUGUST. 

{For the Circular Tourirt.} 

Tell me not* in Bummer numbers, 
11 Holiday! are but a dream ! " 

If yon hold that vaoa are slumbers, 
Well— things are not what they seem. 

Cook ii real I Gaze in earnest I 
And the earth's end is their goal ; 

M Bust" thou art, and " bust* 1 returnes 1 * 
Sing they to the tripper's soul. 

Not enjoyment— rather, sorrow 
Greets the tourist on nis way ; 

His to toil, that each to-morrow 
Find him farther on his way. 

Tours are long, and Time is fleeting, 
While we dire diioomfort brave ; 

In globe-trotting , record-healing, 
Pleasure surely finds its grave. 

Let u\ still, each town be 41 doing/' 
Since ll tow-rowing !l is our fate — 

Them, half- del d with guide- pnrsmog, 
Brag o'er those at home who wait I 



"Fobwood Boys."— Sir Arthur Foawoon, 
the new Baronet, observes the Day-by-Day- 
iatiaal writer in the Daily Telegraph. * * is not 
to be confounded with his brother, Sir William 
Fonwoon." Why not ? Why interfere with 
the liberty of speech on the part of some 
Radicals, who might say "Confound 'em 
both ! " Or, in the words of the National 
Anthem, " Confound their politics." 

Omitted from the Gracious Speech of 
H.R.H. thb Prince of Wales at the open- 
ing of the Southampton New Dock.— " I 
appear here as the Judge, at whose word the 
prisoner is to be let into the dock, and, sub- 
sequentiy, let out f gain. Ladies and gentle- 
men, the prisoner is— the water." ( Cheer $.) 




I3p3 

PRESIDING DEITY. 1895. 

Venus An— iline bye— omene. 



J0EY1NC AT THE PRINCE OF WALES'S. 

Three have been Joes not a few on the 

stage. Coming down from the time of Joe 
G ei malih, we pass on the way Joseph An- 
dretc» , Pa U and Partner Jbtf, Poor Joe from 
Bleak Mouse, and many other Joes until we 
come to Gentleman Joe, hansom cab- driver. 
played by Arthur Roberts. The question and 
answer in the old idiotic nigger eong applies 
appropriately here, with slight adaptation : 

Wh*t I de Joe ? Yes I de Joe, 
Spruce Joe kicking up nhiud and afore, 
Kitty Loftus playing up to Mister Jon. 

And with the assistance of the always grace- 
ful PnrLLiB ISROTiGHTON^-of whom Gentle^ 
man Joe might have sung, hut doesn't, 
" Phtllib is my only Fare "—aided also by 
the pretty- voiced Lbttte Skarle, helped by 
the sprightly earnestness of Hiss Clara 
Jrcrs, who has turned over a new leaf and 
come out as a page, and kept moving by the 
dashing "go" of Miss SADIE Jrromr (not at 
all a sad eye" nor a "say die" lort of 
young lady) as Latepe Potts, this two-set 
musical farce, beginning as a kind of High 
Life below Stairs end ending any how > offer- 
ing, as it does, opportunities to Our Only 
Arthur for introducing into it any amount of 
" diversion" in the way of new songs, eccentric 
speeches, nods, winks, becks, and wreathed 
smiles, may be oontinuing its sucoessf ul career 
in the summer of * 96. there being no apparent 
reason why its run should ever stop, that is 
aa long as Gentleman Arthur Joe Roberts 
handles the ribands as the popular Cabbing-it 
Monster. 

A NEW Title.— Out Grace, the cricketer, 
is not made a 4t Sir " or raised to a dukedom. 
There is, however, in view of present craze, a 
great chance for conferring the greater honour 
on a champion bicyclist. His title would be 
" The Duke of Whebltngton." 



SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

A Dividend Deserved.— The Glasgow Town Council has been 
running its own tram-oars for a year past, and has cleared more than 
£20,000 of profit for the citizens out of the business. There is huge 
rejoioing on the Clyde, and no wonder, as the result is due to sheer 
good nianagement/without over-charging the public or over-driving 
the drivers. The Tramways Committee reports : — 

Further, the Committee hare given effect to what they believe to be the 
general feeling of the citizens- viz., that the ears, which necessarily form a 
notable feature of the streets of the city, should not only be tasteful in 
design and colour, and comfortable for psasengers, but also that their 
general appearance should not be marred or their destinations obscured 
by advertisements. 

Moral for many southern railway, tram, and omnibus companies— 
Go and do likewise ! Moral for Glasgow citizens— Get carried over 
your tram-lines often enough, and you '11 carry over a big; dividend 
to decrease your next year's rates ! 

Sub-lime !— This is how " business " is transacted by some of the 
Toughal Town Commissioners. The question was— who should 
supply them with lime ! 

Mr. Kennedy. I propose that thirty-nine barrels be bought and paid for. 
Mr. Lemghum. I propose that he supply the lime at Is. per barret 
Mr. Long (warmly). I tay the Board oan*t do anything of the kind. 
Mr. Loughlan. You '11 ret choked if you don't keep cool (laughter). 
Mr. long (excitedly). Take care of your windpipe (laughter). I suppose 
he awe you a few good lumps of time (loud laughter). 
Mr. Lovghlan (jumpmg up excitedly). Now that is a gross insult. 
The Chairman. Order, order, gentleme 



Mr. Maxchip called attention to the fact that some of the children did 
not even touch their milk gruel and dry bread which was served out for 
breakfast. On Friday morning when the visitors were at the 'Workhouse at 
t even o'clock two buckets of milk gruel were taken out to the pin. Mr. 
Man chip proposed that the Medical Officer be asked if he would be good 
enough at his earliest convenience to consider whether a change could be 
made in the children's diet. The Chairman thought if the gruel was 
sweetened with a spoonful of treacle the children would then like it. It was 
agreed to give the Chairman's suggestion a fortnight's trial. 

Congratulations to the Bath children on being; e-manchip-ated 
from their old diet I 



Then Toughal's worried chairman raised a cry of " Order ! "—when 
A lump of old white limestone took him in the abdomen ; 
And he smiled a wan official smile and walked out at the door. 
And the tongues of Long and Louohlam interested him no more. 

Porxers and Paupers.— Bath Workhouse purs " live on the best 
of good cheer" in the form and substance of milk, so the municipal 
pork and rate-aided bacon ought to be prime. The Bristol Mercury 
reports a meeting of the Bath guardians, when 



For securing " absolute impartiality" in conferring; the prizes at 
the Llanelly National Eisteddfod, the judges had r * a pit dug for 
them/ 9 into which they disappeared during the progress of com- 
petitions, so that participators oould not " fix them with a glittering 
eye," and compel them (by hypnotio means) to award a prize. Sir 
Joseph Barnby— warbling, tofto voce. ''This is my time for 
disappearing "—greatly enjoyed these dives to the bottom of the 
well in search of Truth, and no doubt the norel departure "assisted" 
the blindness of Justice. But, so far as dignity is conoerned, " Oh I 
thepit-yofit" 

We read of a cooky at Claughton, 
In music she was a self-taught 'un 

But her mistress, I fear. 

Said 'twas nothing but beer 

that caused her cook to vociferate hymns and, in her harmonious 
enthusiasm-to return home towards midnight and hammer loudly at 
the door. We know not whether this melodious cuisiniere's recipe 
for cleaning fii^irons 4 ' with a wet rag and a bncket of water" is 1» 
be found in Mrs. Glasse's Art of Cookery, but the learned Judge 
decided in favour of the mistress, against whom Mart Rogers 7a 
poetical name forsooth) bronght an action for unjustifiable dismissal. 
Alas ! poor oook. > She must, henceforward, do her stewing without 
singing and her f ' mashes " without melody. 



When Mr. Hrnry McCalmont jives " receptions'' they will be 
styled, not " sotWes," but " After-flewnes." 



VOL. CIX. 



62 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAK1YARL 



[August 10, 1895. 




"DOTH NOT A" MEETING' LIKE THIS MAKE AMENDS!" 

Duke of W-Hm-nat-r (as they come ovtoj Pu Ball, Clutter). " Exobllbbt Spbboh, Sib I So vbby kikd of you to comb I " 

Mr. O. "Doifr mbntion ir, Duxb. If thbbb 'b ohb thiku I lies xobb thah anothtb, rr 'b a Non-Foutioal Mbbtoco |" 
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A SOLILOQUY IN ST. JAMES'S PARK. 

(By a Socialistic Loafer.) 




Besoide the worter in Sin Jimes's Pork, 
1 'ye stritohed metelf ter snooze hnnder this ole tree— 
Bat oawn't, for all the keokle, screech, an' squork, 
From these yere dnoks an' swans, an' sim'lar poultry ! 

Them fowls is kep' np orf the Nytion's fun's ; 
If yer ohuoked stones at 'cm there M he a fuss mide 
Ther 're.reg'lar hustin' with the kikes an' buns 
As they gits frowed by hevery kiddy's nuss-mide ! 

I'll lay a femily end liv fur weeks 
On arf the sereps them iyzy hoidle duoks re- 
-jeeks hevery hour, a-turmn' up their beaks, 
An' wallerur in comfit an' in lux'ry ! 



Whoy should the loikes o' them 'aye hall the luck, 

WhoUe seoh as me f It's skendalus, Is'y 'tis, 

That— jest beoos I ain't a bloomin' duck— 
Sereoiety don't grub and board me grytis! 

Some d'y we '11 mike hour yioes 'card, in 'owls 
0' ryge, an' s'y to— well^ no matter y oo it is— 
*• Ain't we more fit ter live nor worter-fowls ? 
We 're yumin beans— not feathered sooperflooities ! " 

I 'd oop thet one jess waddlin' hup the grorss, 
An' twist 'is neck— Vs honly fit zur oookin' ; 
I would, on prineerple. as bold as brorss— 
Hthat&erobloomin' Keeper wasn't lookin' I 



. "Ok! Liza."— Another subject for Chevalier, A speoial meet- 
ing was held in Liverpool to protest against the presenoe of Oookney 
costers who, it was asserted, seriously injured the business of 
Iiverpodlian " market-tenants." Mr. Walker (is he of the cele- 
brated Hookey branoh of the family P) averred that he had "seen 
a cosier with his barrow standing before the Lord Mayor's shop for 
half-an-hour." Our sympathetic soul weeps at this gross injustice 
to the worthy syndic, and we trust it will not oost-er mm too much. 
But, as the lawyer remarked, de coetibue nan est dieputandum. 



ft C. News. Latest (last Thursday) as to School Boabd 
Squabbles.— Mr. Bowie wanted to have his Bowie-knife into Mr. 
DieeLE and others ; but was prevented. A Bowie, not very sharp 
and without point, is rather a useless weapon in a fight. 



"WubmWubk!"— At BexhiU-on-Sea the "Improvement Com- 
mittee"— (how wise of Bezhill-on-Sea to have instituted a perma- 
nent "Improvement Committee," otherwise it might become 
Bexhill-a^-Sea!)— has engaged the exclusive servioes of Herr Wurm 
and his band. New motto for this new watering-nlaoe, " Hie Early 
Beaks-'ll catch the Wurm." The musical pabulum here provided 
will be known as "the Diet of Wurm's." Band to play during 
every meal Likewise ** Wurm Baths " with music The eminent 
conductor will Wurm himself into favour with everyone. 



The Daily Telegraph notifies a novelty in return tickets intro- 
duced by the South London Eleetrio Railway. •• The return half of 
the ticket is usable at any time." The idea being not " Go as you 
please," but " Go as we (the Co.) please, and come back as you like," 
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THE EXTINCTION OF THE HORSE. 



Squire. " Isn't that the Mars, Coper, you hopkd to make three figures of as a Lady's Hack I" 
Local Dealer. "Yes, Sib, this is her, worse luocI She'll have to go for a 'Gabber' now— unless I boil her down 
for Bicycle Oil I " 



LA GEOGBAPHIE DE LONDBES. 
2 Monsieur Punch. 

Monsieur,— ./« viene oVar river— but hold! I go to write in 
english, whioh I know enough well. I am oome to London to this 
Congress of Geographs. I cross the Sleeve-r-to Mancha 1 how *%y 
you r Ah la douleureuee travereie, the chlorous tracer*? ! la fiae, 
the train arrives at a station. I seek, I regard, I read the soap, the 
mustard, the other rSclame$—bow say yon?— hut not the name of 
the station. Then a cry, " Londonbndgl " Ah, it ia the station of 
London! Saprieti, how she is little this station 1 La gave de 
Londree no more great than a station of banlieue t near to Paris. Bh 
well, I descend immediately. I seek my baggages, I go to rind a 
fiacre, a "anscm." Then in English I say to the coacher, " George 
Street, Number Forty." " OlraYttseu," say he. What is this that 
this is that that ? I comprehend not But all of same I mount 
in carriage and we part. 

Soon we arrive. Hold! This is a street of commerce; there is 
there but offices. And not of number forty. 

"Nottir, insounaiahP" say the coacher. Ah. I comprehend! 
"No," say I, "not here." "Minnoriss f , 'sayhe. " How P" say I; 
but we are in road. Hold! Again a street of commerce— but of the 
most villain. I auger myself. I cry, " Coacher, I have said you 
George Street." "Olraitt, inaounsiah," say he, "this is George 
Street." " Not here," I respond, " Is there two George Streets P" 
Then he swear, he laugh ; he ask that he may be blown ; he say 
more, that I comprehend not In fine, he say, n Taona HL" Again 
a George Street But here some warehouses only. Then the coacher 
say, " Shoditoh," and we go. Again a George Street! Still more 
small! Again one time I anger myself . I ask to him, " Where go 
youP" He say, "Which H^orge Street is itP" I say, "George 
Street, London." Then he laugh again, and he swear : and he say, 
"OUaouaL" Again a George Street ! Tvns, o>esi*mb*Umt> But 
it is but a street of commerce, and very little. " Iahngtoniv" say 



he. What! again a George Street P Sqpristif Quelle villi / If 
they love the name of George, these English! But.no, still a poor 
little street " BlakfraYahs/' say the coacher. We traverse some 



street^ some streets, without end ! In fine, see there number forty. 
But it is a little shop. Mills tonnerree I Pae encore ! M Youstonn 
Road," say he. Again some streets, some streets, without end! 
And again a street of commerce. And again the number forty is 
a shop! SacrS nem oVune pipe J "lissn Gtov," say he. Again 
9om*tolometre$ to traverse. What! Again a George Street P How 

C 

repose 



many of them is there, of these George Streets P And again, as yc 
say in english, "No go." But all of same we go, for the ooaohi 
say " Manshestasqusiah." I shut myself the eyes, and I repoi 
myself. 

Ah, that value* better! In fine, a better street And see, there 
number forty ! What joy ! In fine, I arrive. How it is fatiguing, 
this course in Londonjtong of three hours or more ! I descend. I 
demand my friend. What? He live not here P He is gone? Ala 
bonne heure ! " One more," say the coacher. " What," I cry. 
"again a George Street P" " less, maounsiah, Annovasquaiah." 
Then this one is not the house of my friend, this one is not the George 
Street that I seek! "Que le diabh enters— 

But we continue, we arrive, in fine, it is here. All exhausted I 
descend* How much pays one the course in London P In Paris it is 
1*50. Ah I in London it must be one shilling and half. This one 
has been a long course ; I go to give a good pourboire, one shilling. 
I offer to the cabman two shillings and half. Then he cry, he swear, 
he descend, he wish to fight me. I say, " It is not enough P How 
muchP" He say, "Tenbobb." What is this {hat this is that that P 
In fine, my friends oome from the house, they explain that thajb 
wishes to say. " Ten shillings," they say he has reason, and I pay 
him. It costs dear the cab of London. But it is equal to me, for 
now I go to pronounoe a discourse before the Geographical Congress 
on the George Streets of London. He will be of the most interestugs, 
of the most curious. I beg you, Mister Punch, to make me tike 
honour of to oome to hear nim, and to agree the assurance of my 
sentiments the most extinguished. Aueu&TE, 

Z- ^ 
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THE POLITICAL UGLY DUCKLING. 

(Fragments of a Brummag&m Fairy Tale,) 

It wm in a big town in the Midlands that the Ugly Duckling 
first ohipped shell. "Cheek! Cheek! Cheek!" squeaked the 
youngster as he erept ont. How big and ugly he was, to he sure! 
Not a hit like the other ducklings. In fact he was a portent, and 
a puzzle. 

However, the ugly, grey-coated youngster, took to the water, and 
swam about like the rest. "He's every inch my own child, after 
all," ssid the old duck. " And really he 's very pretty, when one 
comes to look at him attentively. Quack! quack I" added sho; 
" now, come along, and I '11 take you into high society. Now move 
on, ana mind you cackle properly, and bow your head before that 
old duck yonder, who is the noblest born of them all. Now bend 
your neck, and say ' Quack ! ' " 

But the Ugly Duckling was sn odd bird, as well as an ill-favoured 
one, and gave much trouble and excited much jealousy in the duck- 
yard. He quacked indeed, but he would not bend his head or bow 
to the old duck properly. 

•* He remained too long in the egg-shell," mused the maternal 
bird ; " and therefore his figure, like his manners, is not properly 
formed on the true duck model. But as he's a male duck it won't 
matter so much. I think he'll prove strong, and be able to fight his 
way through the world." Which was true. 

But at first the Ugly Duckling had a baddish time of it He was 
bitten, pushed about, and made game of, not only by the ducks, 
but by the hens. They all declared he was much too big, ana 
fancied himself too much. He certainly was not graceful, and he 
had a cooky, self-assertive sir which irritated the Conservative Old 
Cockalorums. He was always making unexpected and undueklike 
sorties, " alarums and excursions," and lifting up his rauous-oauous 
voice against the time-honoured rules and respectable conventions of 
the duck-pond. So muoh so. that they nicknamed him the " Daring 
Duckling, 1 ' and prophesied that he would oome to a bad end. 

So he ran away, and flew over the palings. 

• • • r • • • 

He had many adventures, and various. He dwelt for a time with 
a lot of wild ducks in a marsh, and even struck up a sort of friend- 
ship for a swarm of wild geese, who wanted to do away with domesti- 
cation and destroy the "tame villatio" tendencies of gregarious 
goosedom, and abolish barn-yards and duck-ponds, peacocks, and 
game-fowls, and guinea-hens, and poulterer's shops, and pdti define 
gras % and other checks on liberty and incentives to luxury. But 
somehow he didn't get on with the wild ducks for long. He was 
so much wilder than they, and wanted his own way too much and 
too often for the old and recognised leaders of their flocks. And as to 
the wild geese, why he soon lost sympathy with their '* revolutionary 
programmes" and " subversive nohemes," wbiohhe learned to regard 
indeed as a sort of wild gcose chase, and deride and denounce as 
vehemently as he had aforetime praised them. 

" 1 think I '11 take my chance, and go abroad into the wide world," 
said the Duckling. 

• ••••• 

One evening, just as the sun was setting, there came a whole 
flock of beautiful large birds from a grove. The Ugly Duckling had 
never seen any so lovely before. They were dazzlingly white, with 
long graceful necks : they were swans. They uttered a peculiar cry, 
and then spread their magnifioent wings and away they flew from 
this cold oountry to warmer lands across the open sea, as was their 
usual custom. They rose so high that the JJflj Daokling felt a 
strange sensation come over him, a sort of delicious vertigo. He 
turned round and round in the water like a wheeL stretched his neck 
up into the air toward them, and uttered so loud and strange a cry 
that he was frightened at it himself. Oh ! never could he again 
forget those. beautiful, happy birds, so gracefully fleeting against a 
primrose sky. He knew not how those birds were called, nor 
whither they were bound, but he felt an affection for them, such as 
he had never vet experienced for any living creature. And he more 
and more lost love for, and patience with, all his old associates, ducks 
or geese, wild or domesticated. 

• ••••• 

The Ugly Duckling now felt able to flap his wings. Theyrustled 
much louder than before, and bore him away most sturdily ; and 
before long he found himself in a noble park, a nobleman's park ; 
indeed, the dainty demesne of one of those who " toil not neither do 
they spin." It was quite Beaconsfleldian in its beauty, with its 
smooth emerald sward and umbrageous elm-avenues, its dusky 
cedar clumps and tail-spreading, crest-sunning peacocks. 

M Dear me!" mused the Ugly Duckling. "It is strange, but I 
feel quite at home here!!!" 

Three magnificent white swans now emerged from the thicket 
before him: they flapped their wings and then swam lightly on the 
surface of the water. The larger one (whose beak bore the letter S 



as a * 4 nick ") was dark and haughty of mien, the second (whose beak 
was branded B) was slim and exceeding graceful ; whilst the third, 
a solid and even rather sullen-looking nira, was beak-stamped with 
a legible D. 

44 1 will fly towards these royal birds," cried the Ugly Duckling. 
And he flew into the water, and swam towards those stately swans, 
who turned to meet him with sail-like wings the moment they saw 
him. 

" Why, he is one of us I " said the darker and statelier of the 
three. Almost ! " he added, eotto voce. 

The Ugly Duckling was startled at the remark. But looking at 
his reflection in the smooth lake he was more startled still. # His own 
image was to his eyes no longer that of the Daring Duckling, much 
less of the Ugly One. It was smart, smooth, sleek, swelling, in fact 
swan-like 1 1 ! At any rate, he thought so, and so, indeed, the other 
three swans seemed to think* 

He preened his feathers, and puffed forth his plumes. He flapped 
his wings, and arched his neck, as he cried in the fullness of nis 
heart: — 

" 1 never dreamed of such happiness when I was the Brummagem 
Ugly Duckling." 

It matters not being born in a duck-yard if one is hatched from a 
swan's egg ! 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Im Leisure Time, by W. S. Ma von (Elliot Stock) is, so my 
Baronite reports, a daintily-bound little volume of blameless verse, 
unambitious, as may be inferred 
from its title. The author writes 
like a classical scholar, his lines are 
fluent and melodious, his metre and 
rhyme unimpeachable, while some of 
the poems, such as ** Zaleuous " and 
" A Vision," rise distinctly above the 
general level. In others there are 
passages which my Baronite— a sadly 
prosaic and matter-of-fact person- 
owns to havingfound slightly obscure. 

For example, in the following 
couplet : — 

" In rain the fiokle demon sport* 
With fetid remnant! of decay." 

He quite failed to discover what 

particular— or rather anything but 

particular— demon is referred to, or why he should amuse himself in 

so eccentric and unpleasant a manner. 

Nor, my Baronite says, was his conception of contentment greatly 
assisted by this somewnat complicated comparison :— 

" Contentment if a lore-oommisaioned barque 
Sailing a self-less sea— a sea whose flood 
Is ordered alway by the laughing guns 
Of Virtue's fortaliee, whose armament. 
Primed with rose-petal powder, doth diteharge 
In generous rounds of sympathy with all, 
Scattering happiness, whose smile betrays 
The pangless hurt." 

But that, he is quite willing to admit, may be rather the fault of 
his own imagination than the poet's. Again, in a poem entitled 
" Love's Messengers," the author writes :— 

" Flit thou along on softly feathered feet, 
Noiseless, thou shadowy-pinioned minister, 
And gently fan, with midnight gab, my sweet, 
Lest thou awaken her." 

Which, to my Baronite, suggests the difficulty that, if the minister 
fans the lady with his shadowy pinions " gently,' 1 he will fail to 
produce any thing resembling a n * midnight gale"; on the other 
hand, if he performs the part of invisible punkah so energetically as 
to suggest a gale, he can hardly help awakening her unless she is a 
very heavy sleeper indeed— and might give her a cold in the head. 
Surely this is rather an unfair dilemma on which to place a feathered 
minister of any denomination. 

But after all, poetry, as my Baronite fully recognises, is not 
meant to be judged by so literal a standard, and it maybe cheerfully 
conceded that there are many people who make a less profitable use 
of their ' * Leisure Time " than Mr. mavob has done. In which opinion 
concurs Td Lbisubecy Basov ds Boox-Wobms. 




Hop(e)ful T/rawBArTaif nr Kent.— Sir Israel Hast, of Hythe, 
thinks that if his friends do their work well, he may yet find in the 
Hytheians an Israel-light-hearted constituency. Sir Israel is a 
Jew fesprit. Digitized by VJ^V^L\| 
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THE BICYCLE AGAIN. 

applicant for the Situation of Cook. " Before I go, i' lease. Ma'am, may I ask your Servant to show me the Basement ! I 

MUST SEE THAT YOU HAVE A CON V EN LENT PLACE FOE MT BlOf CLE I " 

Mistress* m 0f course I have seen to teat. You will find a Room set apart. Only I must tell yott that I don't 
allow Rational Dress I M 



FOR THE TAILORS 1 CONGRESS AT VERVIERS. 

L Why should it take nine tailors to make a man ? 

2. Ou^ht you out ft coat according to your cloth, or according to 
the fashion r 

3. How do yon cook a tailor's goose P Should it be hasted ? 

4. In England is the most suitable seaside resort for tailors 
Weskit-Gn-Sea, or Sheerneas sur la cute ? 

5. Shall a prize he given for the beet essay on the advantage of 
having a pair of Pantaloons on the stage in a Pantomime ? 

0. Is it a matter of universal complaint that a tailor should not b 3 
allowed to play billiards because he scarcely passes a day without 
cutting a cloth'/ 

7, "What price for the best tale of a coat f 

8, Is it proved to satisfaction that Shakbfxare was a tailor from 
the fact of his having written Measure for Measure f 

9, Whether, for the next International Yacht Race, the tailors 
should enter a catter ? 



Good Badminton* — Among the contents of Longman 1 * Bad- 
minton Magazine is an article oy the Markka o' Oban by on Grouse ; 
St7BAN t not Black- eyed nor Rebellious, hut Conn tees of Malmesbury, 
writes cleverly on her perch, and on the matter of salmon the Countess 
would count for a lot in any ex-salmonation* Lord Onslow on alow 
and on ouiok McyoUng ; ca^itaL C.B. Fky, not one of the Small Fry, 
elves his ideal of a cricketing day, which Is to be known as a ** Fry- 
day," Then who is it writes a tforid account of fishing in Florida ? 
'tis M t a att, The question cf * * What ' s on at N e wmarket P " is plea- 
aantlv answered by Alfred Wats-on at Newmarket. On * * Old Sport- 
ing Prints." Peek: writes with point And on ** The Alpine * Bistres s 
Signal 1 Scheme " there is a paper by C. T. Dent, who has been, more 
or less, ft Re- si- dent on the spot, as this in -denture witnesseth, 

"To the Rane of Major-Gen eeal have risen 1 " — Critic, 
From ft paragraph in last week* s Truth we extract the following : — 
"Another scandalous 'selection 1 job has just been perpetrated at 
the War Office. Colonel Teotter, who has been promoted to the 
rank of major- general, has seen no war service, and has no pro- 
fessional claims whatever upon the authorities," If this information 
be correct, the colonel should be remembered by the distinctly 
Diokensian title of M Job " Trotter. 



THE LAST KNfGHT OF THE BEASOK. 
On Monday, July 29, Sir Augustus Harris, bidding fare- 
well to a tjpical *95 Co vent Garden audience {house crowded in 
every part), seized the opportunity to present one of his lightning con- 
ductors with a * l baton of honour. In a spontaneous speech, Drurio- 
LANFsdeolared that Sigoor Manclnfuj had "worked like a Trojan" 
and the announcement waa received with sympathetic applause. 
Still, it was thought possible by those present that the pleasant and 
prosperous impresario was in search of something that he had seem- 
ingly lost—* ' a little poem of his own," We have no hesitation in 
publishing ' the I following lines, entitled Sans Adieu, found in the 
neighbourhood of the C. G. orchestra. If they are not from the pen 
of Druriolanus, they ought to have been : — 

You will wave it, you wiR wield 
it 



Not fareweU, my Mancinelli I 

MAECrNKLLI, au repair / 

As harmonious fraUtti 

We shall meet again I Espoir ! 
Take, oh take this shining baton. 

You 're a marvel 1 O, si sic .' 
When you've got it, with your 
hat on 
En vacance you'll cut your 
stick, 



Always, my conductor prime, 
Never up again you '11 vield it, 

Ever living to heat time ! 
Grasp it, use it, Mancinelli I 

Highest praise to you is due I 
With it beat Old Time to jelly, 

Till Conductor Time beats 
you ! 



More Honours. 
Motto for Sir William Dunn: " Ce qu'ii fait c'm bim faiU n 

likewise "Just Dunn enough*" 
For Mr. John Tomlinson Brunner, M.P., a Brunneretcy, 
Motto for Sir A. B, Forwood : "En want! et plus en avant 

que jamais?* 

"H.M.B."— Should H.M, the Xiog of the Belgians ask H. M. 
Stanley, M.P m to return to Congo-land, the inquiry wired will take 
this simple form " Congo t " and the answer must be Can't go." 
On dit. The H.M.'s have aettled satisfactorily. 

Medical Congress.— Explanation: -The "Anti-toxin" party is 
against the use of a dinner bell or gong* They do not agree with 
Lord Byron, " The tocsin of the soul, the dinner bell." 
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THE NEW KEEPEBS. 



8QUIB1 Bull (to 8-l-sb-by and Ch-mb-bl-f). "WELL, MY MEN-NO W I'VE TAKEN YOU ON, I SHALL 



BIGGER BAGS THAN I'VE HAD LATELY." 
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REMINISCENCE OF A RECENT POLITICAL CONTEST. 

Harmless Individual (%oho has suddenly and unexpectedly been assaulted and battered by 
inebriated party). "You Soouhdril! What's the mbabtxq of this?" 

Inebriated Politician. " 'Lioesiiuks, OLE Fla ! 'Lkoeshubs !— (hie) " 

[Comes a cropper himself. 



.THE METING OF TBE WATER- 
RATEPAYERS. 

[" The New Town Hall in Mare Street, Hack- 
ney, was altogether too small to hold the crowda 
who came last night (August 1) to protest against 
the action of the East London Water Company in 
cutting down the supply o? water during the past 
few weeks.**— Evening New.] 

Ant-" The Meeting of the Waters." 

Thsbb is not in the whole land a meeting so 

meet' 
Ai that of the ratepayers held at Mare Street. 
Ho mare's nest they r d found, no, the Hack- 

neyite heart 
Was hot at the new Water Company start I 

It was not that Nature had stinted supply ; 
That Monopolist pretext appears "all my eye." 
Twas not summer parching of river and rill, 
On I no— it was something more troublesome 
stilL 

'Twas that greed and neglect had combined, 

it is clear, 
To make Hast Hnd water deficient and dear ; 



And Monopoly now the supply must im- 
prove. 

Or more than mere Mare Streets will be on 
the move. 

Big Monopolist Mammon, how calm could 
you rest 

With your dividends high in the way you 
love best; 

But when water runs short, and di se as e s in- 
crease, 

The East End won't leave you and your 
Water at peace. 



Gully- YEm— Mr. Balfoub's decision as to 
not disturbing the Spbabbb in his uneasy 
chair was e-gully awaited, and is, it is hoped, 
accepted e-gully by all parties. So now, in 
>, Mr. Gully will reign re-gully. 



his chair, 



Latest Fashio jr.— Bicycle dinners and 
suppers have been the vogue. Piece de rS- 
sistance is of oourse "Cold Wheel" This 
dish is selected because whatever the number 
44 wheel" is sure to go round. 



LEAYK OP ABSENCE TO AUGUST- 
OUT DALY CO. 

AuGuarnr Daly's Company has left us just 
as play-goers had taken a fancy to Nancy 8f 
Co. To paraphrase the old refrain— 
And all their fancy 
Dwelt upon Namot 
The play called Nemey £ Co. 

It went as a lively laughter-raiser should 
go, with Miss Ada Rehab excellent in every 
way ; Miss Maxim Elliot charming; Jambs 
Lbwts inimitably funny, and Mr. Wobthdt g 
("quite a Brigntfun," as Waostaff says) 
capital That the fun of a farcical oomedy 
should be kept up through four acts is a 
tribute to the original work and to the skill 
of its adaptor, Mr. Daly himself. " Vive la 
Compagnte!" etaurevoir! 



A Sportsman's View of It. 
Cwabbbblatw vice RosbbbbyI What fun I 
The change means order, peace, and lots of 
tin for us. [won 

What are the Derbies twain young Primrose 
To the New Markets many Job will win 
for us P 



"AFTER THE CALL WAS OVEB." 

(Notes for an Additional Chapter to the 
History of Eullibulgaria.) 

The Deputation did their very best. They 
were most anxious to make thugs smooth. 
M He whom they detired to obey" would wear 
an inferior sort of crown, robes of ootton- 
baoked velvet, trimmed with imitation fur. 
He would not give away orders— he would 
only take them. He would not command the 
army, save as an agent acting under direc- 
tion from the Master. There is nothing he 
would not do to secure the goodwill of his 
great, his benevolent, his all-powerful Master. 

The Bear was very amiable. The Bear was 
pleased with the Deputation and with the 
nation they represented. And having said this, 
there was nothing further for the Bear to say. 

44 But, most powerful of powers, mest 
clement of sovereignties," urged the Deputa- 
tion, "there is another matter needing 
decision. How about the Prince ? " 

"What Prince P" softly murmured the 
Bear, in a tone of curiosity combined with 
astonishment. 

" The Prinoe we wish to serve." explained 
the Deputation ; " the Piinoe who desires to 
serveyou." 

41 Hive you read the Treaty of Berlin P" 
asked Bruin. "It is a most exoellent agree- 
ment, and deserves special attention. Does 
the name of any Prinoe appear therein P " 

"No," replied the Deputation; "and the 
same painful omission is observable in the 
Almanac de Gotha. So we would petition 
on our knees that the painful omission should 
be supplied. We ask that the Prinoe " 

"Stop! stop ! " cried the Bear. " You are 
talking; of a myth. As Mrs. Gamp— a well- 
known Englishwoman — once observed, 'I 
don't believe there ain't no sech person.' So 
think I, and so thinks the Treaty of 
Berlin." 

And so the Deputation returnedfrom whence 
they came, and "the Prince" oontinued to 
" take the waters " without obtaining the 
cure he desired. It was disappointing to His 
Highness, but not to the Editor of the 
Almanac de Qotha. who found a revised 
edition of his exoellent periodical was, at 
least for the present, unnecessary. 

What title will Baron bb Wobms take P 
Viscount Chktsaus ~ 
Le Due m Papillob 
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PASSION AND POETRY. 

I was immensely strode, a few days ago, 
by a passage in a speech recently delivered 
by the Archbishop of Caxtkbbuky, in which 
he explained his method of dispelling these 
passing fits of ill-temper from which, alas ! 
not even Archbishops are wholly free. " At 
times," so ran the report of His Grace's 
words, " anger or irritation came upon him. 
but on the table he kept a book of pleasant 
poems, of which he would read a few lines, 
and the irritation would melt away." Imme- 
diately I determined to follow this noble 
example. It was unfortunate that the " book 
of pleasant poems" was not described more 
specifically— oonld it be the verses of Mr. 
Abthub Chbistophbb Benson?— but I 
bought a pocket volume of Selections from the 
Great Poets, which oontained enough variety 
to suit every case, and then looked out for an 
opportunity of trying the Archbishop's plan. 

I had not long to wait. That very evening 
I came across my uncle Bobbbt at Clapham 
Junction, in a furious rage at having just 
missed the last train to Slowborough, where 
he lives. At once I produced my volume. 
and in slow and emphatic accents I read 
aloud some three or four hundred lines from 
" Paradise Lost." I was about to add one or 
two of Wobdswobth's sonnents, when I 
realised that my uncle had long since dis- 
appeared, and that I was surrounded by a 
jeering crowd, who evidently supposed me 
to be a member of the Salvation Army. 

On the following morning I received a 
virit from Snips, my tailor. He was im- 
polite enough to suggest a settlement of what 
he termed my " small aooount," a demand, 
as I politely but plainly assured him. which 
was altogether absurd. As he showed distinct 
symptoms of irritation at this juncture, I 
began to read him a scene from Measure for 
Measure. Strangely enough, this seemed 
only to irritate him further, and I understand 
that he intends to take proceedings against 
me in the County Court. This second un- 
aoeountablef ailure of the Arehbiahop'sremedy 
greatly surprised and pained me, but I de- 
cided to give it another trial. 

This morning I was playing golf with my 
friend Magfoozle. At no tune a skilful golfer, 
Macfoozle's form to-day was worse than 
ever ; whenever he made a bad stroke— and 
he seldom made a good one—he. indulged in 
the most violent language. Fortunately my 
volume of poetry was in my pocket. When 
he completely missed his drive at the second 
hole, 1 read him Colbbidob's Defectum. 
When he broke his mashie at the fourth, I 
treated him with copious selections from in 
Memoriam. Finally, he got badly bunkered 
while playins; to the fourteenth hole. For 
some ten minutes he smote furiously with 
his niblick, only raising prodigious clouds of 
sand as the result of his efforts. This was 
clearly a golden opportunity for the Arch- 
bishop's cure, "ansrer and irritation" but 
faintly represented Macfoozlb's rage. Seat- 
ing myself on the edge of the bunker, I 
began to read aloud The Ring and the Book 
with the utmost pathos. Over what followed 
I prefer to draw a veil It is enough to say 
that a niblick is a very effective weapon, and 
that I write these lines in bed. . 

When I recover, I really must call at 
Lambeth for fuller directions. The archie- 
piscopal remedy for angry passions does not 
seem invariably happy in its results, as far 
as my experience goes. 



The Maxt-Liquob-Ttpplbb's Maxek.— 
"Nihil ale-ienum a me pewter":—* Nothing 
in the shape of beer comes amiss to me if it *s 
in a pewter." 




AN EYE TO EFFECT. 

Little Dives. "Oh, by thb way, Bilaibs— awfully bobby to cut you out, you 

KNOW— BUT I 'VE JUST PROPOSED TO LADY BARBARA, AND SHE '8 AOOBPTBD MB, AND WB *BB 
TO BB MARRIED IN SbPTBMBEB. AND LOOK BEBB, OLD GHAPPIB ', I WANT YOU TO BB MY 

Best Man. I want to make a good Show at thb Altar, you know I " 



A Chip to the Champion. 

[Mr. Banjitsinhji ia running Mr. W. G. 
Gbacb very close in the batting averages.] 

To the ancient air of " Cheer up Sam ! n . 

Buck-up, Gbacb! 

And don't let your average down ! 
For " Ran jn " teems running you hard for 
first place, 

To collar your Cricketing Crown I 



" Pboud o* the Title."— Sir Henry Jambs 
to be "Lord Jeames," How delighted W. 
M. Thackbbay would have been ! 



By a Reasonable Sad. 

Wet were we whipped? Bads wrangle round, 

But to the cause make scant allusion. 
When all 's summed op, it will be found, 
" Fusion 1 ' has won against Con-fusion I 

A Suggestion.— In latest Observer is a 
capital article by Mr. Eecorr, whose text is 
that "smart" Society transplants to London 
all Parisian fashions that will bear the process. 
The title is " British Boulevardism ; "but one 
still more suggestive of the mixture would be 
14 John-Bullvardism." Perhaps Mr. Esoott 
may adopt this and give us another column. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

In a biographical sketch of the late Bey. Dr. Julius Hawley 
Seelte, formerly President of Amherst College, in America, I read 
that "Amherst made him President notwithstanding considerable 
opposition in the facility. He soon overcame that, and advanoed the 
prosperity of the College in the acces- 
sions to its faanlty and endowments 
that he secured* He soon required the 
students to sign an agreement to be 
gentlemen. A violation of the pledge 
reunited in the termination of their 
careers at Amherst," This sounds 
b trail ge. for it would appear that if no 
pledge had been given the students 
might have behaved as they liked, 
without terminating their careers. The 
idea of solemnly pledging yourself to 
be a 




l of solemnly pledging youi 
i gentleman is quite colossal. 



The Independent Labour Party is 
not dead yet. It is forming clubs* 
just like any ordinary humdrum party. The Western Daily 
Pre** reports that ** At a special meeting held at L&E 1 * Coflee 
Tavern, Bath Bridge, last night > when there were present Mr. W* 8. 
M, Knight, president of the Bristol South Independent Labour 
Party (in the chair), Mewsra, A, Browne, E B. Hack 1 G Vale, C. 
P. Begcklebuust, T. Pole, C. Pake be, and W. Price, it was unani- 
mously decided to open a club for Totterdown and the East Ward of 
Bed minster in connection with the Independent Labour Party, 
Officers and a committee were appointed, and suitable headquarters 
for the club were decided upon. Nothing could be more appropriate. 
Totterdown suggests decrepitude and failure (in thia case at least), 
and Bedminster hints at repose and peace, I offer the suggestion 
and the hint gratis to the Independent Labour Windbags, 

The Loveday Street Canal Bridge {which is, I fancy, in Birming- 
ham) is evidently a demon bridge with a depraved taste for injuring 
children. One day last week it threw John Chice, aged seven, off 
and broke one of his legs. About tire hours later, resenting an 
attempt on the part of Thomas Walton, aged twelve, to climb it, it 
flung him off on to the towing-path and injured his back, A few 
days before that it had precipitated the same Tuom is Wilton into 
the water, whenoe he was reioued with some diilioulty. Evidently 
this is a bridge with an ungovernable temper, and the authorities 
should guard it efficiently. 

The Scotsman informs me that "speaking the other day at 
Haddington, Mr. Balfour glanced scathingly at those politicians of 
the baser sort who seek to confuse great issues by dragging to the 
front petty or irrelevant questions, and the breath of whose nostrils 
is the disturbance of the harmony which should subsist between 
olass and class of the community." On this two questions arise. 
The first is how Mr. Balfoub, an amiable gentleman, managed to 
glanoe scathingly. To soath, as I learn from the dictionary, means 
to hurt, to injure : and, personally, I cannot imagine Mr. Balfoub 
infusing very much venom into a mere glanoe of his expressive eye. 
The second question is how politicians, even of the baser sort, can 
go on living when their unfortunate lungs are filled with a disturb- 
ance of harmony. That they should have sufficient strength left to 
drag to the front petty or irrelevant questions is nothing short of a 
marvel, due allowanoe being made for metaphors. 

A golfer is in trouble, and has confided his difficulties to Oolf. 

Whilst playing on the links at Streetly, on July 16, he drove a ball, which 
apparently fell clear, but which for some time could not be found. After 
some little hunting it was disoovered under a small tuft of heather in a lark's 
nest, resting on the back of a young lark, apparently about four 0eys old, 
together with three lark's egg*, which were quite intact. The golfer was 
obliged, of course, to lift the ball and place it behind, as it would have been 
gross cruelty to have pltyed it from the nest. It was match plsy. Under 
the exceptional circumstances was he bound to lose the hole f The editor 
replies that if a player were a stickler for the law and nothing but the law. 
he, of course, would be entitled to enforce it against his opponent who found 
the ball in the nest. 

A tee for your ball, you may fashion of sand 
(Which is found in the sugar you use for your tea) ; 

Then von spread your legs wide, and you take a firm stand, 
And away with a whack goes the ball flying free. 

if it flies like a bird, there 's no need to explain ; 

If not, then the ways of that golfer are dark. 
Who attempts, though the effort is doomed to be vain, 

To stand, taking tee on the back of a lark. 

These has been some excitement at Weston-super-Mare. The 



" Conservative party organized a reception for the Hon. O. H. 
Jolliffe on his first appearanoe in the town since his election for the 
Wells division. Arrangements were made for those intending to take 
part in the procession to meet the hon. gentleman at the Potteries on 
his return from Banwell Horse Show at TpwiiL, but he arrived in the 
town a quarter of an hour too early, and scores of enthusiasts were 
disappointed. Those, however, who-happened to he early enough 
followed the hon. gentleman, some on foot and others in cabs, to the 
Royal Hotel, the Town Band heading the procession. Mr. Jolliffe 
rode on a coach drawn by four horses, and waeaurjported by several 
of the leaders of the party in the town. Subsequently he addressed 
those assembled." But if Mr. Jolliffe rode on a coach, why was it 
necessary to support him f Moreover, seeing/ that it wss a four- 
horse affair, it seems unjust that the leaders should be talked of and 
that no mention at all should be made of the wheelers." 



Nana Sahib has died onoe more. 

A Mr. William Brown, who was formerly an officer in the East India 
Company's service, and is now residing at San Francisco, gives the follow- 
ing particulars regarding the fate of Nana Sahib. Mr. Brown says that 
he was commodore of the Ganges Fleet in the Indian Mutiny, and was 
attacked by Sepoys under Nana Sahib himself, who was shot m the fight- 
ing, and afterwards died on board Mr. Brown's ship. Nana Sahib's body 
was then cremated, and the ashes were committed to the river. 

Why, oh why, has Mr. Brown, whom I heartily congratulate on 
clearing up the mystery ^k^pt silence for nearly forty years P And, 
by the way .which Mr. William Bbown is he P There must he a 
good many William Brown's even in San Francisco. Before con- 
cluding that the matter is definitely settled, I should like to hear 
Mr. Henry Smith, Mr, Richard Robinson, and Mr. John Jones 
on the subject. 



WHERE NOT TO GO. 



{Hints by our Pessimist Passenger.) 

Amsterdam.— Too mnch sea before yon ffet there. 
Boulogne.— Hot particularly pleasant at low tide. 
Cologne.— The reverse of fragrant at all times. 
Dieppe.— The trap of the tripper. 
Etretat.— No longer what it was. 
Frankfort.— Only good for a change of money. 
Geneva.— Dull and dear. 

Heidelberg.— Too much hill, and too little castle. . 
Interlaken.— The 'appy *ome of 'Abet. 
Jura Pass.— Sure find for Brown, Jones, and fioBHfeoH. 
Karlsbad.— KM or cure. 
Lyons.— Apotheosis of silk monotonous 
Marseilles.— Good place for musquitoee, bad for all else. 
Nice.— Too near to Monte Carlo. 
Ouchy.— Hotel good, but surroundings superfluous. 
Paris.— Too hot. Theatres closed and wideawakes seen on the 
boulevards. 
Quebec.— Dangerous rival to Bath, Coventry, and Jertoho. 
Rotterdam*— Worthy of its name. 
Suez.— Not comparable to Cairo. 
Trouville.— Requires antedating a quarter of a century. 
Uig.— Skyed and out of reach. . 
Venice.— Vulgarised by the steam launches. 
Wiesbaden.— Ebb not yet recovered the loss of its table. 
Xerez.—Long journey for a glass of sherry. 
Yokohama.— Not a patch upon PeJdn. 
Zurich.— Alliterative attraction for zomebody. 



A BQNNE BOUCHE. 

Mr. Wag staff. Ah! I have lived many years in the bush. 

Mrs. Leo Hunter. How interesting I I suppose yon must have 
become almost savage ! 

Mr. W. Frequently, when I couldn't get a 'bus or a cab. 

Mrs. L. H. (utterly astonished). A 'bus or a oab I in the bush 1 1 

Mr. W. (pleasantly). Ah, yes; I was talking of ''Shepherd's 
Bush." Good morning. [Exit chuckling. 

[ ♦*♦ Note by the Bird in the Bush.— In future this little jest of Wagot's 
will be impossible, as it is proposed to re-name Shepherd's Bush, and call it 
Pastoral Park, or All- Askew Park, or something of tne-sort.] 



" Sortes Shaxspbrian^:."— On the new Postmaster-General:— 
" Friend post the Bake of Noafolk." 

Richard the Third, Act iv., Scene 4. 

And we hope his Grace will be "Friend post," and benefit us alL 



A volume of Reminiscences by Henry Russell is promised. 
Evidently this ought to be a " Cheery, Bpys,_Cheery."„ sort of book, _ 
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"THE SECRET OP 
SUCCESS." 

(Modern Version of the Story of 
the Idle and Industrious 
Apprentices.) 

Mb. Goodchud was ad- 
mittedly the most successful 
of merchant prinoes— not only 
finanoiaUy, but morally. From 
a boy the great trader had ad- 
vanced on the road of com- 
merce by leaps and bounds. 
His parents were of humble 
birth and in poor oircam- 
stanoes, and yet he had risen 
to the top of the tree of 
eommercial prosperity. Mr. 
Goodchild had shops, ware- 
houses, wharfs, axd a fleet of 
ships. He had never had a 
reverse. All he had touched 
had turned to gold. This is 
so well understood that a 
description of his enormous 
wealth in detail would be en- 
tirely superfluous. 

"Do you really want to 
know the secret of my pecu- 
niary triumph P" asked Mr. 
Goodchild, when he was 
questioned on the subject. 

M Why, certainly," was the 
reply. How is it that your 
companion, the idle appren- 
tice, came to auoh signal 
grief P" 

"Because he was always 
reading the worst of literature. 
He knew the history of every 
felon recorded in the Newgate 
Calendar, original edition, and 
added ohapters. That brought 
my 'colleague as a boy' to 
such dire disaster." 




DISCRIMINATION. 

Young Mom from the Country (with the affable condescension he supposes 
marks the Man about Town). •"Morning, Coachman! Struts rathbb 

BUST THIS MORinKO, EH ? w 

Metropolitan Driver. " Yuss— a bit the usual way, Sol. 'Ow *s 'Ops 

LOOKIH*?" 



•'And you never perufed 
the pernicious documents P " 

" flever. And I oan prove 
my statement to the hilt/' 

"You never perused them! 
And why not P' f 

"Because," returned the 
prosperous capitalist with a 
gentle smile, " those in whose 
hands my future rested had 
my true interest at heart I 
was never taught to read! " 

And with this suggestive 
announcement (well worthy of 
the attention of ratepayers 
who oan oontrol the expendi- 
ture of the School Board) the 
history of the two apprentices 
is brought to a conclusion at 
onoe pleasing and instructive. 



ARITHMETICAL EXERCISE. 

Letter to the Editor. 

" Sib, — I read in the Money 
Market article last week that 
Dambells Co., I»l* of Man, 
paid 17 per oent Now, Sir, a 
Jong time ago I invested in 
Dnmbells, and use them regu- 
larly every morning; also I 
recommend everybody to in- 
vest in Dnmbells. But where is 
my 17 per oent. P I 've never 
received it. I am certainly 
considerably better in health 
and muscular development 
than I was before my invest- 
ment in Dnmbells. Bat, 
putting this at 5 per cent, 
better, I still want the other 
twelve. I apply, Sir, to yon, 
for further information, and 
am, yours hopefully, 

"A. Wtse Am." 



A QUEBY. 

(By Omar Khayyam.) 

[" WANTED.-An Up and Down Giel; aged 16; English; strong.*' 
—Advertitmtnt in " Times," August 7.] 

Tell me, mysterious maiden, when and whence 
And where and wherefore and on what pretenoe 

You 're " up-and-down " — this 
riddle rede, I pray, 
And rid my bosom of a oare immense ! 

Does " up" mean sky-high, " down," 
upon the ground P 

Is 't on a leo-saw that you bob and 
bound P 
There's more in this than meets 
the eye, I fear— 

I cannot rest until the due be found. 

Are you a damsel, too, that 's in-and- 
out, 

And there-and-baok, and also round- 
about P 
* You may be all at onoe for aught 
Iknow, 

For all I know is clouded o'er with 
doubt. 

Pray, have you golden hair all down 
your back 
A -hanging P Is there something that you lack 

To play with, love, adore— as, say, a Dike 
Whereon to travel up and down a track P 

. What though I ' ve never met you in the throng, 
1 *m glad you 're English-born, sixteen, and strong ; 
Life has its ups and downs (more downs than ups), 
But you 're a new sort— henoe this idle song ! 




JOVE'S JESTEE INTERVIEWED. 

(A Page of Mythology written up to Date ) 

The Traveller from the Earth left his balloon and trod the oloud 
that seemed prepared to reoeive him. As he did this there was a 
peal of laughter which echoed far and wide. 

"Where am IP" asked the explorer in English, for he was 
British-born. 

" You have come to the head-quarters of waggery," returned 
the Resident, recovering from a violent fit of merriment. "We 
are never dull here, we have so much to amuse us." 

"Indeed! And how is that P" 

41 Why, I take a delight in effecting the 
most comical transformations imaginable. 
By the simplest means I can cause an in- 
habitant of the Earth to change his costume 
five times in as many hours. The jest is 
provocative of limitless mirth, especially 
amongst the doctors and the undertakers." 

14 And what are the simplest means P " 

M Why, I will serve up on Monday a ran 
worthy of the most fiery day in an unusually 
sultry August On Tuesday I will send a 
gale and hailstones, suggestive of the arctic 
regions at Yule-tide. On Wednesday I will 
resume the oppressive hoat until streams dry up, and water rises to 
a premium. Then on Thursday I will cover the ground with snow, 
and finish up the week with a deluge." ...... „ , 

The Stranger raised his hat and answered, " The Clerk of the 
Weather, I presume P" tt 

" Quite so," was the immediate response. " And now you must 
leave me to my work, or Englishmen will have nothing to talk about" 

And the balloon onoe more continued its progress amidst a perfect 
salad of the elements. 

44 Very amusing," thought the Traveller, and then he added aloud, 
speaking incidentally the opinion of all his countrymen, " but dis- 
tinctly inconvenient I" Digi tized by VjiOU^ LC 

— — — — ae c>ji_.»! .^j. jxi ■ O 




vol. ax. 
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MERELY A SUGGESTION. 

Mr Pwnch (t j the Shahzadi). "Wouldn't tour Highness like to see the North Pols!" 

[" At the weekly meeting of the Balloon Society on the 6th inst.. Herr S. A. Andres read a paper on the projected Polar balloon expedition. . . . 
He intended, he said, to go to Spitzbergen and wait f »r a southerly wind, which would take him very quickly into the Polar regions." ^. ^. ^ I 

PaU MaU Gazette, Auauet 7, 1895.] 
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TO CHLOfi. 

You're mine " in haste "—and so it ends, 
The nsnal scrambling, headlong letter ; 

Long vanished are the days of friends 
Not otherwise more kind or better, 

Who yet excelled in this respect- 
In that they grudged not time or trouble 

The ehoioest phrases to select, 
Nor wrote their letters " at the double " I 

You're mine "in haste." It's not your 
fault, 

You 're but unconsciously reflecting 
Our modern life, we cannot halt, 

The vioe is now beyond correcting, 
But yet we sigh for old-world days 

When lighter far was toil and worry, 
When life was spent in peaceful ways 

Without the least idea of hurry. 

You 're "mine in haste"— but as I 'm told 

(The saying 's not precisely novol) 
That all that glitters is not gold, 

The fairy palace proves a hovel, 
So, possibly, that age was dull, 

And sinoe you 've graciously oonsented 
To live to-day— it 's wonderful 

And wrong, perhaps— but I 'm contented ! 

You 're " mine in haste." I must devote 

Five minutes to a swift endeavour 
To pen an answer to your note. 

But let me ajgn myself, " Yours ever " ; 
'Tis not an antiquarian taste 

Which makes your phrase earn my dis- 
pleasure 
So much as that " you're mine in haste " 

Suggests that I'll "repent at leisure" ! 



ONE OF THE CflTTBCH MlUTAKT. — Th* 

Venerable Archdeacon Dixisoir oelebrated 
his ninetieth birthday last week. He has 
been in all the hard fighting, and never 
shirked. May he yet long be a Denizen 
amongst us. Prosit ! 



Mas. R. says that, though she has known 
it all her life, yet she could never quite make 
out what is the meaning of the old saving 
that " One man can only stand at a door, 
while another may look over a house." 




REASSURING. 



1 Lob' bliss tee, Sib, that 's all bight, Sib t That aik't a Ply, Sib I 
That 's a bit of Dolt I " 



BALLAST FOE THAT BALLOON; 

Or, Rubbish to be Shot at the Pole. 

Db. AhdbIs, if you're going to the Pole by a balloon, 

(Punch hopes you 'U be successful, and he trusts you'll come baok 

soon,) 
Could you find a little room for some oompinions in your oar P 
We have some whom we should like to see thus travelling afar. 
Place aux dames ! There 's the New Woman whom we really do 

not want, 
And the Female-suffrage female, and the shrieking slave of Cant ; 
There 's the Fashionable Mother who oonstriots her daughters' waists, 
There 's the Woman with a Past, who so pollutes the public tastes ; 
There's the female who is masculine, the male effeminate, 
The Hedonist of hollow heart and paradox-muddled pate : 
There's that big bore the Degenerate, he'll turn up, divil doubt 

him I 
And that other bore, almost as big, who writes big books about him; 
There's the pedlar ox Emotions, and the petty foe of Morals, 
There 's the stirrer up in newspapers of journalistic quarrels : 
There 's the thorough paced denouncer of Creation's horror— Man ; 
There 's the muckrake wielding maunderer on the Mysteries of Pan ; 
There 's the dirty dynamiter, the neurotic novelist ! — 
Oh, take them to the Pole, Sir, I '11 be ha] 
And drop them there— and leave them 1 

missed!" 



py to assist, 

-"they never will be 



Oh account of the vogue for oj cling in Battersea Park this 
summer, the past two months will be remembered as the •' Bike-at- 
Betterseason r 95." 



BY OUR NOTE3-AHD-QUERY-MAN. 

Mem. for the next Historian of England. 

It is probable, from recent discoveries in the Arohives of the 
State Paper Office, that immediately after the time of Cbahmir, in 
oonsequenoe of his having recanted two or three times, the See of 
Canterbury was to have been re-named "The See of Reoanterbury." 
Also the question as to the origin of the name is, we believe, finally 
settled by the fact having oome to light, that, every Archbishop, in 
oonsequenoe of the extent of his diocese and the necessity of his 
taking exercise, was compelled to be (as was Dr. Tait, and as is the 
present Archbishop, Dr. Benson) an exoellent equestrian, and that 
the favourite paoe for proceeding comfortably and expeditiously was 
44 a canter." The origin of the "bury" has yet to be aooounted 
for, as it has been spelt at various times " bevy* " berry" " berie" 
" burrie" " bury." But Kent being an hop county, and beer the 
popular beverage from time immemorial, it is highly probable that 
as " canter" referred to the horse, so " bery " (with the " * " long 
" beery ") referred to the refreshment for man (not for beast) required 
during the journey. This is from an antiquarian point of view most 
interesting. 

" The Cowss Week."— This, read out aloud to a dairyman and a 
butcher, sounds bad ; as the first would be anxious as to the milk, 
and the second as to the veal : for he would argue, "If the cow's 
weak, what '11 the calf be P" 



The Post Laubeateship nr Abbyahge.— Why not go to the 
City for our Poet Laureate ? If a name be any indication, the choice 
ought at onoe to fall upon " Alderman Ryiteb." 
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THE COUNTRY OF COCKAIGNE. 

A MONOLOGUE— WITH A MOBAL. 

BcKXtx—An airless Court in a London back street. Tike— August. 

Jimmy {aged eight, to Flobbie, aged seven). No, I ain't oomin' to 
the Reokereation Groun'. not jess jit, I oara't. . . . I'm goin' ter 
wyte about 'ere till the lidy oomes. . . . Why. 'er as is oomin' to see 
my Mnwer 'boat sendin' me far a fortnight in the kerntry. . . . 
Tus, where I was lent year. . . . It's settled as I'm ter go ajgine— 
leastways as good as settled. My Ferrer 'e 'ye sent in a happlication 
to the R?mitty, and Teacher 'e sea 'e kin reokermend me, an' Mr. and 
Mrs. Delves— them as 'ad the oottidge where I went afore— they 'ye 
ant fur to 'aye me agin— so yer see, Flobbie, it's all right. On'y 
I earn't settle to nnffink afore I know when I 'm goin', an* about the 
trine an' that. Ter 'aye ter roide in a trine ter git to the kerntry, 
yer know. ... Wot, ain't yer never bin there P .. . Yer'dwanterj 
fawst enough if yer knoo what it was loike. . . . There 'sgrorss there, 



an' trees an' that. . . . Na-ow, a 
Groun'— that 's all mide outer old 
griveatones as the deaden 'as done 
wiv. There's 'ills an' bushes an' 
'edges where yer can pick flowers. 
. . . There ain't no perlioe to git 
yer looked up. . . . An' everyfink 
smells so loyeUy, kinder 'elthy like 
—it mikes yer feel 'ungry. . . • 
Not like sassages an' inions azaokly 
— 'tain't that sorter smell. . . • On'y 
'ere an' there, an' yer 'd 'ardly tell 
they teas shops, they kerry 'em on 
that quoiet. • . • Ter wouldn' call 
it poky if yer was there. Mr. 
Del vi s 'e teas a kind man, 'e was ; 
mide me a whistle outer a sioker- 
more brorneh, 'e did; an' Mrs. 
Delves she lemme 'elp her feed 
the ehiokinps. . . . They 'ad a 
garding beyind, an' there was ras- 
berries an' gooseberries a growin 
on bushes— strite, they was— I ain't 
tellin' yer no lies— an' eat as many 
as yer like, yer oould. An' they 



lot better 'n the Reckereation 



was a koind dog. lemme lay insoide 

of 'is kennel orien, 'e would. . . . 

I 'd like ter 'aye a run over thet 

Common agen, too. I dessay as I 

shell— p'reps the d'y arter to- 

morrer. . . . There's a pond on it, 

an' geese, an' they oomes at yer a 

stritohing out their necks an' 

a-'issin' thet sevidge. . . • Na-ow, 

yer've on'y got ter walk up to 'em, 

an' they goes orf purtencQn' they 

took yer fur somebody else, an' 

wasn't meanin' no offence. I ain't 

afride o' no geese, I ain't— nor yet 

Lilt wasn't neither. Wesorapig 

'aving a ring put hoc 'is nose one 

day. 'E 'ollered out like 'e was 

bein' killed— but 'e wasn't. Alt' 

there was a blecksmiiFs, where they 

put the 'one's shoes on red 'ot, an' 

the 'orse 'e never tock no notice. Me an' Lilt used ter go for loog 

walks, all under trees. Onoe she showed me a squill—" tquerl " she 

kep' a-oallin' of it. till I tole 'er 'ow— an' it run up a tree zigzag, and 

jumped on to another ever so fur. That was when we was piokin' 

nuts. We went a blackberryin', too, one day. . . . Na-ow, there 

warn't nobody dead. An' Lilt. • . . Lilt Delves 'er nime was, 

b'longed to them I was stoppui' wiv. ... I didn't notioe partiok- 

ler. . . . Older nor you, an' bigger, an' lots redder 'bout the cheeks. 

. . . She wasn't a bad sort— far a gal. ... I dunno ; I liked all on 

'em. . . . Well, there was Farmer FuBEowa. 'e was very familiar, 

said as 'ow I might go inter 'is horohard an' pick the happles up as 

was layin' there jest fur the arskin'. An' Bob Rumble, 'im as aruv 

Mr. Kbexistee the grocer's cart, 'e used ter gimme a roide along of 

'im wYiati 'a ««.« tilrfn' mnn<1 vwrntAla •«' fliof HXTa *A ma o1a*»» l.nAo 




outside the public round the corner— on'y they warn't none o' them 
gold. I '»peck them gold ones is furrin. ... An' the grub— we 'ad 
beef stike podd'n o' Sundays, an' as much bread an' treacle every day 
as ever 1 oould eat, an' I was 'unary when I was in the kerntry. 
An' when I come away Mrs. Delves she gathered me a big 



noeeguy fur to tike 'ome to Muwer— kjasantimums, marigoles, an' 
dyliere, all sorts there was— an' Muwer she put 'em in a jng, an' 
soon as ever I shet my eyes an' sniffed, I oould see that garding an' 
Hover an' Lilt as pane— but they went bad, an' 'ad to be need 
aw*y at larst. I shall see 'em all agine very soon now, though, won' 
thet be proime, ehP... WhatsyP 'Ere, Flobbie. you ain't 
croywi', are yer P . . . Why don't yer arsk yer Farver if 'e won't let 
you go. ... Oh, I thought as yer wanted to go. Then what are 

F*r P... No, I ain't gled to git aw*y from you. . . . A-oourse 
shell be tied to see 'er ; but that ain't why, it 's jest You ain't 

never bin in the kerntry, or you'd know'ow I'm feelin'. . . . There's 
the lidy oomin' now. I must out across an' 'ear what she sea to 
Muwer. . • . Don' tike on— 'tain't on'y for a fortnight, anyway. 
• . . Look 'ere, I got suthink for yer, Flobbie, bought it orf a man 
what 'ad a tray on 'em— it s a wornut, d'yer seaP Now open it— 
ain't them two little choiner dolls noioe, ehP . . . I'd rorther you 
'ad it nor 'er, strite, I would I ... I 'U be back in a minnit. 

Afteb an Ietkbvax of Tweett-foub houbs. 

No, I ain't bin nowhere partiok- 
ler. . . . Settled? yus, it's all 
settled 'bout me goin' ter the kern- 
try. • . • To-morrer P no, I ain't 
goin' to-morrer. . . . Nor week? 
not as I knows on. . . . Ton wanter 
know seeh a lot. you do ! ... If I 
do tell yer, you'll on'y go an' larf. 
. . . Well, I ain't goin' at all— 
now I 'ope you're pleased. . . . 
What's the good o' bein' sorry t 
. . . Oh, I don't keer much, I 
don't. ... Set down on this step 
alonger me, then, and don' you go 
say in' nnffink, or I'll stop tellin' 
yer. . • • Ton remember me goin' 
in yee'day arternoon to 'ear what 
the lidy saidP Well, when I got 
in, I 'card 'er s'y, "Tus, it'll be 
a great disappintment fur '$m, pore 
boy/' she sez. " arter lookin' for- 
ward to it an' all: but it can't be 
'elped." An' Muwer, she sez, 
"'Is Farver '11 be sorry, too; it 
done Jdckt ser much godd lent 
time. 'E can't pay not more nor 
'arf-a-orownd a week towards it, 
but he oan manage that, bein' in 
work jes now." Bat the lidy sez, 
"It's this w*y," she sez, "itoostis 
us neelly arf a suffering over what 
the pannts pays fur each child, 
and we ain't got the fun's fur to 
send more 'n a few, 'cos the Public 
don' susoroibe ser much as they 
might," she sez. ' * An' so this j ear 
we're on'y sending children as is 
delikit, an' reelly wants a ohinge." 
So yer see, I ain't a goin'. I dun- 
no as I 'm delikit : but I do want 
the kerntry orful bad, I do. I 
wish I never 'adn't bin there at 
all, 'cos then preps I shouldn' 
mind. An' yit I'm gled I bin, 
too. I dreamt about it larst 
night, Flobbie, I did. I was a-settin' on this 'ere step, sine 
as I am now, an' it was 'ot an' stoiflin', like it is: an' all of a 
suddink I see Mr. Eeeni&teb's cart wiv the grey 'one turn into 
our court an' pull up hoppersite, an' Bob Bumble 'e was a-drivin' on 
it. An 'e aez " Jump up!" he sez. "and I'll tike yer back to Mr. 
Delve8's oottidge." And I sez, " May Flobbie come too." An' he 
sez, " Tus, both on 
the lanes, an' I waa 

we come to the turn w 

remember no more on it But it was a noioe dream so fur as I got 
wiv it, an' if I 'adn't never bin there, I oouldn' ha' dreamt it, could 
I, ehP An', like as not, 1 11 dream the rest on it anuwer night. . . • 
An' you must try an' dream your share, too, Flobbie. It'll be 
a'most like bein' in the kerntry in a sort o' w'y fur both on us, 
won't it P 

The Mobal.— The offices of the Children's Country Holidays Fund 
are at 10, Buckingham Street, Strand, and contributions should be 
made payable to the Hon. Treasurer. 




"Now I'm set up!" as the first page in type observed to his 
companion pages in MS. 



Auoubt 17, 1895.] 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



77 



"RULE, 'BRITANNYER'!" 

Being a loyal letter from Mr. Jeames, at Cowes Regatta, to Mary 
in May/air. 

Dea* Maut,— "Rule, Britannyer!" To that sentiment I'm 

partial, 
As there isn't not one like it, not to make a man feel martial, 
Pattryottie, and all that, doar. Bat at this eerblime eon junction— 
Of ryalties and regattas— wy I hntters it with hunotion. 
Rule. Britannyer ! As yon '11 understand I mean the Ryal yot ! 
Hah I Haitoh-Har-Haitoh— Eying bless him !— knows hexactly wot 

is wot 
In the way of yots and racing ; wioh I y m free to own, my dear, 
As I don't. And moresomever it do make me faint and queer 
When I think of Hengland's 'Ope aboard that skittish, sloping thing, 
As looks to my shore-going eyes like a white bird all wing. 
Well, I own I'm not a Wiking ; all /want of the blue sea 
Is a kipper for my breakfast, and a winkle with my tea. 
But the GuVnor, he »s a topper at the nortiekle. Great Scott! 
Ow he do nut on the Brayvo 'Ieks when onoe aboard a yot ! 
He's a puffeek pocket Neptune, wioh a ehubby little chap, 
Looks pertioularly f etohin* in a trotty yotting oap. 
Then he loves the swells— like I do— and it 's sweet to 'ear him tork 
Of his pal the P. of W. and his chum the Book o' Yobx. 
He 's just like a locomotive on the everlastin' puff. 
He enjys hisself like fifty, and he's never 'ad enuff : 
Ida like to 'ear him patter to the cumpanv ashore, 
He keeps his friends a-bustin'. and the table in a roar. 
I on' v wish, dear Mabt, I could phonygraff his chat, 
And Jdnettysoope his haction ; you would roar all round your 'at 
The Cowes Week would 'are been rippin' if it 'adn't bin for rain ;— 



The Solent should be eordon'd hoff for Hemperors onoe a year, 

For a mix o' Margit manners, and Salvationists, and beer, 

Ain't no welcome for a Kyser, no, nor yet a Shszydar, 

As demmooryov is gettin' too permiskus like, by far. 

A orty Owinc Zollkbv didn't ought to be mixed hop 

With Bank 'Olidays and bikes, when he 's a inonin' for a Cap. 

'Tis his seventh Solent wisit, and things went a trifle ram ; 

And if he took the Himnerial 'Ump and nex' year didn't come, 

W 'y it wouldn't be serpnsink, and bus Bulls, and Cowes, would suffer. 

Whatever that Hxmpbbob may be, he ain't no idle duffer ! 

The Guv'nor, he hadmires him most tremenjus ; so do A*. 

It is suthink a'most touohin' for to see him, smart and spry 

In his simple yotting oostoom, with his snowy cap an' ducks, 

A-takin* it so heasy, though he 'd none the best of lucks. 

And his nironolads f ! ! Great Gumbo— as the Guv'nor loves to say— 

They do not spare the powder, and if this is but their nlay, 

/don't wantto see'emwor&sn'. The young Hxmpbbob wniiked about— 

With our Guv'nor on his track, too, don't you make no sort of doubt— 

His hork-heye— the Guv's -woe heverywhere. He watohin' each 

pnff an' pop. 
From the soruboin' of a binnyole or the twirlin' of a mop, 
To polishin' the funnel- tops with rottenstone and ile, 
Wioh he said he watched each mornin', Guv wos in it all the while. 
He fair shaddered the young Etbbb. And the story he 'd reherse, 
With a eloquence and hunotion quite like droppin' into worse. 
And he always soots the haction to the word in seoh a way, 
That when fairly on the cackle he's as good as any play. 
But, 0, Mabt ! it wos orkerd, and yumillyhating too, 
When our yot— her name 's the Poly wop— to git a better view, 
Shoved 'erself a bit too f orrad, and, amidst a general skoff, 
Wos tackled by a snortin' tug, and coolly carted hoff ! 
Guv swore he r d tell his pal the Dook but pVaps that wos his fun; 
He also said he 'd ar»k him why the Meteor didn't run. 
Owsomever " Bute. Britannyer " is quite good enuff for me 

SFhourii the " HaiL Sir " 'ad a hinnuigs). I am nuts on Germany, 
at when Haitoh-Har-Haitoh wos winnin\ why I felt a bustin' throb 
Swell this bnzzum, for I thinks, thinks I, " Old England's on the 

Wich to see her rule the waves, doar, is the haokmy of my dreams, 
So no more at present, Mabt, from your fellow-servant, 

Jbambs. 

At a banquet given in Bristol in honour of the invincible bicyclist, 
Mr. A. A. ZimuBMAjr. a reverend gentleman suggested that the 
Town Councillors should p r es en t the freedom of that city to the two 
champions W. G. Gracb and A. A. Zducbbicak. Another spokes- 
man, on the same festive occasion, remarked that he had heard of a 
book called 7Ammerman on Solitude. He had never seen Zdocbb- 
majt on Solitude, but he had beheld him on a safety. Beally in 
Bristol their badinage is quite brilliant ! 
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TOBY, MP 
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Hume of Commons, Mon- 
day, August 12.— Back in 
the old place. Same ad- 
dress ; same walls ; same 
benches; samestape in short, 
but almost entirely new 
company* Squibb of Mal- 
woon lends friendly look to 
Front Opposition Bench. But 
there are many vacant places 
to right and left of him. 
Where is Johit Moblby, and 

AEHOLD MOBLBT,andSHAW- 

Lefxvbb who saved our 
Commons but oould not save 
his seat among them P What 
gentlett mannered man that ever 
And George Russell and 



has become of John Hibrebt, 
repuleed attack on the public purse ? 

Levrsok-Oowrr ? Was not even a Bftiwr* plucked from the burn- 
ing ? Was " Bobby," in laager behind his collar, out off in the full 
fragrance of Youth and beauty ? 

8 am, looking round on other quarter* of House t cannot refrain 
from dropping a salt if silent tear. "You call this the House of 
Commons/ 1 he said, bitterly, " and find in it no place for Alphbus 
Clegph as P One black man may be as good as another, and even 
better; that is the Mabxtss's afrair. As Viboil wrote of Trajan 
and Tynan* 

Bhowxaooris Kaohdji milii nulb diac-riniiae agetur. 

But how is Parliament going to limp along without our Gobtbbabb, 
our Seymoitb Keay, sua our Don't Keib Habble P I suppose it's 
all right. The Spbakeb will take Chair at usual hour ; questions 
will be put and answered ; Bills will make progress and * the House 
will now adjourn.' But if the House of Commons is itself without 
the eminent persons I have mentioned, 1 at least shall not he able to 
recognise its identity. " 

"Oh, cheer up, said St. Johk BaoDiicr, Premier-maker, 
Destroyer of Majorities, sort of Parliamentary Waewicx. "You 
don't know what the future may have in store for you. There are 
fathomless possibilities in this unfamiliar crowd* It's true no new 
Members, as far as I observed, came down ia a brake accom- 
panied by trumpets also and shawms. But Uos't Ekib Habdib 
didn't live up to that introduction. The fact is t it probably had 
something to do with bis distinct failure. It raised expectation too 
high, and even his eollarle;* shirt, Ms short jicket, his Tweed cap, 
and his tendency to shed papers out of his over-stuffed pockets as 
he walked about the premises, didn't make up what was lacking." 

Whilst Wabwicc Brourick talking, he was constantly turning 
over things in his pockets. Thought at first it was money. " Been 
drawing your salary a quarter in advance ? " I asked, anxious to 
learn the aabits of the new Ministry, 

" No " said WAHwrcB, "it's not that See," ha said, picking out 
handful of small bullets \ ,l these are what we use in the new rifles 
tired with cordite, Nice things you know. Will hop across two 
miles before you know where you are. In the otherpoeket got a few 
charges of cordite. No I Kather not see them P Well, no account- 
ing for prejudice, I mean to keep a supply always unhand, or rather 
in pocket. Opposition not likely to do anything much yet awhile. 
But they *ll try and form up by-and-by. When they do, I'll show 
'em a cordite cartridge, rattle a few of these bullets, with their 
cupTo- nickel jackets , and, poof I they *re off just as they were when 
I defeated the late Government in June. Can't have too much of a 
good thing, What cordite ? s done ones it may do again." 

And the Financial Secretary to the War OtKce walked off, ostenta- 
tiously rattling the contents of his pockets as he passed Cawxill- 
BAlCNE&MAy, who visibly faltered, 

Bmineu done,— New Speaker elected. 



Arcades Am bo. 

Tint Heathen Chinee and Unspeakable Turk 
Seem largely alike, in Gehenna's blank work. 
The earth would smile fairer, methinkp, were it free 
Of Unspeakable Turk and of Heathen Chinee. 
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IDLE SPEECHES. 

"And so that's hek Husband, is it? Looks as if she'd won hi* in a Raffle!" 
11 And ajb if the Tickets fob that Raffle hadn't bbxn veby expensive I " 



THE OLLENDORF GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

THE CHEAP EXCURSIONIST. 

Dn> the good neighbour go by the cheap excursion P Tea, the good 
neighbour did go by the cheap excursion, and so did his wife, his 
wife's mother, ana his tix children. Did he catch the oab of the 
early driver P No, he did not catch the oab of the early driver, but 
he used the omnibus of the .sleeping coachman, who took him as far 
as half-way (half-way as far as). Had the good neighbour to finish 
the journey to the railway station on foot ? Yea, he nad, and so had 
his wife, his wife's mother, and his six children. Are they in a good 
temper, or a bad temper P They are in a bad temper, because it is 
raining, and because the mother of the wife of the good neighbour 
had not wished to go. ' Have they found the right train P No, they 
have not found the right train, but are entering carriages bound for 
another destination. Has the guard of the wrong train disturbed the 
good neighbour, his wife, his wife's mother, and his six children P 
The guard of the wrong train has disturbed them^and has thrust 
them into the bad carriages of the right train. Were not the bad 
carriages of the right train already crowded P They were already 
crowded with the hairdresser, the artist's model, the plasterers, the 
builders, the sweeps, the fruiterers, and the quiet young man who 
contributes poetry to the columns of a local paper. Didnotthe entrance 
of the good neighbour, his wife, his wife s mother, and his six 
children, inconvenience the hairdresser, the artist's model, the plas- 
terers, the builders, the sweeps, the fruiterers, and the quiet young 
man who contributes poetry to the oolumus of the local paper P It 
did, and caused most of them to use bad language {i.e., oaths). Did 
the quiet young man who contributes poetry to the columns of a local 
paper use Dad language P No, the quiet young man who contributes 
poetry to the columns of a local paper did not use bad language, be- 
cause he was in a fit How did the good neighbour enjoy his journey P 
The good neighbour did not enjoy his journey, because he had to 
submit to the smoke of the hairdresser, .the lavender water of the 
artist's model, the snuff of the plasterers, the smoke of the builders, 
the concertinas of the sweeps, the comic songs of the fruiterers, 
and the gasps of the quiet young man who contributes poetry 
to the columns of a local paper. Did the good neighbour have 
to submit to any further lnoonvenience P Yes. he was abused 
by his wife, bullied by his wife's mother, ana plagued by his 
six children. Was the weather at the destination of the good 
neighbour favourable P No, it was not favourable, as it rained 
heavily all day. Did the good neighbour find time hang heavily 
on his hands P Yes, he did find time hang heavily on his hands ; 
but not so heavily as his wife, his wife's mother, and six children. 



Did the good neighbour, his wife, his wife's mother, and his 
six children get sufficient to eat P No, they did not get sufficient 
to eat: but they discussed the broken scraps left at a shilling ordi- 
nary (i.e., ordinary price one shilling). Were they happy to get 
home P Yes, they were happy to get home ; but had to return with 
the hairdresser, the artist's model, the plasterers, the builders, the 
sweeps, the fruiterers* but not the quiet young man who contributes 
poetry to the oolumns of a local paper. Were the hairdresser, the 
artist's model, the plasterers, the sweeps, and the fruiterers more 
noisy at night than they had been in the morning P Yes, they were 
more noisy, because they had all been drinking the much-adulterated 
beer of the prosperous but dishonest publican. Did the good neigh- 
bour arrive at home at last P Yes, the good neighbour did arrive at 
home at last, but more dead than alive (•'.«., aliver than more dead). 
Will the wife of the good neighbour, her mother, and her six 
children go on a similar trip on the next suitable oooasion P They will 
go. but they will not be accompanied, if he can help it, by the good 
neighbour. Will the good neighbour be able to help it r No, the 
good neighbour will not be able to help it ; so he will aooompany his 
wife, his wife's mother, and his six children, protesting. Will the 
good neighbour use good language ? No. the good neighbour will use 
bad language. Will the bad language of the good neighbour be very 
wrong P Yes, the bad language of the good neighbour will be very 
wrong, but it will not be unnatural. 

On the Cards. 

M'Cartht a-oudgelling Hbalt now starts. 
And Healt mild Justin remorselessly drubs. 

Alas, that long over-due " Union of Hearts" 
Will become a Collision of Clubs ! 

Mohopolt.— M. Max O'Rell, who has commonly " a guid oonoeit 
o' hunse!','' and shows it, with more than Soottish— or, as he says, 
Scotch— simplicity, dislikes the monopolist egotism shown in the 
phrase " an English gentleman." " A gentleman of Frauoe " would 
perhaps lean shock his fine altruistic sensibilities. He suggests 
that spelling of a courteous Soot we dub him "an English gen- 
tleman," but were he a murderer should call him "a Scotch mur- 
derer." Perhaps he will write a new book, and call it ** John Bull 
and his Bile." " It is wonderful " (he continues) " how John Bull 
manages to monopolise all that is good, and let the rest of the world 
partake of what he does not want" Well, not entirelv, perhaps. 
For example, Jomr Bull does not wish to " monopolise " Max O'Rell 
himself, though, of oourse, he is " good," and full of " good things." 
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"THE SOONER THE BETTER." 



First Pouter (A. J. B.) " COME MATE ! PUT YOUR BACK INTO IT-WE 'VE GOT TO SHUNT THIS BEFORE 

WE CAN GO OFF DUTY ! " 
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JUSTIN THE TERRIBLE! 

J. M'Carthy {with dim reeolUctio* of Mr. Pmtty as the "Rev. Robert Spalding"). " Do YOU 
Know, Timothy, it you oo on liki this, I shall havs to or vmrt cross with you 
1 SHALL bially havs to oivs you a eooo BAUD KMOOKl" 



HARRY ON 'ARRY. 

["There it no doubt whatever that a large 
number of Englishmen abroad conduct themselves 
in a manner which brings discredit on our country. 
. . . Such demonstrations, indeed, are taken to 
mean that our countrymen desire thereby to show 
their consciousness of superiority over foreigners. 
. . . We do not want '* Hakrtb " to disgrace us, 
no matter whether the " trippers" ride in first, 
second, or third-clat s carriages." 

The " Echo " on " English Tourists Abroad. 1 *] 

Dear Brans,— I have got the needle, and 

got it exceedingly sharp. 
This 'Abet— I mean the ead-ooekney well 

known to " the 'Eath and the 'Arp"— 
It becomin' no end of a nuisance all round ; 

bat I think yon '11 agree 
It is nlayin' it pretty low down when they 

mix np that mongrel with me ! 

One would think the dropped aitoh and apos- 
trophe ought to have labelled thai brand, 

Wbioh the Comics, in picture and patter, 
have scattered all over the land; 

But surely some new Trades Mark Act must 
be wanted exceedingly bad 

When Haxbt. the traveling Briton, is 
jumbled with 'Abby the Cad. 



Just glanoe at the cutting enclosed. Now I 

travel, in silks, as you know, 
And Paris and Lyons to me are familiar as 

Bradford or Bow. 
But a gent is a gent, though in trade, and 

abroad just as much as at home, 
And the manners that pass in Pall Mall ought 

to do for Berlin or for Borne ! 

I'm sick, my dear fellow, of readin' about 

British Gads on the trip, 
And the way that theyrough-uptheforeigners. 

Every French barber or snip, 
With a back that's all hinges and angles, 

will read us a lesson on form, 
And the penny-a-liners at home back him 

up, and we— bow to the storm I 

It's rot, and there's no other word for it! I 

mean rebellin' for one. 
All this talk about 'Arries Abroad, which the 

ink-slingers think such prime fun. 
Is all unpatriotic knock-under, poor tame 

cosmopolitan cant. 
And as much a true mil as the chat of that 

sour Mrs. OBxmxojr Chaitt. 

If there's anvtibin' gives me the hump, it is 
hearin' Old England run down; 



And your Bads, and your Gads, and your Cook- 
tails, all haters of Class and the Crown, 

Are eternally bastiu' Jomr Bull on his 
bullyin' airs and stiff back. 

it gives me the very go-nimble to hear 

their oontemptible clack ! 

They charge us with bounce and bad manners, 

with trottm* around in queer togs, 
With ohaffin' the waiters at cafi$ % and treatin' 

the porters like dogs. 
They say we raise chines in their churches, 

and mock their prooessions and priests ; 
In fact, if you 'd only believe them you 'd 

class us as bullies and beasts. 

Now J say a Briton's a Briton wherever he 

happens to so. 
He has got to be " taken as written," with 

freedom his briar to blow, 
His flannels and bowler to sport, his opinions 

and tastes to express. 
As he would in Hyde Park or the Strand, and 

he won't be contented with less. 

He takes "Rule, Britannia " along with him, 

young Johv* y Bull does, you bet ; 
And it 's no use for Oermans to grunt, and it 's 

no use for Frenchmen to fret. 
We've got to be free, my dear fellow,— no 

matter if welcome or not,— 
And to slang us as " 'Arries Abroad" for 

that freedom is all tommyrot. 

That Johnny who writes about 'Abby— in 
Punch don'teher know— is a Bad, 

1 can see it as plain as be blowed ; and he 

labels the lot of us "Cad" 
If we've patriot hearts and high spirits, talk 

slang, and are fond of a spree, 
But Am^Abby'b no class, and it's like his 

dashed cheek to confound him with me ! 

He 's done heaps of mischief, that joker, along 

of his levellin' trick, 
Of tarrin' the classes and masses, without 



any judgment or pick, 
th one sweepin' smudge of \ 
Cad! Cad I Cad !-aU over the shop !- 



his tar-brush. 



I'm sure Ae's a bloomin' outsider, and wish 
Punch would put on the stop. 

/like easy ways and slang-patter, J'm Tory 

and patriot all round,— 
As every true Englishman must be who isn't 

an ass or a hound, — 
But your ill-spellin', aiteh-droppin' howler, 

with u two quid a week"— as he brags— 
Isn't me, but a Batteriea bounder with big 

bulgy knees and loud bags. 

I did do the boulevards onoe in 
striped knickers and straw, 
I admit; 

And onoe in a Catholic church 
I will own I did laugh lit 
to split. 

But then, foreign tastes are so 
funny, and foreign reli- 
gions eo rum ; 

And if they will play mumb>- 

i'umbo, how can a smart 
ohnny keep mum ? 

It is all the dashed foreigners' fault. They 
don't relish our up-and-down style ; 

They smirk and they play monkey-tricks and 
then scowl if we happen to smile. 

They hate us like poison, and swear 'tis be- 
cause of our " swagger and bounce," 

But it's Bull's fightin' weight that they funk, 
and by gad, they know that to an ounce ! 




steam, and feel 
KfiAn w jji round. 



There! I've let off the 

better! We need "Coalition 
We gents, against Cad-dom, and Bad-dom, 

— they don't differ much. I '11 be bound — 
We 've got it in Parliament— rippin' I— and 

if the same scheme we can carry 
In social arrangements, why then 'Abby 

won't be confounded with Habby. 



82 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



[August 17, 1895. 



SCfiAPS FROM CHAPS. 

(tar a Cross Bench.— The Union 
of Hearts does not seem to have 
spread as far as Limerick, if the 
meetings of the Limerick Rural 
Sanitary Board are any test One 
member expressed an opinion 
that the Conservative Government 
wonld do as much for the 
labourers as the Whig Govern- 
ment had done. 

Mr. M'MAHON.-We'll give them 
a cbanoe. 

Mr. M Inebvbv. — We have got 
very little out of the Liberal Govern- 
ment. 

Mr. Mob an.- Bad is the be§t of 
them. 

The dii cuuion then ended. 

This is unkind to Mr. Moblit. 
Perhaps a stave of a popular Irish 
melody will run thus, — 

(kh,the8edhriveUin' Saxon Govern- 
ment*, 

They dhroire us patriots mad ! 
The wont of 'em 'g nnspakable, 

And the best of 'em it bad ! 



41 A Ijitlb Moke Cedrr too. 9 ' 
— " The National Association of 
Cider Makers," says the Bristol 
Mercury, "is taking energetic 
measures to ensure more atten- 
tion neing given to the cider com- 
petitions at agricultural shows." 
And it can't make its measures 
too energetic— not even if it turns 
an average consumption of a pint- 
measure into a quart. What 
beverage beats cider cup— unless 
it be perry cup P At present the 
only people at the shows who are 
allowed to taste the cider are the 
judges. But the public want to 
taste, too— give them a taste of 
eider, and they '11 get a taste for 
it in no time. And rival makers 
want to taste each other's pro- 
ducts, so as to make their own 
better. "Cider on tap" is the 
motto for the shows, and the 




WHAT, INDEED! 

" Look hibf, Doctor, my Son wants ms to ssnd him to 
College, and hk spills it Coudqe. Why haven't you taught 
him bbttxr?" 

"Ah— I'm afraid that mbbs Spilling is not taught in our 
Curriculum I " 
"Then what on earth a taught in your Curriculum ? M 
[The Doctor suddenly remembers that the Sixth Form are waiting for 
his Lecture on Sophocles. 



West country will thus be given 
a deciderdly useful " leg-up. 1 ' 

Puhris Reverentia I— The ad- 
vertisement question in tram-cars 
is " up " again before the Glas- 
gow bailies. The Town Council 
has banished these disfigure- 
ments, but it seems there are 
still Philistine bodies who long 
for the good old flaring coloured- 
poster days. Witness this account 
of a recent meeting :— 

Mr. Battsrsby pointed out that a 
large revenue eoula be derived from 
advertisements on the can, and he 
did not see why the committee should 
look over such a thing. 

Bailie Patom said that personally 
he was dead against putting adver- 
tisements on the can. If any neces- 
sity arose they had that source of 
revenue. He would not spoil the 
beautiful appearance of the can by 
vulgarising tnem. 

Mr. Battbbsby. —That is all senti- 
ment of a very puerile description. 

Perhaps. But as there happens 
to be a large balance to the good 
on the working of the oars, why 
not allow the " puerile senti- 
ment" to have play ? We could 
do with a lot of this kind of 
puerility and sentimentality down 
south* 



Good Old Sax!— Our belief 
even in the " respectability" of 
Samuel Pkpts is gone for ever. 
The Bright light recently thrown 
on him by the indefatigable 
Mtkobs Bright has done the 
trick. This skilled and uncom- 
promising decipherer of the 
Pepysian shorthand will be re- 
membered in connection with these 
volumes as " Under -My* on* 
Bright.*^ 

Appropriate Spot fob a Pro- 
vincial Bicycle Club. — Some 
Rural Wheellage in the Wheel'd 
of Kent 



IN BE THE I. 0. C. E. V. C. 

The suggestions I was permitted to make on a recent occasion 
concerning the future of " the Devil's Own " having been productive 
of a perfect torrent of letters, I hope that I may be allowed to reply, 
before the commencement of the fast-approaching Lonr Vacation, 
through the columns of a paper that for more than half a century 
has been the recognised organ of the 
Bench, the Bar, and the other branch 
of the legal profession. First let me 
repudiate, with the scorn it justly 
merits, and indignation which has 
moved me to tears, the contention that 
in calling attention to the compara- 
tively falling fortunes of the Inns of 
Court I was " making a bid for the 
cbiffship of the battalion." Although 
willing (no doubt in common- with 
every other Englishman of right feel- 
ing) to shed my blood to its last drop 
in defence of my country, I can see 
no possible good in accepting "the crown and star" of the 
I.O.C.R.V.C. No,Ipreferthe u stufP ,, oftherankBtothe ,4 Eilk" 
of command. So the forensic wag, who apparently found time during 
the pauses of a contested election in a wavering constituency to de- 
pict me as a colonel with Pohtthgton as my orderly, wss at fault 
in his conclusions. His rough-and-ready pen-and-ink sketch, 
although strongly resembling Sir Hbkbt Irvtvo in the character of 
Don Quixote, was not without a certain rude kind of merit When 
I inspect it (and probably I ihall examine it frequently) T shall be 
reminded of the talents of one who, had he not been a " &.C., M.P.," 
might have become the rival of RowLAKneoir, the peer of Gilrat, 




and the modern extinguisher of the less serious of the Old Masters 
of the sixteenth century. But to return more immediately to the 
subject of my correspondence. 

"The Brightest Ornament of the British Bench " writes to me to 
say that he considers " The Brook Green Volunteer " was the pre- 
cursor of the Inns of Court I respectfully submit to his Lordship 
that he is in error. The Brock Green Volunteer was the solitary 
representative of his battalion. I am happy to be able to say that the 
11 Devil's Own," although no doubt reduced in numbers, has never 
on parade presented so inbigniheant a " field state." Consequently, 
the statement that " the regiment is likely to diminish to its original 
proportions " is a prophecy founded upon a misunderstanding and 
nourished upon a fallacy. 

The proposal of "One who bows daily to his Lordship during 
Term Time" is excellent My correspondent suggests that the 
Junior Bar. n«t immediately concerned in the business of the Courts, 
should drill silently in open Court Of late it has been ordained by 
the Red-book that commands may be conveyed by gesture. Thus, a 
Judge trying a case, by raising or depressing his arms, or clenching 
his fist, might cause the not-immediately-employed Bar to ** turn " 
to the right or left, or even to "lie down." This last command 
might be deemed satisfied by the Wig-wearers "coming to 
the sitting posture smartly." At the close of the day's proceedings, 
his Lordthip might rsise his left arm to the height of nis elbow, upon 
which the temporarily-unemployed might take up their dummy 
briefs, and hold them at " the recover." The hand of his Lord- 
ship brought towards the face, with the thumb pointing: in the direc- 
tion of the nose, might cause the juniors to " turn" right and left 
" Then, when ihe senior usher raised both his arms towards the 
ceiling, the stuff-gownsmen might march to their front through the 
corridors until they dismissed without further gesture of oommand 
in the robing rooms." Altogether capital! "One who bows daily 
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SOCIAL PRECEDENCE. 

Gbntlbmsn entitled to Babe Abms. 



to his Lordship during Term Time" should publish his suggestions 
in pamphlet form, to be sold at the popular prioe of a penny. 

A Junior of Fifty Years* Standing" considers that no one should 
he admitted to sn Inn of Court who was unwilling to join the ** Devil's 
Own." He declares that he himself has done infinitely more work as a 
rifleman than as a counsel "And yet," he adds, " I found the labour 
very light. I do not believe I attended more than one parade in the 
oourse of a year on the average." I may add, that possessing the 
name of "A Junior of Fifty Tears' Standing," I can vouch for 
my learned friend's accuracy, eminence, and ability. 

44 A Judge who prefers Newmarket to the Law Courts," proposes 
that the corridors should be utilised as a drill-ground. " Let the 
Briefless Brigade drill therein during Term time, so that they may 
be ready to hand if needed." A very valuable suggestion. 

"One who takes three years of practice to earn a quarter of 
chambers' rent" suggests that " The Devil's Own " should adopt as 
its regimental motto, " Retained for the Defence." Considering the 
numbers of the battalion, I am afraid the device would have a sar- 
castic significance. And now, in all sober seriousness, can nothing 
he done to put the grand old corps on its former satisfactory footing r 
It has an illastrious past— most of the best known men at the Bar 
belonged to it— is it impracticable to secure for it an equally illus- 
trious future ? Men wno. for half a lifetime, have stood shoulder 
to shoulder in defence of their clients' causes can surely adopt the 
same satisfactory and honourable position to protect the interests of 
the ancient battalion. Let Bench and Bar work with a will, and 
" The Devil's Own" will be worthy of its title. And with this 
prophecy (whioh sounds well, but is delivered subject to counsel's 
revision) I bring my communication, already too long, to an abrupt 
conclusion. {Signed) 

Pump Handle Court, Aug. 10, 1895. A. Briefless, J or. 



A most SrxsifT abb Discbeet ECCLESIASTIC.— There is a 
reverend personage who, every year, and especially during the 
summer season, must hear any number of Amantium confessions, 
and his name is " Father Thames." Let lovers beware of a " bab- 
bling brook." 



REACTION, 1895. 

(See the " Daily Chronicle " of August 6.) 

Reaction 's in the air, and (so to speak) 

Its trail is o'er the Chronicles own pages- 
Witness " An Unknown Q, matity " this week, 

Whose meditative J-pea disengages 
Be rebus omnibus a keen critique. 

Extravagancy and levity, and fads 

Have been o'erdone, it seems, sinie Eighteen-eighty 
(Or thereabouts) ; but, our observer adds, 

John Bull has this year grown more wise and weighty, 
Less " new," less yellow— and has chucked the Ha Is. 

Reaction's the reverse of retrograde, 

If we recede from decadent exoesses, 
And beat retreat from novelists who trade 

On " Sex," from artists whose chef -d? autres are messes — 
'Tis time indeed suoh minor plagues were stayed ! 

Then here 's for orioket in this year of Grace, 
Fair-play all round, straight hitting and straight dealing 

In letters, morals, art, and commonplaoe 
Reversion unto type in deed and feeling;— 

A path of true Reaction to retrace I 



Caught with a "Catch."— The idiotio catch-line of a Parisian 
Caf6-Conoert ditty— "En voulez-vous des z'homards?" has been 
taken up by the citizens of the gay French capital with as much 
avidity as characterized their seizure upon shares in the Russian loan. 
The Comtesse Y., in sportive mood, twitted her butler— a very 
ancient retainer of the family — upon his antiquated, out-of-date 
manners, and ohaffingly suggested that he should attempt to be more 
ftn-de-sieck. The veteran maUre-d'hSul assured Madame la Com- 
teese that he would give her no further cause for complaint Accord- 
ingly, on the same evening, while handing round wine at the dinner- 
party, he promptly bellowed forth " En toulet-vou* du Pommard t " 



84 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 



[August 17, 1895. 



TRIFLES LIGHT AS HAIR. 

However muoh Kentish farmers may grumble about the agri- 
cultural outlook, their strop-and-razor 
colleagues, the barbers of that oounty, 
should uow replace any grief in which 
they also may be indulging in reference 
to their industry, with great gaiety, 
for there is every prospect of a long 
and prosperous run of hirsute harvests. 
The Hign Constable has decreed that, 
unless his men can grow " well regulated 
beards or military moustaches, 1 ' they 
are to be clean-shaven. Farewell the 
festive "mutton-chop" whisker and 
theiovialgoatee ! Henceforth ' * Bobby " 
will be beardless, and as he drinks the 
mid-day pint of that frothing beverage 
whose main ingredient— more or less 
— is malt, the upper-lip hops-taole, 
upon which the foam was wont to 
find a brief resting-place, will be con- 
spicuous by its absence— not lost exactly, but s(h)aTed before. 




ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

President Axdbews, of Brown University, has contributed U 
the North American Review an artiole entitled "Are there Too 
Many of Us f " Personally, I should answer with an unhesitating 
yes. especially after Bank Holidays, or fetes and galas suoh as those 
with which the province! teem. And it may be noted, by the way, 
as a curious fact in the natural history of amusements, that no 
genuine fete is ever found without a gala. Conversely a gala with- 
out a fete cannot be imagined. From the presence in your neigh- 
bourhood of one of the two you are at once entitled to infer the 
presence of the other. 

I BETUBir, however, to Professor Akdbiws. He proves by a series 
of elaborate and oonvinoing oaloulations that if the world started 
with a population of two. the increase in 3,000 years would have 
become "two quintillion human beings ; viz., to every square yard 
3,333} persons. Or the earth would be covered with men in columns 
of 833i each, standing on each others heads. If they averaged five 
feet tall, each column would be 4,16d| feet high." 

All this sounds highly stupendous. As I am no mathematician, I 
cannot compete with Professor Ardbews of Brown University on 
equal terms, but to mv non-mathematical mind the only inference 
to be drawn from the Professor's calculation appears to be that the 
world is not much more than thirty years old, or, let us say, 30}. In 
another ten years or so, I suppose we shall have to start work on the 
columns. Personally, I am not impatient. I am quite willing to let 
832 of my friends get into position first. I can then climb up and 
oomplete the column. How the fractional third is to be made up I 
know not, unless— happy thought— there is to be an extra allowance 
of three tailors to every column. 

The Social Democratic Federation has been meeting in conference 
at Birmingham. Comrades Qurlch, Bblchkb, Shaver, Geabd, 
Tooth. Tempest, Watts and Wellington were all on the spot 
Some discussion took place with reference to Justice t the official 
organ of the Federation. 

Mr. Bblchee (Lincoln}, in the course of discussion, thought they ought to 
induce the workers to take up shares, and to back Justice to the fullest 
extent. They were inclined to sneer at capitalists, but they could not 
carry on the Federation work without taking a leaf out of the capitalist's 
book. (Hear, hear.) 

Mr. M'Phbrson, as one of the auditors, said the branch accounts in 
reference to Justice were a disgrace. A great deal was heard about the im- 
morality of capitalists, but a little more morality was wanted in some of the 
branches in regard to tho paying of accounts. 

This, of course, is most lamentable. Even a Social Democrat, it 
seems, cannot alter hard faots or get on without money. And at 

S resent nobody seems in want of the particular kind of justice which 
[essrs. Quelch, Belches and other oomrades are anxious to purvey. 

I ihb to rescue from the dark unfathomed caves of ocean any gem 
of purest ray serene. Here is one extracted from the speech of Mr. 
Powbll Williams, M.F., at the recent dinner of the Birmingham 
Conservative Club. 

Mr. Powbll Williams, M.P., proposed "The Press," and said that 
before he spoke of the Press he would like to correct a statement which Sir 
Mbyssy Thompson made. That gentleman thought that Yorkshire was 
peculiar, inasmuch as it had got rid of something objectionable in the shape 
of foyer called Shaw-Lefevre. He put in a claim for distinction for the oounty 
of Cornwall. In Cornwall they would tell you that they had got rid of the 
worst kind of beer that anyone ever tasted, and that they called Conybeare. 



Later on Mr. Williams said that, although the Gladstonian Press 
was more numerous than the Unionist Press, it had not been able to 
persuade the nation to swallow eighty Irish members— which is, 
perhaps, fortunate; since, to take only one, I am sure Mr, Tm 
Heaxy would prove a very tough morsel to digest. 

Aim here is a rose that, but for me, might have blushed unseen in 
the report of the proceedings of the South Dublin Union :— 

Mr. Lbnehan mored, in accordance with notice— "That the pauper in- 
mate nurses be removed frcm the male and female Boman Catholic hospitals, 
and also from the Protestant male and female hospitals, and trained nurses 
engaged to look after the sick poor." During the course of a lengthened 
address, delivered in a remarkably loud voice, he urged that the present 
system of nursing was bad, that militiamen were employed for the purpose, 
and that reliance could not be placed on the paupers at present engaged in 
the hospitals. He said that there were at present 184 inmates employed in 
nurring, and he proposed to put a trained nurse in each ward, that would 
be 43, and two nurses in each hospital, thtt would be 8, or 51 in all. These 
51 nurses, at £30 a year, or lis. 6rf., would be a little over £29 (laughter), 
or a saving of some shillings (laughter) . 

Mr. Stkbs. — What in the world is the meaning of that calculation ? 

Mr. Lbnehan repeated his statement amidst great laughter. 

Mr. O'&billy said he would second the motion for the sake of discussion, 
as Mr. Lbnbhan complained that his resolutions were never seconded. 

Mr. Byrne was surprised that Mr. O Ebilly had seconded the resolution, 
for Mr. O'&billy wss a sensible men 

Mr. Lbnbhan.— I deny that (laughter), 

Mr. By&kb ssid it was all braggadocio, and a desire to obtain notoriety, 
that made Mr. Lbnehan bring this forward. 

After this no one will be surprised to hear that Mr. Lenehaw 
withdrew his motion. It must be a terrible thing to be accused of 
braggadocio and a desire to obtain notoriety. 

Aim finally here is an estimate of Mr. Baxfoua from a correspon- 
dent of the Birmingham Daily Gazette .— 

Thb Unionist Majority.— To the Editor of the "Daily Gazette. 99 — Sib,— 
Among the man}' causes assigned for the above, no one, so far as I know, has 
suggested the following one. Is it too much to hope tbat the statesmanlike 
character of Mr. A. J. Balfour has influencad greatly tho country at large ? 
His simple dignity, both in majority and minority, his pluck and energy as Irish 
Secretary, are still remembered. The Spectator publishes an article on " Mr. 
Balfour's Benignity," and at the reception given to the Medical Association at 
the Imperial Institute he and his sister were received with deafening cheers. 
Lastly, we shall hear nothing from himself. Surely all parties recognise and 
admire such a states man, and willingly confide in his future.— An Outsider. 

Bnt why are we to hear nothing from Mr. Balfour himself. As 
one who likes good speaking on either side if the Honse, I hope we 
may hear a great deal from Mr. Balfour* 

Therb have been great doings at Cirenoester. At a fete (and gala) 
in Earl Bathurst's park, the chief attraction was the announcement 
of a captive balloon, which was expected to make trips during the 
afternoon. Unfortunately, however, the gas-main in the Tetoury 
Road, where the balloon was filled, was not so large as was desirable, 
and the result was that the balloon was not filled till after five 
o'clock. It was then taken to the scene of the fete at Pope's Seat, 
where every effort was made to make up for lost time. The Hon. B. 
Baihurst, M.P., the newly elected member for the division, made a 
short speech from the balloon, being received with loud cheers. The 
"right away" ascent was afterwards abandoned. The evening, 
whioh proved fine, closed with an exoellent display of fireworks by 
Professor Wills. 

If a captive balloon should refuse to inflate, 
And should linger too long flopping loose on the grass 

Just insert an M.P. in the car to orate, 
And you '11 promptly secure an abundance of gas. 



TO TRICKASTA. 



A wotb of pain was sounded when you said 

That we nad better never meet again. 
My nerves were shattered and my heart was lead- 
A note of pain. 

Far other had it been when down the lane 
You graciously inolined your pretty head 

To listen to me. Yes, I was insane 
Enough to hope that one day we might wed, 

Until your double-dyed deceit grew plain. 
I like to think my letter was, when read, 
A note of pain. 



•• Sitting Room Ohxy."— The election of Sir L. Lyxll for Orkney 
and Shetland on Saturday last brought the General Election to a 
conclusion. By this final result the House became quite full, if not 
quite Fpijkbio*. Digitized by ^jOOglC 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 
The Irish You.— In the 
name of the Profit— eggs I 
Irish oo-opermtors have already 
made giant strides in the pro- 
duction of milk and batter, and 
now the Irian Co-operative 
Agency has decided, so says the 
Cork Daily Herald, to " take 
up the egg-trade." We hope 
the egg -traders won't be 
44 taken up "too; if so, the 
trade would be arrested just 
whenitwas starting, and where 
would the profit be thenP 
"It is stated that many Irish 
eggs now reach the English 
market dirty, stale, and un- 
sprted," bo that wholesale 
lish egg-merchants have 
erred to buy Austrian snd 
Loh ones. Ireland not able 
to compete with the foreigner I 
Perish the thought! A little 
technical education judiciously 
applied will soon teach the Irish 
fowl not to lay " shop 'uns." 

Feathers in Scotch Caps. 

" Thb railway race to the North, 
like the race across the Atlantic, 
has placed beyond challenge that 
on land as well as on sea Scotch 
engines break the record." — North 
British Daily Mail. 

Did not Lord Byron antici- 
pate this when he wrote (in 
Mr. Punch's version of his 
poem on M Dark Loohna- 
*ar"):- 

Yes, Caledonia, thy engines are 
scrumptious, 
Though even in England some 
rood ones are seen; 
Andy if the confession won't ren- 
der you bumptious, 
We sigh for your flyers to far 
Aberdeen! 




IN MEDIO TUTISSIMUS! 

"What t Never been III since voir were born t I suppose voir 're 
▲ Teetotaller f " 
"Oh no I Been a Moderate Drunkard all my lies t" 



But if Caledonia is inclined 
to boast about its locomotives, 
let it ponder its tinkers, ana 
learn humility. The Glasgow 
* 'Departmental Committee on 
Habitual Offenders, Vagrants. 
&c," reports that the nomad 
tinkers of Sootland number 
1702, and of these 232 " were 
apprehended for some crime or 
other during the year." They 
don't do 151 miles in 167 
minutes, like the locomotives 
—no, they do a couple of 
months in Glasgow gaol ; and 
they break the Taws instead of 
breaking records. There are 
725 tinker children, who get 
practically no education. Bon- 
nie Scotland, land of grandeur, 
where the thousand tinkers 
wander, you must catch these 
ohildren. and educate them I 
The adult tinker may be irre- 
claimable, but at least the 
ohildren should have a chance 
of something better— a choice 
of being soldier, sailor, tinker, 
or tailor, as they prefer. If, 
after all, they elect to tink, 
tink they must. 

Dr. John Rhys^ of Jesus 
College, Oxford, quite rose to 
the occasion at the New Quay, 
Eisteddfod, and, in his presi- 
dential address, made lengthy 
quotations in Welsh. * Na 
onaib a rhaw" must mean 
44 nor cares a rap." By the 
way, the South Wales Daily 
News, in reporting the pro- 
ceedings, finishes up by de- 
claring that " the speech was 
listened to with * wrapt 9 atten- 
tion." As Mrs. Malaprop re- 
marked, " The paroel was en- 
raptured in brown paper." ' 



BOBEBT UNDEB THE GBEENWOOD TBEE. 

Me and a werry old Frend of mine has seized the hoppertoonity 
that ardly ever okkers to too fronds as has little or nothink to do for 
a hole week, to thurrowly enjoy theirselves for that time, and see 
weather sutten places in our little world is reelly as Dutiful and as 

injoyable as sum people tries to make 
out as they is. Our fust place was 
Epping Forrest, where we spent a hole 
day from morning to nite in what my 
frend called suon a gallaxy of buty 
,^, and wunder as werry likely werry f «w 
people ever has injoyd as we did. We 
-'* spent hole miles among the most buti- 
' ful Forest Trees as was ever seed, every 
single tree of which was rather more 
butaful than the last, and not one of 
which but what was a reel bootiful 
studdy. It took us jest about two 
hours to eat our dinner afore we set 
to work again to pollish off the lovely 
trees we had not yet seen ; and then, 
when we had pollished off the last of 
them, we staggered to our werry last 
oarridge, ana took the sleep of the 
Just, and did not wake up till Brekfust come kindly to our assist- 
ance, and helped us to sett out and try again to dishoover similar 
seens of delishus injoyment to those so marwellusly injoyed the day 
before! 

The trees as we xamined on the seound day was quite a diffrent 
class to them on the fust, and emused us every bit as delif efully as 
the fust sett, the they was quite a diffrent sett alltopether. In 
won place we drove bang into the wery middol of the thiokest wood, 
and there we both lost ourselves for nearly three ours, but it wasn't 
a minnet too much for us, for we both agreed that, upon the hole, it 
was about the werry loveliest part of the hole day's proeeedens, and 
that we shoud not regret havin to repeat it the next day. Oh them 




hundereds and thowsends of lovely Trees ! every one of which seems 
far more Dutiful than the last, and quite equal to any we had yet seen. 
At one place we was showed the place where Good Quean Auze- 
beth always went up stairs on Orsebaok, ooz she did not like going 
up stairs in public At another we was showed where the present 
Queen sat in her privet Carridge, and made the hole nayberhood 
bow to her by the hunderd. Tom and Me both went up to the werry 
place, and pinted it out to them as didn't kno it, which made us both 
feel werry grand. The werry next day we had made all our derange- 
ments for follering up our prewius wisitashun, and making a grand 
fi-nayle of the hole lovely affare, when, to our tremeojus disapint- 
ment, the wind begun for to blow most orfully, and the rain begun 
for to rain wus as I beleeves, and as Tom beleeves, than ewer it did 
afore, and so we was both obleeged for to leeve our truly lovely 
forests, and defer our tree dinting till a much more drier hoppertoo- 
nity, which we both bleeves will appear in about a week, and then 
we shall renew our grand old wisit as before, and lern again to 
beleeve in our hundereds and thowsends of the most buteful trees as 
ewen old hingland can brag about, as the most lovelyest as the 
world ewer saw. 

And to think that all the lovely places as we seed in them three 
lovely days is past and porn for the present, makes us long only the 
more artily for the glonus days still in store for us I Robert. 



Sergeant-Major and Mrs. Baker were one of a trio of couples 
suooessful in winning their claim to the prize of a flitch of bacon at 
Dunmow. Three hundred and sixty-six days of married life with- 
out a flitch— we should say, hitch— in the flow of amicable intercourse 
is, nowadays, a marvellous achievement, and merits due recognition. 
We, however, commiserate the gallant and hambitious sergeant- 
major on having his matrimonial intentions aspersed by the opposing 
counsel, who, in attempting to " save the bacon," suggested that 
" Baker had one eye on the lady and the other eye on the flitch." 
The prospect of a reward even " more lasting than ham " would 
hardly, it is to be feared, serve to keep ordinary couples from "tiffs" 
for the space of a year snd a dsy wmtiauou^ly. 
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THE KED OBCHID. 

(Soliloquy of a Victorious Statesman. ) 

[Mr. Chakbbrlain at the opening of Parlia- 
ment wore a red orchid in his buttonhole.] 

Of colour-symbols nraoh we hear, 

And something, too, of eolour-musio ; 
Bat here 's a sight that much I fear 

Will make the beaten Bed Bad crew sick : 
Bed! 'Tb the hue of my old flag- 
In days that are as dead as mutton ; 
Now, with the instinot of a wag. 

I sport it still, —but at my button. 
It signifies how much I oare 

For the " consistency," quite brainless, 
Which is the Badioal bugbear. 

Their poisoned darts are harmless, painlc ss. 
Judas t Egregious Tanner tries, 

In vain, to link me with Iscariot. 
What seed I care for envious lies, 

With S. and B. bound to my chariot. 
They 'd bite my heel, I crush their head, 

And wear their colour in— my orchid 1 
Bed! It will make the Bads' 7 tee red," 

They 're fangless, though their tongues be 
forked. 
44 They toil not, neither do they spin,"— 

I said, of the old Tory lilies. 
Now they will have to work, to win. 

And that the Bads don't see- the sillies ! 
Salisbury's Tories were one thing, 

My Unionists are another matter ; 
My Ransom-Song no more I sing, — 

Then I was bowler, now I 'm batter. 
We have new wickets, smooth and dry, 

And one who oooUy smites and places, 
May, with firm wrist and steady eye, 

Outshine the greatest of the Graces. 
" The white flower of a blameless life" 

Is— welL laid up at last at Harwarden, 
Sheltered from storm, afar from strife, 

And— other blossoms deck the garden. 
Boses and lilies had their turn, 

Now other blooms woo sun and showers ; 
And the Bed Orchid— well, they '11 learn- 
In time— the new Language of Flowers ! 
Of paraaitio opulence 

Orchids are types, it will be said, 
The difference though may be immense 

When the new Orohid 's mine— and Bed ! 



THE NEARLY REACHED SHILLING. 

{A School-Board Chronicle.) 

" Utterly impossible ! " replied the official 
" A good plain oook ! No, the Board does not 
create persons of that kind. If you had wanted 
a chef for a club, or a cordon bleu for a West 
End hotel, we might have aeoommodated you. 
But a good plain cook! No— utterly im- 
possible!" 

"But surely cookery is taught in the 
schools," pleaded the Ratepayer. 

" Assuredly. And very well taught too. 
But whom would be satisfied with a mutton- 
chop P We aim at something higher. Our 
scholars are equal to producing sole d gratin, 
or supreme ae volatile* And you don't re- 
quire those plats every day of your life, now 
doyouP" 

"Then, can I have a housemaid ? " 

44 I am sfraid not. Since musio has become 
one of the recognised branches of study, we 
do not obtain many candidates for the task of 
stair-sweeping. And it is not surprising. A 
girl who can play the piano, or lead a chorus, 
is surely worthy of a better fate than that 
which usually falls to the lot of a servant in 
a middle-class establishment." 

44 1 suppose it is useless to ask you if you 
can give me the name of a boy in buttons P" 

44 Unite. To tell you the truth, we do not 
encourage such appointments. Our lads are 
wanted at their studies until they are grow- 




ON THE CARDS. 



Young Wife. "On, Mamma, do you know I believe Alfred's going to reform, 
and orvR up Gambling 1 " 

Her Mother. "What makes you think so, dear?" 

Young Wife. "Why all last night he kkpt talking in his sleep about his 
misbrablr, worthless Heart!" 



ing too old to be young pages. Then, when 
they have reached the required standard their 
literary attainments entitle them to something 
superior to the post of a drudge in the 
pantry." 

44 Then what do you propose doing with 
your oharges P " asked the Ratepayer, who 
was rap idly becoming resigned to his position. 

44 WelL our chefs must wait until the time 
arrives when there will be enough clubs and 
West End hotels to secure the benefit of their 
ser vices," 

44 And the m usicians P " 

44 They, too, at present are rather a drug 
in the market. But who knows P Some day 



there may be a huge demand for pianoforte 
players." 

4f AndtiieUterarylads?" 

44 Most admirably adapted for clerkships, 
but the clerical labour market is as dull as 
the proverbial ditohwater. Still, things may 
revive. But for the present they must hope 
and wait." 

44 And I provide the funds for all thisP" 
cried the Ratepayer. 

44 Tou do," returned the official promptly. 
44 This year it will be elevenpence halfpenny 
in the pound, and next probably considerably 



higher.' But' then you "see— it is quite worth 
<Ae money /^Digitized by VjOOQIC 
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A LITTLE HOLIDAY. 

(By Our Own Enterprising Explorer,) 

'' Why not go to Amsterdam P" At first sight this oonundrum 
had the customary oouple of answers, "No time, no money." But 
these were incorrect solutions. 

" My dear Sir," said the Secretary of a Society organised to bring 
happiness into the humblest home (pronunciation with or without 
aspirates, according to the taste of the speaker), taking me up 
smartly, "you can get there in less than no time, remain there 
less than no time, and be back in less than no time. We can 
manage that for you." 
"But the expense P" 

" We should not be a Society organised to bring happiness into 
the humblest home if we could not manage that also. Look here : 
start Da/ 1 at 6.30 p.m. ; be in Amsterdam morning of Day 2. 
Pause ox thirty-six hours for refreshment ; then back again to 
London in time for breakfast on Day 4. And with a view to bringing 
happiness into the humblest home we charge a guinea for 
travelling expenses, which includes a state cabin in the saloon of 
an excellent boat." 
So I dosed with the Secretary, and brought away happiness to my 
humble home. On the whole that 
happiness was maintained. It is true 
that the excellent boat was rather 
leisurely in her movements. I went 
to the Hook of Holland in a gale, 
which was kind enough to wait for my 
return off the Dutch ooast. and ao- 
oompany me back to the white cliffs 
of Albion. The excellent boat seemed 
to be on quite friendly terms with this 
gale, ana to enjoy its company. In- 
stead of flying worn shore to shore, 
after the fashion of other steamers, the 
excellent boat toved with each wave, 
lingered languidly amongst every 
billow, and arrived at her destination, 
both ooming and going, several hours 
late. She appeared during the voyages 
"That characteristic move- to keenly appreciate a oharaoteristio 
ment in sea m produced more movement in sea. That characteristic 
gravity than gaiety amongst the movement in sea produced more gravity 
passengers. than gaiety amongst the passengers. 

Leaving the excellent boat out of the question— which boat, by the 
way, would no doubt have been more than excellent minus the 
gale— the journey " there and back " was accomplished with comfort 
and despatch. 

On my arrival at Amsterdam I found myself in a city that, in its 
main characteristics, was not entirely unlike Brixton. The shops and 
the people were both suggestive of the southern suburb. The trams 
that, aooording to the guide-books, " traversed the town in every 
direction," were also reminiscent of that delightful haven of rest 
(from Saturday to Monday) of the overworked stockbroker and the 
underworked Government employ £. 

" You are sure to like Amsterdam," a friend of mine had said, as 
he pressed my hand at parting, "because it's exactly like the 
Regent's Park CanaL" 

My friend was right. Amsterdam oertainly resembles the Regent's 
Park Canal, but plus Brixton. No doubt it u for this reason that it 
is sometimes called " the Northern Venice." The people, too, had a 
suburban look about them. I felt sure that most of them were called 
Smith. Bnowir, Joins, and RoBnrsoir, with perhaps a conventional 
"dam", tacked on to the end of their names to show that bv 
nationality they were Dutchmen. I approached one of these gooa, 
honest oreatures, who looked like Smtthdam, and in my best 
broken English asked for the Hotel AmsteL I pronounced the latter 
word as if the last syllable rhymed with "peal." Mr. Smithdam 
stared at me and shook his head. Then he said " Nine." 

" 'Otel Amstale," I continued, with a new pronunciation. " You 
know what mean I— 'Otel Amstale ? " 

But Mr. Smtthdam didn't He smiled, and again shook his 
head. This annoyed me, so I murmured, " What an ass this chap 
must be ; f anoy not knowing the way to the Amstel Hotel ! " 

" Amstel Hotel," he cried, with a pronunciation infinitely more 
English than my own, and then most courteously gave me the route. 
I thanked him with effusion, and most probably should have found 
his directions of infinite value had he but delivered them in English 
instead of Dutch. As it was, I put myself into a London- looking 
cab (the driver very properly wore a military oookade), and was soon 
at one of the best nostelnes in Holland. Situation pleasant— of 
course overlooking a canal— rooms comfortable, kitchen all that could 
be desired* 

And now what did I do in Amsterdam? Why, I went to the 
Exhibition. And what was it like P Well, a Dutch edition of those 



that had gone before. At the Naval display before the Royal 
Hospital at Chelsea, there was a model of the Victory, with a repre- 
sentation in wax of the Death of Nelson. At Amsterdam there is a 
model of a mail-boat, with a representation (in breathing humanity) 
of people drinking beer. 

At Paris there was a Tour Eiffel, with a magnificent view at the 
summit; at Amsterdam there is a tower in the shape of a colossal 
elephant, with a fine display on every floor of beer. At South Ken- 
sington there was a reaustio reproduction of Old London on tem- 
perance principles. At Amsterdam there is a realistio reproduction 
of Old Holland served with beer. Go where I would 1 ran across 
beer. The grounds of the Exhibition were dotted with booths. 
Before many of them were very decent orchestras discoursing sweet 
music But the foreigners were there not only to attend to the 
music, Int. to drink Wt. The Exhibition proper (oontents small 
and patent with few English exhibits) was not apparently much of 
an attraction. 1 readily understood the reason— it was not devoted 
exclusively to beer, In what I may term the Exhibition annex I 
found any number of specimens of the oriental merchants in the 
fezes, who were wont in the olden days to enhance the joys of 
OLympia and Earl* a Court. 

n Corny here, gentleman*," cried half a dozen in a breath, " I will 
sell you this i - 

Bat they didn't, Haying done the exhibition and the admirable 
museum, with its wonderful armour and marvellous old masters, I 
sampled a mubio hail. 1 went to " the Crystal Palace " (vide guide- 
books), a magnifioent building, that no doubt had been built with 
the highest aspirations and had come in the progress of time to the 
loftiest tumblings. A portion of this noble institution had been con- 
verted into a place of entertainment. Small stage with miniature 
Eoenery, trapeze, orchestra. Audience almost entirely Dutch, enter- 
tainment almost entirely English. Several British singers. One, a 
gentleman in evening dress covered by a long Newmarket overcoat, 
with a repertoire redolent of Holborn and the Surrey aide, sang 
about "Nine in a row" who (so I understood him to assert) 
" rolled down the street " when (if I am not mistaken) they were 

Then he' * " l# '" 



rather " rooky about their feet." 
referred to his want of value, 
appealed to the Dutch audience. 



had another ditty which 
Was he worth anything P He 

Some of them (possibly friends of 

the singer) replied in the negative. Then he expressed his oon- 
viotion that he ought to be chunked out. The spectators cheered, 
and seemed well satisfied with the programme. Whether they were 
able to appreciate all the topical allusions is open to doubt, but I am 
certain that they were thoroughly enjoying their beer. 

I went to the market. An enormous crowd surrounded one booth. 
The salesman was singing a song in honour of his wares, which were 
oomposed of pieces of broken iron ! So far as I oould understand the 
manners and customs of the vendors, the golden rule seemed to be 
amongst them, " When in doubt take off the door to the outhouse 
with the three broken panes of glass, the back parlour chandelier that 
lacks a chain, and the disused baby's oradle, and sell 'em all by 
auotion." 

I looked in.of course, at the Cathedral. My guide oould not speak 
Frenoh, but he understood English. He showed me the tombs of 
several admirals. 

" Where is Yak Tbomp P" I asked, taking an interest in the career 
of about the only Dutchman whose name I know intimately. Then, 
to make it plainer, I added, " Whar is das Van Tbomp P " 

My guide turned up his nose contemptuously, and said something 
(so far as I oould comprehend him) about Yak Tbomp being in "de 
odder kirsher." Later on, when I asked the use of a sort of vestry, 
he murmured something about "Balaclava." From this I took it 
that he oould not make himself understood. But I was wrong. I 
did not know much about the Dutch ooinage. When I bought any- 
thing I invariably kept my hand waiting for change until the supply 
was exhausted. Sometimes I put forth my hand a second time with 
the result of getting a few extra coins. There are guilders, little 
pieces that look like a doll's silver pennies, and a showy ooin that 
suggests a sixpence in a decline. These latter are worth, I fanoy, 
about three halfpence a dozen. I gave the cathedral custodian one 
of these sixpences in a decline. But it was not enough, not nearly 
enough, so I exohanged it for a doll's silver penny, when he 
beamed with gratitude. 

Would that I could tell of the other attractions of Amsterdam, of 
the Royal Palace, the Zoo, the theatres, and the oanals. But exi- 

fenoies of time and space say " No." Those who want to see and 
ear have only one thing to do. Let them hie to the Hook of 
Holland, ho, to the Dutch oapital, and further description will be 
unnecessary. 

DuBuro a severe thunderstorm at Bjelina, in Bosnia, aooording 
to the Pall Mall Gazette's "Science Notes/ 7 there fell a remark- 
able "shower of whitebait." This phenomenon has been easily 
eclipsed at London, in England, where it recently rained oats and 

**■■ Uooole 
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CHEEK! 

[" Blackberry or strawberry juice rubbed slightly on the cheeks, and then 
washed off with milk gives a beautiful tint. The garden-beet is also an 
excellent cosmetic : the beet is cut and the juice applied gently with a 
camel's hair brush."— Announcement quoted by Mr. James fayn in " Our 
Note Book;' " lUuttrated News.*'] 

Alas for the bard's and the ingenue 9 s dream ! — 
Even Nature, it seems, joins Art's plot to betray us. 

We 'ye heard cheeks compared to strawberries and cream. 
But that earth's sweetest fruit such a false trick should 
play us, 

In conspiracy base with fresh milk from the cow, 

Brings the red flush of wrath to the snowiest brow. 

What, sweet Mother Nature lend aid to a cheat, 
And play Madame Rachel in faking complexions ! 

Arcadia 's vanished, naught's native or sweet, 
The daintiest Beauty wakes doubtful reflections, 

When for ought we can tell her ingenuous blush 

Is— a compound of beet and a earners-hair brush ! 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

It is a great thing to know— and one must believe it if one 
believes, as I do, in what the newspapers say— that every single male 
member of the upper or fashionable ranks ox society is at this moment 
engaged in slaughtering grouse. It is of course well known that 
every member of Parliament is, on his election, presented by a 
grateful oountry with a large and well-stocked grouse-moor, 
situated in one of the most picturesque and romantio parts ox 
Scotland, and no one (not even a brewer) is ever raised to the 
peerage unless he can prove that at least three generations of his 
family have shot grouse regularly on the 12th of August on a moor 
of their own. Thus is the connection of both branches of our legisla- 
ture with sport safeguarded. 

Whenever the 12th of August, or, for the 
matter of that, the 1st of September or the 1st of 
Ootober, comes round with the revolving year, we 
are informed in every newspaper that '* Sportsmen 
were early astir." There is about these words a 
halo of tradition so ancient and venerable as to 
have become almost sacred. Imagination conjures 
up the picture of happy bands of shooters all duly 
booted, gaitered, gunned, oartridged and oigarred, 
sallying forth with dogs and keepers at 5 a.m., no 
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doubt after eating, as condemned men do. a hearty 
breakfast. Of course this may be so. I nave read 
it so often that I hardly dare to doubt it. My own 
experience, however, is that sportsmen are not 
specially early even on the 12th, although keepers 
and other professional guns who cater for the 

London market are often so early as to anticipate by more than a 

few hours the recurring anniversary. 



Now with black London's olose and torrid street 
Stern Caledonia's heathercd moors compete. 
Lo, well equipped with cartridge-bag and gun, 
Concurrent streams of rank and fashion run 
Where, though the birds be strong upon the wing, 
Not unrewarded sounds the frequent ping ; 
Where dealing fate to feather (and to for) 
The early sportsman is perceived astir, 
And in the lengthy language of the chase, 
A bird's no bird, but merely half a brace. 
Some skilful, some not fit to shoot for nuts, 
Walk for their game or take their stand in butts ; 
And, wondrous tact, as all the soribes proclaim, 
Each from a separate butt destroys his game. 
At least it was so when the Empebok shot, so 
With non-Imperials it perhaps is not so. 



I am never irritable myself ; I am sometimes justifiably annoyed 
by the unreasonable oonduot of a friend. But I have often noticed 
the most melanoholy irritability in others, and have wondered why 
they gave way to it, and what it portended. Now I know. I have 
been reading the Medical Press and Courier 9 and I learn from it that 
" this hyperesthesia of the temper is the direct outcome of over- 
work and want of sleep ; in fact, it is a morbid sensitiveness of the 
cells of the cerebral cortex due to exhaustion or under-nutrition. 
Irritability is, therefore a olinioal sign of some importance, the more 
so because it is often the premonitory indication of impending 
breakdown. Under these oiroumstanoes, the oondition is usually 
moat marked during the forenoon, and is associated with a distaste 



for food at breakfast time. Later on, even the humanising effect of 
a good lunoh fails to raise circulatory activity to the standard 
required for adequate cerebral nutrition, and the irritability becomes 
ohronio, yielding only to the influence of repeated doses of a diffusible 
stimulant, such as brandy and soda. The remedy naturally only 
aggravates the symptom, whioh is sooner or later followed by other 
manifestations of cerebral exhaustion." 



When you 're lost in the whirl of a medical vortex, 

You gasp and you grasp, and you '11 struggle in vain ; 
Forjt seems you have oells in your oerebral oortex, 



Which is somehow connected, I fancy, with brain. 
Exhausted and panting with under-nutrition, 

You dare not presume to declare yourself well, 
And you rapidly tend to complete inanition, 

Produced by a morbidly sensitive oelL 
The result is a wound to the temper, a something 

Not as deep as a well, but, no matter, it serves, 
Perplexing your friends, whojpronounoe it a rum thing 



nerves. 



That Dick— that 's yourself—should have gone in 
You toy with your breakfast ; the kidney, the kipper, 

The egg that is buttered, the egg that is fried, 
The tea that once found you a regular sipper, 

Unaipped and untastea you push them aside. 
Your lunoh of cold beef with the gaff and the shandy, 

You simuly can't face it, your head is one ache : 
A " diffusible stimulant " (alias brandy) 

Is all that you wish for and all that you take. 
A day or two back all your manners were courtly, 

Alas, what a change is apparent to-day, 
Foryou jump on your friends, and you take them up shortly, 

With a quarrel a minute whatever they say. 
Then, in spite of the canon that 's set 'gainst self-slaughter 

(in the language of verdiots it 's/efo de se t ) 
Some day you'll oe found with your head in the water, 

Six inches will do, or attached to a tree. 

There have been some difficulties at Brierly Hill. At a recent 
meeting of the Urban Counoil a letter was read from the Local 
Government Board asking for information with regard to a com- 
munication whioh Dr. Ellis, the medical officer of health, had 
addressed to them. This referred to the fact that Dr. Ellis had 
ordered a "dumb" well at the Town Hall to be cleared out' 
What is the use of a dumb wellP Even if it contains the truth 
it cannot speak it. Personally, I prefer a babbling brook. 

What is thisP Is it a revolution or merely a mistake P Do I 
sleep, do I dream, or is visions about P These questions occur to me 
on reading that at Ironbridge the other day a 
down, a member of a cirous, was brought up on 
remand charged with stealing £1 10s. and several 
artioles, the property of his landlady. And he was 
actually sentenced to fourteen days' hard labour. 
All I can say is that I have rarely allowed a year 
to pass without seeing at least one down steal a 
string of sausages, a lady's bonnet, two plump 
babies, half a dozen fowls, the greater part of a 
general dealer s property, and the upper naif of a 
polioeman. Nobody bothered him about it. In 
fact, everybody expected him to do it, and there 
would have been great dissatisfaction if he had observed the laws 
against larceny. And yet when a clown at Ironbridge acts as 
clowns are intended to act, an unfeeling benoh visits him with a 
fortnight of hard labour. This is preposterous. There ought to 
be an Amalgamated Union of Clowns to protect its members from 
such an outrage. 

Those who study the reports of meetings of Town Councils learn 
many things. For instance, at Bristol the other day, during a dis- 
cussion of passenger tolls at the docks, Mr. Gore complained that 
they had been hoouased by the chairman of the sub-committee that 
day. Mr. Baser objected to the word " hooussed " being applied to 
him, but added that they had been hooussed out of a good deal of 
time to-day, and Mr. Gore retorted that they were going to be 
hooussed out of another quarter-of-an-hour yet. Mr. Baser asked 
Mr. Gore to withdraw the word, and Mr. Gore refused. Matters 
had apparently oome to a desperate pass, when it occurred to the 
Mayor to inquire what the word " hooussed " meant. Mr. Baker 
thought it was something akin to cheating, whereupon Mr. Gore, in 
the handsomest manner, said that knowing the meaning of the word 
he would now withdraw it. The only thing that was not explained 
was why Mr. Gore had used a word of the meaning of which ne was 
ignorant. There is a fatal attraction about the sound of oertain 
words whioh forces speakers to use them entirely without regard to 
their actual meaning. 
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A LESSON IN 

Laura (to her rich Sister, who has been extravagant at ueual). 



WAST, 



DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 

" I DO THimt IT'8 A MI8TAKE TO BUT AH UOLT TflINO OKI DOBAN*T 
MBBBLT BECAUSE IT 'B DEAR ! " 



'ABEY ON HAEEY. 

(A Rejoinder to "Harry on 'Jrry.") 

Deab Chablie,— My eye and a bandbox! 

Wot next, and wot next, and wot next f 
'Ere 's a Habbt 'as mounted the pulpit, and 

taken poor me as 'is text ! • 
'E bangs Bosrnsrgss to bittooks, this lar-de- 

dar bagman— in silk— 
And 'e's going to do me a fair knook-out as 

sure as a whale ain't a whilk. 

I larf, I do, Chablie. tremenjus! Wot's 

needled my nabs, it appears. 
Is 'is being mis'ooken for Me ! 1 1 Well, 'e 

needn't 'aye no blooming fears ! 
The publio ain't all of 'em mugginses, some 

of 'em can twig a joke. 
Confound '»m with me t Tus. they will— 

when they can't tell Bend Or from a 

moke. 

'E oalls me,— yus, ms ir "the ead-ocokney 

well known to the 'Eath and the 'Arp." 
Well, that's a fair ohallenge, old man, and I 

mean being on to 'im— sharp ! 
I'll take 'im— with 'is aitohes ohuoked in— 

with one 'and whensomever 'e likes ; 
And " Gads " do the road in smart dog-carts 

as well as afoot or on bikes. 

m 'Abbt the Cad!" Great Jemimer! Jest 

fancy our Hirst's disgust 
At the thought of their knocking 'is aitoh 

out ! 'E's fair on the bile and the bust. 
Way oh, Habbt ! Do keep yer 'air on. old 



way on, habbt i vo keep yer 'aii 
pal, if you 've got any thatch,— 

For it 's wonderful 'ow these swell 
go in for the shiny pink patch ! 

• See "Harry on 'Any," p. 81. 



Habbjeb 



It's their brines working through— or their 

bumptiousness. J 'ye got no hand of a 

crop, 
As looks, when I 'ye 'ad a close dip, like a 

fuzz-bush a sprouting up top ; 
But lor! these 'eremnnchy-mouthed mashers 

— with aitohes— as gives theirselyes 

hairs, 
Carn't grow any. not arter thirty, the 

bladder-o'-lardy-dar scares! 

'Owsomeyer, that ain't to the pint, Charlie. 

Wot wa Gent ? That's the mp! 
Well, it's partly a matter of "snap"-like, 

and partly a matter of " snip." 
If I 'ye got the grit and the gumption, and 

know 'ow to tog like a toff, 
I 'ye got the true gent in my nyture, and 

them as ain't got it— they 're hoff ! 

But " aitohes " won't do it, my pippin ! Yer 

grammar may be quite K, 
All yer parts o* speech proper as pie, and yer 

spellin' fust chop in its way, 
But if you can't rattle and patter, and 'old up 

your end like a man, 
All yer minoey-winoe mealy-mouthed has- 

p'rates is nothink but slop and cold-scran. 

You may garsp out yer aitohes in spassums, 
untu you T ave got a sore throat 

And it won't give you " olarss" art as mnoh 
as cool cheek and the out o' your ooat. 

Wot the navvies call hinsolent hotoor t wot 
oooktails dub oooksure oonoeit, 

With snideness and " suitings " to match,— 



oooktails dub oooksure oonoeit, 

th snideness and " suitings" to . 

that, dear boy, is wot makes the sleet. 



There, Habbt, you've got it in once! And, 
now, dear boy, 'ow about you ? 

Well, I guess, as the Yankees observe, you 
'aye bit hoff a chunk you can't chew. 



Bit vulgar P Well, never mind that, mate, 
for, spite of your finnickle fuss, 

It's jest wot you guffins oalls "vulgar" as 
swells love to borrer from hue. 

There's chick in it, Habbt, and that's wot 

you ohalk-witted chowders ain't got. 
Not one snappy snide phrase in your sermon, 

exoept that old gag " tommy rot," 
Whioh you didn't invent, nor your sort ; it 's 

hus aitchless ones start all the fun, 
And our yesterday's wheeze you freeze on to 

to-morrer, as sure aaa gun. 

And the same with your sentiments, Habbt. 

Your loud" Rule, Britannyer "sail right; 
But tregave you the patriot tin, years ago, in 

" We don't want to fight* 
You water it down, and then wave it as if 

'twos your own privit flag, 
And then, arter nicking our principerles, 

slang us— and with our own gag I 

I 'm one with you as to the furriner, leastways 

you seem one with me, 
And when you rile up at the rot about 

" 'Abbiss Abroad," I agree. 
I shan't disoumfuddle myself if they don't 

like my tystes or my togs. 
Let the Germans go We and eat coke. 

Frenohies stick to their snyles and stewed 

frogs. 

But when you sugfrest as the " aitoh" makes 

a 'a'porth o' difference— Bosh ! 
You call me a " aitoh-droppin' howler," whilst 

you are " a gent " ! It won't wash. 
Ms a Kad,-arter all I 'ave written ? 'Taint 

much on it you can 'ave seen. 
And to ask Punch to give me the chuck! 

—yah! it's mean, Mister Habbt, it's 
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"A Battersea bounder," too! Bats!!! Do 

yon think I 'm a pal o* Jack Bonus ? 
Mix ww with" the masses "P Great Soott! 

It 's a thought as the soul o' me spurns. 
Yon jumped-up, cheap, Coventry bagman, 

silk-sampling, no doubt, is your biz, 
But sampling " the classes and masses " is 

not, blow me tight if it is ! 



Yah! Pack up your ribbings, and aitohes, 

and don't aggranoy me no more, 
But jest mind your own interference! A 

bounder you are— and a bore. 
You'veborrered my patriot sperrit, you've 

borrered a slang phrase or so, 
But there's one thing, my boy, you earnH 

borrer, and that is my rattle and go 1 



There, Chabue, I've giv 

, as earn't abear Gads, 



'tm beans, this 

ere Harry, as earn't abear Gads, 
And wants to put up a aitoh-fence like to 

keep out us row-de-dow lads. 
Let 'im osll 'isself 'Bitot at once, that's 

the badge for sech bounders to carry, 
And then 'e may bet 'is larst bob as '* won't 

be oonfounded with 'Arby. 



THE SONG OF THE SHMMPEB. 

[A correspondent, writing (to the Daily Chronicle) from Harwich, describes 
the deplorable condition of work prevailing among the shrimp catchers. 
" These poor fellows." he says, " are at sea twelve hours a day catching, and 
hare to devote four hours more to boiling and packing for London. And yet 
all the middlemen send them down is from fourpenoe to fivepenoe a gallon."] 

ToiLnro sixteen hours a day, and for precious little pay, 

Seems a blend of prison labour and starvation, 

Yet I do hear some suggestion that the " burning Labour Question " 

la the one that mainly agitates the nation ! [not rightly see 

No Trades Unions have we, and I do 

How "Co-operative Wholesales" 

help our like, 

Who must slave in sun or shine, 

^ yflkH^sMI Wk\ cramped and chilled in the salt 

^iEHsu brine » W *» " 8trike -" 

u* /WfisssBWm, With the choice of sheer starvation 

Labour Questions ? Well, here 's one. 

When the I. L. P.'s have done 

A- wrangling and a-j angling o' th' 

Election; 

When Mister Chajc BXRLAur has done 

oounting o' the slain. 

And Km Harder a-explaining hie 

rejection; 

When llLURT and Johk Bubns have 

both taken of their turns 

A -• * ildl v lamming into or e another, [Harwich, 

It might help to * r oool their parritoh" if they oast a glance at 

And the state o' their poor shrimping " man and brother. 

Ah ! above our nets to stoop, and to scrape, and scratch, and scoop, 

In loneliness laborious and risky, 

Is not a task, in truth, to encourage sturdy youth, 

Or make work-worn old age alert and frisky, 

Then with sore and aching back we have pot to boil and pack ; 

And then the hungry middleman's remittance, 

When it oomes, is precious small, what a docker-lad would call 

A paltry and a belly-pinohing pittance. 

Yet the Fish-Bingt, they do say, are quite prosperous and gay, 

And Billingsgate is wealthy ; and the stampers 

Who so out our profits down, live like fighting-cocks in town, 

On the ill-paid toil of fishermen and shrimpers I 

Ah ! That * r Harvest of the Sea" is a sounding phrase, but we 

Find such " poetry " for us has little meaning. 

The " Fish-Farmers " may do well, as their profits plump and swell, 

But, alas ! for those who have to do the gleaning I 




A TRIP "PER SEA/ 



Projected Pe-txtitation— Iff racombe— Torre Walks— En route- 
Start— In Dock— Out— Tender Thoughts— On Board- Recep- 
tion— Greetings— Exciting Search— Parting— Off ! 

Happy Thought.— Uevitat Hfraoombe. Hire highest possible house 
at the lowest possible price close to oelebrated " Torn Walks." 
Why called •'Torn Walks" P Probably original Tours who dis- 
covered Hfraoombe used to walk here ; one stormy night Torrs lost 
his head and legs; then fell from sheer height of several hundred 
feet into boiling sea; boiling sea made it hot for the unhappy Tobhb; 
Torbs only walking, not swimming. Therefore end of Tores. 
Family name perpetuated in Walks. Years ago, price to ascend Torrs 
was one penny per head, body included. Tariff gone up since then. 
To Torrs Torr-tuous Turnings admission Twopenoe. Extra penny 
might have improved paths. Here there is as muoh "winding up" as 
in bankruptcy. " Excelsior f) is motto of visitor; likewise of pro- 
prietor who put on the extra penny. No matter; not another 
spot in England where pedestrian can get better air, better exercise, 
and finer views, all for twopenoe ! 

Friendly Advice— gratis .—Always carry waterproof. If practic- 
able get someone to carry it for you. Sever know when you may 
want it, or when you mayn't. Stop for five o , olook tea on Torrs top. 
Whistle merrily " Torr-eador contento " as you descend, and you 
will be giving one of the best airs in Carmen in return for about 
the finest air in Devonshire. 

How to get to Ilfracomhe.—2et rail, London and 8outh- Western. 
Picturesque line of country . Another, and a longer route, per mare 



et terram. and therefore more varied and health-refreshing, which 
are important points to score if your holiday be circumscribed, is to 
take passage on board steamer, Paoifio OrientLine for choice, which 
stops at Plymouth en route to give a last glance at Old England 
before proceeding across the Bay of Biscay to Naples, and, ultimately, 
Australia. Only drawback to this is the start from Fenohuroh Street. 
Fenohuroh Street Station enough to make anyone start Wanted 
here a spacious, light and airy place where passengers carrying " hand 
properties " can move about rapidly without loss of that equanimity of 
temper which every traveller should cultivate under circumstances that 
would try even the joviality of that utterly impossible oreation Mark 
Tapley. Still Mark Tapley is an ideal to be lived up to as near as 
may be ; and the passenger who, with bag in hand, while struggling 
with mixed crowd in Fenohuroh Street Station on the departure of any 
important Tilbury Dock train, can be jovial or even ordinarily polite, 
is already in a fair way towards earning the Ideal Tapley Medal 

Tilbury Wharf. " And at this wharf of Tilbury" why not more 
porters? Why not a covering to the landing-stage, where at present, 
the traveller, like the sky parlour in ancient song, " exposed to the 
wind and the rain," will be thoroughly drenohed while awaiting the 
advent of the tender. Happy Thought.— To-day, fortunately, fine. 

These queries occur to me as I stand on this floating quay, and 
witness in the distance the "tender parting." There will be many 
44 a tender parting " beside this one to be seen when the Orotava gets 
her steam up, and quits Tilbury for Melbourne. 

We board the Orotava, which is to board and lodge so many of 
them (with another contingent going overland, and joining the ship 
later on) for the next month or so. 

I am personally introduced to the captain by some kindly friends 
who come to see me off, and whom, as I lose ;sight of them in the 
crowd, it is soon my turn to " see off " ; as subsequently I can only 
oatoh a glimpse of them in the crowd, on the tender, as they depart 
for shore, when we wave hands to one another implying thereby all 
sorts of good wishes. After making the oaptain's acquaintance, I am 
introduced by some light-hearted companion— everyone on board is 
either boisterously gay or in the deepest grief —to a good-humoured- 
looking portly gentleman, whom, there being nothing whatever nauti- 
cal in nis apt 



appearance, I should have taken for a landed i . 
" one of the olden time," had I not very soon discovered nim to be 
something uncommonly superior in the Nautical Paoifio Service, and 
the friend in need, without whom no passenger's happiness is com- 
plete, that is, speaking from practioal experience, if the destination 
of that passenger is only Plymouth, as was mine. 

Farewell ! The tender is about to depart. It seems to me to be as 
full as when it arrived. " Cheers, tears and laughter : " only the 
laughter is a bit forced, while the tears are natural, and the cheers 
most hearty. The tender hesitates. Tug evidently tender-hearted ; 
can't bear to part with the good ship Orotava. No ; this is not the 
cause of the del ay. Some one is waited for. Tender crew impatient. 
Where is he f Who is he ? Find him. Some one, in ordinary frock 
coat and top hat but clearly an official on board tender, puts both 
hands to his mouth and shouts out what sounds to me like "Wait for 
Mister Ttjbbs ! " Evidently tender cannot go ashore without Tubbs ; 
equally evident that Tubbs is not to sail with the Orotava. Puzzle, 
to find Tubbs. Stewards, ohief offioers, mates, men rush in all direc- 
tions to rout out Tubbs. Look-out man aloft in sort of suspended 
clothes basket oannotget a sight of Tubbs either in the offiog or out 
of it. Nothing like Tubbs to be seen anywhere. Somebody reports 
at top of voioe " He 's with the captain. 1 ' Captain up above some- 
where, invisible, denies soft impeachment as to being odgnisant of 
the whereabouts of Tubbs. What is Tubbs doing ? Playing hide 
and seek f Search light turned on into darkest and deepest depths 
of Orotava. No Tubbs. Suddenly first gangway withdrawn, and 
grasp of tender partially relaxed. Exciting moment. Crew of 
tender rattle second gangway threateningly: their patience is 
almost exhausted. The cry goes up onoe more for Tubbs ahoy! 
Even the weeping wives and sorrowing friends, lovers and children 
forget their dear ones for a moment and strain their eyes in every 
direction, gasping for a glimpse of invisible Tubb9. At last a small, 
stoutish figure appears on the gangway. Is he hatless f breathless r 
Not a bit of it. He walks the gangway as if he yet had hours of 
leisure before him, and was quite unconscious of having kept anyone 
waiting. It is Tubbs himself. The self-possession of Tubbs is re- 

body. Speaks to nobody. Snd- 
n : morecheers, more wav- 

.. w .with the impassive Tubbs 

to ooot, drifts out of sight, and the Orotava is fairly under weigh. 
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WITHOUT PREJUDICE. 



Ugly Man (who thinks he '« a privileged wag, to Artist). " Now, Mb. Daubigkt, draw mb." 
Artist {who doesn't like being called Daubiyny, and whose real name is Smith). " Certainly. 
But you won't bb ofvbnbbd hit's like tot. Eb?" 



THAT POOR IRISH HARP! 

Moobb hymned the " Irish Melodies," 

And as he harped all heeded his chords. 
Bat heaven help the hard who tries 

To harmonise the " Irish Disoords" 
The Paddies quarrel, gird, and oarp, 

Blend petty squeak with mad mock-thunder. 
No Minstrel JBoy may tnne that Harp 

Since faction " tore its ohords asunder." 



A wbddibg of great interest to Welsh 
society, whioh took place lately in the 
Rhonada Valley, was that between Mr. 
Smith and Miss Mabgabbt Abbahax, 
daughter of " Mabon," M.P. Of course " Ma 
bon-nie bride." The presents, though 
numerous and handsome enough, did not 
somehow inolude one that, haying in view 
the nationality of the interesting pair, would 
have been singularly appropriate. There was 
no gift of Tail -eta. 



THE LATEST DANGER. 

(A Caution to those who are Interviewed. ) 

Thb oelebrity awaited his interviewer with 
some impatience. He had arranged his story 
with considerable care. He was prepared to 
•how that he was the best of boys at school, 
the most studious of students at the univer- 
sity, the worthiest of men at all times. He 
felt sure that when the reoord of his life was 
published, preparations would be made to 
erect a statue and a glass window in his 
honour. And so he was satisfied. 

In due course the interviewer appeared. 
The man was bland and persuasive. He 
requested the oelebrity to take a chair, and 
then placed his hand upon his brow. The 
celebrity gazed into the eyes of his visitor 
with a lack lustre stare, and then seemingly 
sank into a heavy sleep. 

" And now I am prepared to begin^' mur- 
mured the interviewer, taking out his note- 



book. "My worthy Sir, I command you to 

tell me all. Mark you well— aU." 

And then the oelebrity, in a monotonous 

tone, revealed the secrets of the past. 
• • • • • 

The oelebrity was furious. The interview 
had appeared, and was far too true in the 
story of its subject's life to be pleasant. 
There was no assertion that the oelebrity had 
been the best of boys at school, the most 
studious of students at the university, the 
worthiest of men at all times. On the con- 
trary, the oelebrity had " oome out" in rather 
unflattering colours. So that eminent man 
was simply furious. He had sent for his in- 
terviewer, and awaited once more his arrival 
with impatience. In due ooarse his bio- 
grapher turned up. 

• r And now, Sir," said the oelebrity, in 
tones trembling with anger, "what do you 
mean by suggesting that I tried as a child to 
slaughter my maiden aunt P " 

" Did you P" was the calm rejoinder. 

" That is beside the question. And why 
did you assert that I had told you that I 
never did a day's work at the university P " 

" But you did say so-didn't you P " 

"Again beside the question. And what 
did you mean by stating that I had deserted 
my wife, and turned my children out-of-doors 
at a moment's notice P " 

"But were those statements true or 
untrue P" 

"That you have not received a writ for 
libel is my answer. But how came you to 
know these unpleasant details — who told 
youP" 

"You did." 

"I did! When, where and how P" 

" When I saw you here, and at my re- 
quest." 

" I do not understand you," murmured the 
puzzled oelebrity. " Why should I tell you 
all this?" 

Then came the explanation. 

" Ton told me all I wanted," replied the 
interviewer. " because I am a hypnotist ? " 

"Indeed!" returned the celebrity when 
he had recovered from his astonishment ; and 
then, after a moment of deep consideration, 
he rave his visitor the names and addresses 
of the more hated of his rivals. 



THE NEW BATTLE OF HASTINGS. 

Sou advance on Peace's journey 

We may reokon. War's disasters 
Won't attend this great Chess Tourney. 

And the Meeting of the Masters. 
Stedotz, Labksb, TscmeoBnr, 

Blackbubbb, Bibb, or any other, 
Whichsoever champion win, 

Will be hailed as friend and brother. 
Senlac saw another sight 

When the Norman whipped the Saxon. 
This serene and bloodless nght 

Skill and patience lay sole tax on. 
Here no arrow ends the fray, 

(Though a narrow victory may do,) 
Whereat Punch must shout hooray ! 

Play on, great Chess Masters, pray do I 
May the best man meet success ! 

(Big guns have had pretty bastings !) 
And no Battles, save at Chess, 

Ever stain our English Hastings ! 

A Voice from the Table. 
(At Swearing-in Time for the new Jf.P.'*). 

Thb cry is still they oome— the new M.P.'s ! 

The difference 'twixt them and us, no 
doubt, 
Seems but one letter, but how vast it is 1— 

They are " sworn in," but we are jost worn 

rotl r>init i7PrihA-iOO 
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SATISFACTORY! 



Nervous Traveller. " Hi, Man, steady I Don't dbive so fast 1 M 

Hibernian Driver. "Sum, yeb Honneb, an* I 'm only thbyin* to make the ould Maes fobget how often 

OK HER N08K AT TRW BLI88ED HlLL 1" 



SEE HAS BEEN 



ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FBOM THE DIABT OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, August 12. — "Are you ready P 
Go!" No mistaking the voioe. It was the elear, sharp notes of 
Hempber Joe, ringing from behind Speaker's Chair, high above 
buzz of talk snd bustle of movement in crowded House. Wondering 
what it miffht portend, when discovered Prince Arthur and 
Squire of Malwood entering simultaneously, after the fashion of 
the Bounding Brothers from the Breathless Baltic. Only, if you 
remember, those eminent artistes appeared in ring from directly 
opposite approaches, advancing towards eaoh other with startling, 
tnough graoeful evolutions. Prince and Squire, on contrary, 
started from door at back of Speaker's Chair, advanced fair toe 
and heel to table: walked step by step together along either 
front bench, till each reached the Beat kept vacant for him. 

House so surprised at this performance it almost forgot to shout 
What usually nappens on like occasions is for one Leader of 
Party to take his seat amid loud cheers from his friends, taken up 
with strident voice from other side when their man oomes in* Now 
cheers, if indulged in, would mingle, and might be misunderstood. A 
welcome meant for Prince Arthur might seem to be bestowed upon 
Squire, and vice vertd, as Mr. Anstey once said. Whilst perturbed 
House looked on, Hsmprer Joe, having watched his men, fairly 
started, reach their goal, followed with swinging step and the 
inevitable orchid. 

To see him seat himself on Treasury Bench, the right-hand man 
of a Tory Government, too much for the feelings of Tim Healt, 
usually held in stern reserve. During interval of General Election 
Tim been holding sweet converse with his colleagues in general, 
Blake and Tat Pat in particular. By odd chance he, taking his 
place in new Parliament to-day, found himself seated between his 
two friends, to whom presently entered the "dear Justin" of a 
voluminous missive. Soothed by such companionship Toe in melt- 
ing mood. But sight of Hsmprer Joe finally crossing the gangway, 



from Birmingham to 



Hatfield, too much "for trained equanimity. Tim groaned aloud. 

anguish. Dr. Tanker (figuratively 



formally completing marvellous journey 
Hatfield, too much for trained *« — '~— A 
Swift MacNeux roared as if in __ . w 

of course) cut himself with knives, emitting sounds that nearly 
frightened to death two new members seated on either side of him. 
1/ Hsmprer smiled benignly. Clerk at Table, dexterously interpos- 
ing, pointed spectral forefinger at Johic Mowbray, who rose to 
" move that the Bight Hon. William Court Gully do take the 
Chair as Spesker." 

A delicate task, seeing that a few short months back he had run 
White Ridley for the Chair against the man whose price to-day he 
fixed far above rubies. Admirably performed ; made easier by fact 
that meanwhile Gully had filled the Chair, acquitting himself in 
manner that justified choice of friends and extorted admiration on 
other side. 

"All very well," says Sark, " to talk about preserving cherished 
traditions and best precedents of House. But suppose Gully had 
been— I won't say a failure, but— anything short of perfect manner 
in the Chair, where would he have been to-day P " 

Certainly not in the Chair, whither Mowbray led him, escorted by 
John Ellis, and where Prince Arthur welcomed him in terms 
which indicated that now was the dearest desire of his heart fulfilled. 
As for Squire of Malwood, he was so affected that he fell into bis 
most funereal manner. 

** One would think," said Chaplin, himself in the highest spirits, 
44 that he had come to bury Gully, not to praise him." 

Business done.— Speaker re-elected. 

Tuesday.—" Our army may have sworn terribly in Flanders," said 
Mr. MrxMAjr, tossing back the wig from his throbbing brow and re- 
arranging his crumpled gown ; " it was nothing to what the House 
of Commons can do when called upon." 

Four o'clock now. House met at noon, and ever since they 've 
been swearing away. Prince Arthur and Squire of Malwood led 
off, in company with Hicks-Beach, Goschik and Henry Fowler, 
He no longer the Great Mogul. Has folded up his turban, put away 
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The Elect of Whitehaven ! 



his kaftan, hung up his 
yataghan, and onoe more 
resumed the dress of 
commonplace Englishman, 
House loses something of its 
pioturesqueness. But, Fow- 
ler says, change of estate 
has some compensations. At 
least now he has not to re- 
oeive the Shahzada in his 
family circle, handing him 
round tea and cakes, and 
attempting to converse with 
him in the Afghan tongue, 
imperfectly acquired by 
study of Ollendorp. Sense 
of renewed freedom made 
Ex-Secretary for India 
throw added fervour into 
his bout of swearing. 

A little excitement at first 
in crowded House. No rea- 
son why Members should 
insist on being; sworn-in 
right away. Might look in 
later in afternoon, when 
pressure was over; or call 
to-morrow; or stroll in all 
by themselves on Thursday 
or Friday. Human instinct 
irrepressible even in Mem- 
bers of Parliament. Must 
be in the first flight, what- 
ever is going on. So swarmed 
round table, made dashes 
for stray copies of the New 
Testament, snatoEedatalioes 
of cardboard containing form 
of oath, as the anonymous 



A-g-tt-9 H-U-r, Btq ;i M.P. "Well really, drowning man clutched at 
now they come to mention it, the Hkeness be- the fortuitous straw. MlL- 

!ZT!LSSSfa££i /^ Harcourt * *ak, standing at table, ad- 

wry remarkable indeed ! ministering oath, hada hot 

time of it for an hour. Thereafter excitement began to tone 
down, and just now fliokered out. 

Business done. — Swearing in 
Members. 

Thursday.—" Accidental rela- 
tions in directorial oapaoitv with 
a great railway corporation nave," 
said David Plunxet, "brought 
to my knowledge the fact that 
when signals on the line show a 
green light, caution is necessary. 
This afternoon, when I observed 
Tanner oome in with flaming 
green necktie I feared the worst." 

The worst didn't befall till mid- 
night approached. But things in 
immediate neighbourhood of Tan- 
ner been e eetning for some time. 
His topographical position a little 
trying. Faoed by triumphant 
majority of anti-Home-Rulers, 
distinctly seeing on Treasury 
Bench two Balfours where for- 
merly only one had sat, he 
irritated by having on his flank 
the Redmond freres, Harring- 
ton, Clancy and other compa- 
triots almost worse than Saxons, 
not to mention the nain to a man 
of peace of consciousness that 
between his friends and colleagues 
Tnc Healy and Jomr Dillon 
there was something lacking in 
the way of perfect loving-kind- 
ness. Then there was Boanerges 
Russell on the Treasury Benoh. 
Bad enough to have had him sit- 
ting on corner of top benoh im- 
mediately opposite. To see him 
curling up his legs on Treasury 
Bench, one of Her Majesty r s 

Ministers, drawing a salary quar- __ ___, „ 

terlywith regulation and despatch, able to the occasion." 




wasmorethan a humble but patriotiomedioal practitioner could stand. 
44 T. W. Russell!" cried Tanner, with fine irony, and bold dis- 
regard of Parliamentary usage, which forbids mention of Members by 
name. The observation was by way of postscript to inquiry as to 
whether the Government really intend to fry and prevent the murder 
of any more missionaries in China, and bring in an Irish Land Bill P 
No satisfaction forthcoming on these points. Tanner sat and 
brooded by the hour 
over fresh wrongs of 
Ireland, complicated 
by these proceedings 
in China. It was 
Harrington who ac- 
cidentally and unin- 
tentionally dropped 
the spark whion, as 
a Member once ob- 
served, let slip the 
dogs of war. " That's 
a lie ! " remarked 
Tanner, by way of 
oriticisiog one of 
Harrington's state- 
ments. Bemarkmade 
in quite ordinary 
way; just as if he 
had been moved to 
say "How d' you 
doP" or, "It's a 
fine day.'' Friends 

and countrymen sit- A Pieo « °f Crown-Derby Ware ! 

ting near not in Design for Bemrose-and-Drage Ornament for the 
slightest degree dis- Chimney-piece. No publican's parlour should be 
turbed. Only Tan- without this charming memento of a great victory. 
iter's way. Harrington, in fact, had oommeneed next sentence, 
when voice of long-suffering Speaker heard, inquiring whether he 
had heard aright, one Member accusing another of being a liar ? 

Tanner a little flustered at this extraordinary and unexpected 
punctilio. If objection taken had not been so sudden, the Doctor, 
most amiable and good-natured of men, who wouldn't hurt a fly 
much less flout a Speaker, would have apologised. But House 
angrily roared ; Speaker remained standing ; Hemprer Joe, leading 
House in temporary absence of Prince Arthur, appeared on scene 
with bit of paper he had in his pocket, containing, oy rare chance, 

written formula for moving sus- 
pension of disorderly Member. So 
Tanner was " named," and pre- 
sently escorted from House by 
Deputy - Sergeant - at - Arms, 
«balriwg his fist at unoffending 
Secretary for the Colonies, shout- 
ing " Judas 1 Judas!" at top of 
strident voice, probably restrained 
only by general hurry of pro- 
ceedings from demonstrating now 
l'Hskprer was at bottom of 
the murder of missionaries in 
China. 

Business done. — Address 
moved. So was Tanner— out of 
House. Robertson, M.P. for 
South Hackney, delightful in 
seconding Address. Confided to 
House that he was first genuine 
East-Ender ever placed in such 
position, 

Friday.— Unprecedented scene 
to-night. Attorney - General 
for Ireland, rising from Trea- 
sury Benoh, opposed John Dil- 
lon's amendment to Address ; 
Solicitor-Generalfor Ireland, 
springing up from Front Opposi- 
tion Benoh, warmly supported it. 
Both maiden speeches; manner 
distinctly different. Atkinson 
prim, severe, official : Hemphill 
friendly, genial, richly eloquent. 
"I fancy," said Prince 
Arthur, with one of his sweet 
smiles, •'our Solicitor- General 
has studied his Parliamentary 
As he was. Tne Seoonder of the Address. At he ought kfyave hem. manner by observing the graces of 
u Hon. Members would probably be interested in seeing what a dweller in the « popular conductor on taking his 
East End was really like, especially when he was to be in some costume suit- seat in the orchestra." Business 
" done.— Still debating Address, 
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SCRAPS PBOM CHAPS. 

Taxing the Watebs. — Are 
the Falls of Foyers worth preserv- 
ing P That depends on another 
question— What are the Falls of 
Foyer*? They are the finest cas- 
cade in Bonny Sootland, and the 
B. A* C, or British Aluminium 
Company, intends to take all the 
water out of them to turn its 
machinery with. Not, mind you, 
a mere inappreciable nil, but the 
whole liver! "Ma Foi-ers!" 
exclaimed Mr. Punch in his best 
French, when he read the corre- 
spondence on this subject in the 
North British Daily Mail, the 
Olagow Herald, and other 
northern papers; ' ' shall this van- 
dalism be allowed P No! Foyers 
must be preserved for-years to 
come! 1 ' It seems that a Dr. 
Common, a director of the B. A. C, 
has been explaining to the Inver- 
ness Field Club that the Falls 
won't actually be destroyed— only 
there will be no water in them ! 
Yet, by his name, this direotor 
should defend all common rights. 
We hope he is rare. TheB.A.C. 
(or Brazen Assurance Company) 
must learn the A B C of respect 
for natural beauty, or Mr. Bbtge 
will have to introduce an " Access 
to Waterfalls Bill." There is yet 
time to save the chief Wonder of 
Loch Ness ; and a year hence let 
us trust that the following Words- 
worthian stanza will apply :— 

Full many a glorious scene hat Punch 

Bayed by his winsome pace : 
And from the B. A. G. this Fall, 
A lovely, powerless, hopeless, thrall, 

Was rescued by the Sage. 
So let it foam ! And time will come 

When every tourist raider 
At this Cascade will give three cheers 

For every good Case-aider ! 

Ah Old Ousted Pobt.— The 
"Battle of the Mails" is again 
raging in Ireland. Queenstown 




LOCAL COLOUR. 

Place— South Parade, Cheapenham-on-Sea. 

Edith. "Mabel dear, would toxt get me Baedeker's Switzer- 
land AND THE LAST NUMBEB. 07 THE WORLD." 

Mabel. "What do you want them fob?" 

Edith, " Oh, I 'm writing Litters, and we 'be in the Enga- 

DINS, YOU KNOW, AND I JUST WANT TO DESOBIBE SOME OF OUR 
FAYOUBITB H AUNTS, AND MENTION A FEW OF THE PEOPLE WHO ARE 
STAYING THERE— BEBE, I MEAN." 



seemed to have conquered, hut, 
aooording to the Cork Daily 
Herald, the partisans of South- 
ampton are insidiously working 
in favour of that port, because it 
is believed that "a Unionist 
Government with a powerful 
majority will be less amenable to 
Irish pressure than the late 
Home-Kale Government was." 
And the very idea of the Post 
Office breaking through the oon- 
traot with the Cunard Line, the 
Dublin Steam Packet Company, 
and the London and North- 
Western Railway is denounced 
as a monstrous offence. That is 
all right, and it is refreshing to 
find so muoh respect for oontraots 
still surviving. In postal and 
steamer matters Ireland is Con- 
servative to the backbone. She 
won't doff her "coat of mail" 
in a hurry. Home-Rulers and 
Unionists are united on this point : 
" one touch at Queenstown makes 
ail Erin glad." 

The South Wales Daily News 
tells us that "policeman on bi- 
oyoles are a very common thing 
in Cardiganshire." 

THE VERNACULAR EVOLUTION OF 
THE* 4 FORCE." 

When great 8ir Bobbbt first enrolled 

the band, 
As "Peelers" they were known 

throughout the land : 
Then fickle fancy, changing e'er 

her hobby, 
Metamorphosed the nickname into 

•« Bobby." 
As years went on— 'tis known to be 

no •• whopper *' — 
Alluded to was Bobby as a 

"Copper,"; 
And. nowadays, the people oall him 

«81op": 
Nor is the matter likely here to 

stop. 
For now we learn, that our once 

simple "Peeler" 
Is up-to-date and has become a 

"Wheeler"! 



THE OLLENDOBF GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

THE PEBSISTENT HAIBDRESSER. 

The middle-aged neighbour is going to the fine shop of the 
persistent hairdresser. Why is the middle-aged neighbour wring to 
the fine shop of the persistent hairdresser P Beoause the middle-aged 
neighbour's wife (i.e. the wife of the 
middle-aged neighbour) has ordered 
him to have his nair out. What will 
the perstaenthairdresaerteUthemiddle- 
aged neighbour while he is having his 
haircut? That the hair of the middle- 
aged neighbour (t.e. the middle-aged 
neighbour's hair) is all oominff off. 
What will the middle-aged neighbour 
say ? The middle-aged neighbour will 
say nothing, but he will attempt to 
read the gigantio journal of the 
prospero u s newspaper proprietor. Will the persistent hairdresser 
make any further remark P Yea, the persistent hairdresser 
will "inform the middle-aged neighbour that his hair is thin on 
the top of his head, that the remaining hair is very dry, that it 
would be well if the middle-aged neighbour would give immediate 
attention to the subjeot (i.e. the subject attention rive immediate). 
What will the middle-aged neighbour say P The middle-a£ed neigh- 
bour will say nothing, but will continue the attempted reading of the 
gigantio journal of the prosperous newspaper proprietor. Will 
the persistent hairdresser persevere in his exertions to attract the 
attention of the middle-aged neighbour? He will persevere by 
brushing the hair of the middle-aged neighbour by machinery. 

vox. on. 




Will the brushing of the hair of the middle-aged neighbour 
by maohinery prevent the further reading of the gigantio journal 
of the prosperous newspaper proprietor P It will have that effect, 
and the middle-aged neighbour will remonstrate. Will the persist- 
ent hairdresser repeat his observations about the thinness of the hair 
on the top of the head of the middle-aged neighbour P He will, and 
the observations will be received in silence. Will the persistent 
hairdresser then recommend " the Blistersoalpholine " as a remedy P 
The persistent hairdresser will recommend " the Blistersoalpholine " 
as a remedy, saying that it may be obtained in bottles at half-a- 
orown and four-ana-six. Will he urge the purchase of "the 
Blisterroalpholine'' in bottles at four-and-six, in preference to 
bottles at nalf-a-orown P He will, saying that the former oontain 
four times as muoh " Bluterscalpholine" than the latter (i.e. four- 
and-six four times "Blistersoalpholine" half-a-orown bottles oontain 
as much). Willthemiddle-agedneighbourBaythat hewishes to be bald P 
The middle-aged neighbour will say so with superfluous emphasis (i.e., 
in phrases of superabundance). Will the persistent hairdresser de- 
clare that " the Blistersoalpholine " can be advantageously used as a 
hair- wash by those desirous of becoming bald P The persistent 
hairdresser will make this declaration. Why will the persistent 
hairdresser sound the praises of " the Blistersoalpholine" so loudly P 
Because the persistent hairdresser is the sole manufacturer of " the 
Blistersoalpholine." Will the middle-aged neighbour purohase a 
bottle of the persistent hairdresser? Yes; the middle-aged neigh- 
bour will purchase a bottle, if the middle-aged neighbour has an 
account with the persistent hairdresser, and he (*.*. the persis- 
tent hairdresser) will put it (ue. the bottle of " BHsterscaJpholine ") 
in his (ie. the middle-aged neighbour's) bilL If the middle-aged 
neighbour uses " the BfistenoaJpholine," what will he do in six 
months P The middle-aged neighbour will purchase a wig. 
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BOBEBT BTOHS TO THE BESCTJE. 

[The Falls of Foyers, near Looh Ness, are 
menaced by the projected proceedings of an 
Aluminium Company.] 

"Amoitq the heathy hills and rugged woods 
The roaring Fyers pour* his mossy floods, 
7W full he dashes on the rocky mounds, 
Where % thro* a shapeless breach, his stream 

resounds. 
As high in air the bursting torrents flow. 
As deep recoiling surges foam below, 
Prone down the rock the whitening strsam 

descends. 
And viewless Echo's ear, astonished, rends* 
Dim-Men, thro f rising mists, and ceaseless 

showers 

The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding low'rs. 

Still thro r the gap the struggling river toils. 

And sUU, below, the horrid cauldron boils—" 
• • • • • 

The abore nerer-finiahed fragment was written 
br Bubks, with a pencil, standing by the Fall of 
Fyers (now called Foyers), near Loch Ness. 

Shade 0/ Robert Burks, loquitur : — 

•• blither Soots/' and is it tints, 
For all your patriot io fuss 

O'er names and sic-like trifles. 
Ye can stand by whilst soulless Trade, 
With greedy pick, and grubbing spade, 

Old Scotia's charms so rifles ? 
How well the hoar my heart recalls, 

When, fired by all the Moses. 

1 strove to honour Foyers Falls I 
But now my song refuses 

Its singing, swift-springing, 
At sight of Scotia? s ohannsy 

Mysong now is wrung now 
With patriot alarms. 

That I, "for poor auld Scotland's sake, 
Some usef u' plan or beuk could make, 

Or sing a sang at least, 19 
Was aye my wish. But, Scotland dear. 
What is this shameful news I hear, 

That racks your poet's breast f 
That ruthless commerce, spreading wide, 

Will stain the shores of Ness. 
And turn those mossy floods aside 
I sang— with some success ? 
That Beauty and Duty- 
It sure must be a hum I— 
A Soot still can blot still, 
For— Aluminium I 

I know my oouutry's bye of " brass." 
'Tis loth to let a bawbee pass, 

A saxpenoe bid go bang. 
Yet " Caledonia stern and wild/' 
Rather than see these Falls defiled, 

Should bid gross gain go hang I 
Fancy those " rocky mounds " replaced 

By refuse-heaps— alack !— 
And all the " heathy hills " defaced 
By smoke and chimney-stack ! 
A tunnel P— Bach runnel, 

In river and cascade, 
Seems shouting, and flouring 
The claims of tasteless Trade. 

And shall a private oompany 
In interests of mere £ s. d. 

Bob Ness of Beauty's dower ? 
Shall Scotland in new-born stupidity 
Pander to sordid Trade's cupidity 

To get cheap water-power P 
Monopoly tap the torrent-stream, 

And " viewless Echo's ear " 
Be harried by the hideous scream 
Of railway whistles near ? 
I 'm fired, inspired ! 

The Muse, though mild and meek, 
Now dashing, eye-flashing, 
Assures me I must speak ! 

Scotland may list her Bubns's song 
And stay, ere all too late, a wrong 
To beauty and herself. 







ACCOMMODATING. 

Old Lady. "Now THnr f what do tou wartI" 

Joe the Tramp. "I ain't pbbtioklbr, Lady. What 'av* tie got!" 



She 's not so fast midst Mammon's thralls 
As sacrifice her noblest Falls 

To paltry greed of pelf • 
If she '11 not heed the patriot's cry, 

She '11 heed the poors jingle. 
The prospect fires the Ploughman's eye, 
And makes his heart strings tingle. 
Ye 're no men. nor wo-men. 

As Soots ye 're false and fickle, 
Should Trade thus degrade thus 
The Falls to a poor trickle. 

Where are ye, bardlings, full of fire, 
Who tune to-day a Scottish lyreP 

Where is your sounding line ? 
No stirring stanza can ye spare ? 
Faith, Sirs, this aluminium scare 

Should waken all the Ninel 
Ahl could I hand my lyre to Lang, 

Looh Ness should echo loud 
To such a strain as ne'er yet rang 

In ears of Mammon's crowd. 



Wake"WuLm"! 'Twon't sully 
Your fame, you grand old Soot f 

For what land like Scotland 
Should raise your ire red-hot ? 



In France female enterprise knows no limit 
and no law. CteLwrnrs J ouvjct of Belleville 
—who has a jolly "vay" about her-ndis- 
covered a son of Mars asleep. •' Not hers to 
reason why. hers but his togs to try," so she 
promptly relieved the slumbering warrior of 
his uniform and transferred it to her own 
person, and— doubtless to "cover" the loan 
—left her own pettiooats by the side of the 
sleeping soldier. Poor Piou-piou had a rude 
awakening, and was compelled to don the 
girl's garments, in which unwarlike garb he 
reached the barracks. Celhtuti was appre- 
hended, and got fifteen days. Offenbach 
would have given her eighteen months. 
Digitized by • 
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GEORGIE'S AND JACKY'S HOLIDAYS. 

(An Extract from the Note-book of Mr. Barlow the Younger.) 
I am quite sore that, had my revered grandsire survived— as a 
matter ot fact, he passed away tome time ago, leaving a valuable 
connection— he would have moved with the times. In his day he 
oertainly did his best to amnse his pupils by telling them agreeable 
and instructive stories, but he did not actually join in their sports. 
^ s^ I, his descendant, pursue the even tenor of 

<*^ t^f my way on a different tack. I have two lads 

staying with me during the vacation. Their 
parents are residing in the Indian portion of 
the British empire and the Australian colonies. 
They are bright, intelligent boys, full of high 
spirits, and yet gifted with an amount of 
common sense much in advance of their com- 
paratively tender years. Georgia Babhwell 
is generous to a fault. He will borrow six- 
pence of a friend to-day, and give half of it 
to a beggar to-morrow. His companion, Jacky 
Rush, is more economical. He, too, will bor- 
row sixpence to-day and supplement it, if 
possible, by a further loan on the morrow, Consequently John is 
richer, as a rule, than Geobge. 

" See. Sir," said Rush to me a morning or so since, " what I have 
got Thanks to the kindness of some acquaintances with longer 
purses than my own, I have acquired a fishing-rod." 

*' Whioh I trust you will not allow him to use," put in Barnwell, 
impulsively. "He is considerably my junior, and I fear that, were 
he to fish, he might be drawn by the strength of the current into 
the water, and possibly be drowned. Such a calamity would be a 
terrible thing to his parents. What would make such a blow the 
more acute would be the expense of the telegram conveying the 
lamentable news to India. On these grounds, revered Sir, I trust 

Tnn will fnvhifl liim +Iia tima /vf 4-Iia &*Vki*i<»_wks1 »» 




are unnecessary, 

, r, that they spring 

from the best motives, as he refused to have anything to do with the 
purchase of the rod, on the score that he thought I would be tempted 
to u»e it. Now that I have bought it with my own money " 

41 Your own money," observed Geobgie, with a smile. 

44 With money that has passed into my possession," amended the 
younger lad. "I shall be glad to sell the rod at a considerable dis- 
count if such a financial arrangement can be entertained by my well- 
intentioned companion." 

" I am sincerely grieved," replied Babnwell to this invitation, "to 
have to say * No/ A rather extensive purchase of Japanese caramel 
cannon-balls has entirely exhausted my pecuniary resources. But 



I am willing to meet Jacky half way. As he has bought the fishing 
rod, I shall be glad to hold it for him when we get to the landing- 
stage, where we propose commencing our search for the denizens of 
the vastv deep." 

It will be noticed by the observant that up to this point the con- 
versation had been conducted in well-chosen words. " Literary 
elegance in diotion " is one of the many extras that appear in the 
bills delivered quarterly (and payable in advance) to the parents of 
my cherished charges. To my surprise and annoyance Jacky, 
instead of retorting with courtesy, merely placed his right hand 
level with his face, extended the fingers, and allowed the thumb to 
touch the note. 

"You will see, Sir," said Geobgie, muoh shocked at this vul- 
garity, " that my companion at times is lost to all sense of shame. If 
you are kind enough to turn aside for a moment, I shall be glad to 
accomplish a feat known amongst the prize fighters of the earlier 
part of the present century as punching some one's 
head." 

I complied with my pupil's request, and for some 
little while there were sounds not entirely unsug- 
gestive of lamentation. Sounds whioh seemed to 
cause no little amusement to an observant 'Any. 

Our walk to the plaoe of fishery after this little 
incident was uneventful. When we reached the 
spot, a rough-looking mariner was in attendance 
with what subsequently appeared to be a bag of 
bait. 

" Morning gents, all," said the sailor, respectfully; 

I have got what you want. But be careful how 
you touch them, as they are nasty customers." 
9 This warning; was necessary, for Geobgie (who 
is of an inquiring character) had placed his hands 
amongst the worms with results. He uttered an exclamation of 
pain. "Ah, I thought so!" cried the mariner, looking at my 
charge's teivel-stained palm ; "you have been bitten by a blue 
doctor. Well, all you have to do is to climb up to the moat under 
that there castle and find some mote weed. Put the weed on the spot 
and the pain will go like magic" 




" But its quite a mile up hill," observed the still depressed Babjt- 
well. "What shall I do while I am going ? It hurts me fearfully." 

"My dear Geobgie," said Jacky, who had now reassumed nis 
customary demeanour, "pray be guided by the advice of this 
worthy and experienced person. I feel sure that what he recom- 
mends is salutary. And as to what you should do while mounting 
the undoubtedly lofty heights leading to the castle's moat, I would 
recommend a policy of cheerful submission. Bear it, my dear boy, 
with fortitude, and smile while you perform the heroio operation. 
During your absence, I myself will hold the fishing-rod. This 
concession should tend to assuage your anguish. And, in conclusion, 
let me hazard the hope that when you return from the moat with 
your hand oonvalesoent, after an application of moat weed, you will 
find that I have had good sport. I trust to be in a position to 
present you with either a specimen of a salmon, a sole, a flying fish, 
or a tittlebat— of course, any one or all of them for a suitable con- 
sideration." 

Geobgie waited no longer, but hastened away after kicking in the 
direction of his cherished companion. 

"It's a painful bite when you ain't accustomed to it." observed 
the mariner. "Not that I mind 'em. Look here, all them's bites and 
stings." 

And the man stretched forth his hand, which was oertainly 
oovered with a variegated assortment of soars. 

"What did that?" asked Jacky, with a stronger feeling of 
curiosity than an appreciation of grammar. 

"That was done, Sir, by a spiteful cat," replied the mariner. 
" It is a nasty worm is the spiteful oat Cut them up into halves 
and they will bite you still. But there, the fish is awful fond 
of them I Why, these here blood-olotters are nothing to them, no 
more are these lug worms." 

With this, the man threw down what appeared to be a small but, 
for its size, corpulent sea-serpent. 

" It 's no good," he exclaimed, soornf ally. " The fish won't touch 
any of that lot after they ' ve lost their shape. Look at that one, it 's 
foolish to call it a worm now, ain't it ? Now I will take this blue 
doctor and bait the line for you. See, I run the hook through the 
head to the hip. That will fetch a mullet It leaves me half. But 
you must take a whole one for a codling." 

By this time Jacky was standing on the brink of the stage, all 
impatient to oast his line into the water. The bait, encumbered by 
some nobs of lead, fell with a jerk into the sea. 

" You had better take a seat, young master," said the experienced 
mariner ; " sometimes you get bites by the dozen, at others nothing 
comes near you for hours. It 's all a toss up. And the fish, too, 
they are fanciful. Your dabs and your oodlings are demons for rook 
worms. But the mullet and whiting want something a bit more 
tasty." 

"If that is the case." said Jacky, who had been from time to time 
watching his bait do yon not think you could find something 
more tempting than this attenuated worm, whioh, so far as I can 
judge, has already been diminished in the water of half its stature." 

" Well, yes, Sir ; I could put on a spiteful cat If a fish will touch 
anything, he will touch spiteful oat" 

Then with admirable skill the mariner selected a bait, and in a 
twinkling had the hook refurnished. 

" I shall be glad to be successful," said Jacky, " as I notioe that 
my cherished oompanion, Geobgie, has obtained the healing weed, 
and h rapidly returning from the Castle's moat He will be pleased 
to find that while he has been in pain I have been enjoying a 
delightful sport, with no little reward attached to it If I were suf- 
ficiently fortunate to capture a salmon, no doubt I would find a ready 
market for it in London, and thus acquire a sum of money sufficient 
to meet all my present necessities, and even to pay back a portion 
of the sums that have, during a period extending over years, been 
so kindly advanced to me." 

Unwilling to waste my time, and finding the occupation of watching 
Jacey's fruitless efforts to rob the mighty deep of its piscatorial 
inhabitants somewhat tedious, I had jotted down these few notes. 
It was at this moment that Jacky, who had been ineffectually 
attempting to charge bis hook, suddenly gave me the bait to hold. 
I had thus at length an opportunity of making the close acquaintance 
of " spiteful cat" The immediate result of the introduction was the 
abrupt and painful termination of my literary labours. 



" Mote agaik."— The Liverpool Courier tells a curious story of a 
female miner in " one of the chief Welsh gold mines." She is, we 
are informed, " a girl fair to look upon, a colonial, bright, common- 
sensible, wayward, musical, a linguist, altogether talented, and 
something of a new woman, yet noU She is linguist enough to 
attempt the Welsh language, perhaps that she may thereby mine 
the more." Admirable descriptive diotion this I The lady gold- 
seeker must be not only a miner, but a Minerva, and if only she 
succeeds in discovering a few nuggets she will be able (as a wag 
might suggest) to purchase a polios to live in. 

D i g i t i zod by VjUUVIW 
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CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By "Hansom Jack.") 
No. I.— MY MATES AND MY FARES. 

*• Ms and my Fare* /" There's a takingish title for one o' them 

books as they call " Rummynioenoes !" 
Don't you imagine " Romance on the Rank" must mean dry-as-dust 

yarns about Strikes, Fares and Licences. 
" Tbxacle," " Long Benjy." and " Piweapple Bob," " Old Cubly," 

"The Cotjetbymaw," u Giegeb," and " CiacmrG," 
Not naming myself, if it comes to pood stories, could give Sherlock 

'Olxes art a length and a licking. 

Rum names P Lor! that's no- 
think I You look down a list, 
in the Sporting 8nip$ say, ot 
the 'ones in running, 

And any cab-rank could knock 
'oles in the lot, for sheer 
oddity, jumble-up, fancy and 
funning. 

Many a nickname 's a yarn in 
itself, or leastways suggests 
one to them in the know 
of it 

Cabby is like Sir George 
Lewis ; 'e knows London's 
seamiest side, though *e 
mayn 't make no show of it. 

Take " Coddt Cowslip," now ! 
Meaningless muddle, that 
name, I've no doubt, to a 
fare trim and toffy. 

But git old C. C. on the patter 
one mornin', say over a Bil- 
lingsgate pheasant and 
ocffee. 

Twig 'is old oountryfied dial 
a-wrinkle with sly, knowiog 
wickedness! Lor! it's a 
beano! 




And yet " Coddt" 's got such a chawbaoon chuckle, 'e 
with them as ain't fly— for a greeno. 

What '* don't know about cockney oonniverings, and oountry colly- 
fogs, isn't worth knowing. 

Why, 'e's been everything ploughboy and street-preaoher, betting- 
man, jock, " all-a-blowing-a-growing," 

Pedlar and poacher, 'orse-dealer, and 'earse-driver I 



name seems to tell the whole story 
To us as 'ave 'eard it in " Cowslip s" 



Yes, and 'is 
soft snuffle, when over a 



toddy-tot, all in 'is glory, 

What J say is this : If a Cabby can't see, and take stock of, the life 

cf this wonderful City, 
Perched 'igh on 'is box, with arf town for 'is fares, and 'is eye on 

the other arf, well, it's a pity. 
I've drove Billy Shixsptjb's Seven Ages, I have, and a tidy lot 

more as the Swan never thought on ; 
For cabs wasn't up in the days of Queen Bess ; though that Jaques 

as a Growler I think might 'ave caught on I 

I've known his fair moral in stror bands and capes, 'stead o'oloak 

and trunk 'ose. Ah ! If William 'ad driven 
A 'ansom ten year— and I guess for the chanoe all them Venice 

canals and their boats 'e 'd ha 9 given I— 
What plays 'e'd ha' found ready-made to 'is 'ands! Was it Dizzy 

as called us the London Gondolers ? 
Well, 'e knowed a thing or two, Benjamin did, 'bout Romance ; 

a lot more than your stiok-in-the-'olers. 

Romance t I could reel you out yarns by the hour, as I 've dropped 



on, or 'eard of from others, since cabbing ; 
k it's only when Bobby is fair on our track, < 
the wind, as we 're given to blabbing. 



But it's only when Bobby is fair on our track, or there's perks in 

wind, as we 're given to blabbing. 
Trot 'em out in the Shelter sometimes to our pals; some on 'em, I 

tell you, are creepy and twittery, 
Just the right stuff for them " 'Aporths of All Sorts " the scrap- 

'tinting parties as calls theirselves littery. 

Take railway- stations, theayters, and 'orsepitals, them three alone, 

and, for oomio or tragio, 
Imagine the drammers a driver gets glimpses of 1 Peeps through 

town-winders, too I Tell you, it 's magic. 
The way we spot mysteries, caught through a curtain, cock-eyed, 

from our perch nigh the second-floor level, 
In spins through back streets, or the sububs. The world and the 

flesh, my dear Sir,— with a dash of the d 1 1 



Me and my fares, and my mates on the Rank, make a pretty big 

world. To a man as loves 'osses, 
A Cabby's life isn't arf bad on the whole, spite of bilks and bad 

weather, hard bosses and losses. 
The grip of the reins, and the flick of the whip, 'ave a fair fascination 

to fellows built my way. 
And dulness— that cuss of the poor !— doesn't 'unt you in spinnin' 

through Babbylon's 'ighway or byeway. 

Dulness ! To drowse on the Rank for two hours, or more, waiting a 

fare, isn't sparkling or thrilling, 
And then, pVaps. a stingy old miwey with luggage, as takes yer 

two miles, full, and tips a bare shilling ! 
But lively turn-ups are most times on the tappy % or just round the 

oorner. Cab, Sir! Piccadilly ? 
Now if that chalk-face, with the penny-slot mouth, doesn't 'ide a 

grim story or two, send me silly ! 



OUB BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Now that the World has taken his wife to the sea-side or the 
Continent, there is not much demand for heavy literature— especially 
as the cost of the over-weight in luggage is something considerable 
bey or d Calais— and consequently trifles light as air have become the 
popular brain-food of the multitude. In the 
absence of his noble and respeoted chief, an Old 
Retainer of the Baron has read Telling Stories, 
originally published in the St Jatnes's Gazette, 
The Old Retainer can honestly declare that the 
stories are not only worth telling-, but beiuir re- to Id 
— in their present form— they are j uat the things to 
amuse the traveller weary of watching the nat- 
box on the carriage- rack, or the third-rate moun- 
tains fading into distance on the Rhine. He will 
turn to them for recreation when he has tired of 
sight-seeing. They are, without exception, ihort, 
crisp, and interesting. The Old Retainer would not 
think of leaving town without them. They would 
be more welcome to him than his armour, and 
q nie a* n^co^ary as his weather-worn umbrella, The Veteran 
Warder, still acting on behalf of his revered, but far-a- field, cap- 
tain, has peeped into The Times Atlas, a magnificent volume, 
worthy of the best traditions of Printing House Square. The Aged 
Watchman has sampled the maps, and found them absolutely accu- 
rate in the smallest psrtioulars. The Atlas has caused the Elderly 
Sentry to think seriously of quitting his guard, and journeying to 
the far North. He has not yet decided upon his destination. At the 
moment of writing, his inclination gaily suggest "Greenland," 
while his banking-acoount sternly whispers "Southend or Heme 
Bay." In the meanwhile, the Years'-stncken Looker-out remains 
at his post, and, with a hand trembling with age and emotion, 
proudly appends a signature not his own. 

The Baroic be Book- Worms. 




TOWN VERSVS COUNTRY. 
(An Intercepted Letter.) 

My deab Bob,— I have got your note, sympathising with me on 
my ssd fate of being " tied to town" in August. Don't cry while 
you are in the wood. I can assure you 
that bricks and mortar are just as pleasant 
as green leaves. Not that we do not have 
the latter. Hyde Park is at its best, and 
Battersea is beautiful beyond compare. And 
mind you, my lad, it is unnecessary to 
stroll through either in the height of May 
Day fashion. The Houce is sitting, and the 
Irish Members are quite equal to keeping 
both sides on the move. 

And at night we have plenty of gaiety, 
not only in the Strand, where The Shop 
Girl is as popular as ever, but at the Lyric 
too, where The Artists Model is a pattern 
of prosperity. Then there are the halls of 
dazzling delight Titania, atthe Alhambra, 
and Faust, at the Empire, leave nothing to 
be desired save a lot more of them. So, ^fc^J* - 1*** 
my dear young friend do not condole before ^* 

you have reason. London is going well and strong, and, while this 
happens, I oan dispense with the jocular joys of Shrimpington-on- 
Sea. Yours, cheerfully, Dolly. 




M^abthy's Motto [the wish being father to the thought).—" Sic 
ansit gloria Redkoitdi!" 
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UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 



Sht. 



"Oh, Mr. SOEUIT, I AM BO Q&ATSFtTL TO TOV TQ% TOUR THOTJOHTTUtKBSa IN 
WRITtNO SO PROMPTLY TO TILL MR Of FOOfc HaHRY's AOCID1HT J '* 

ffe. "Prat don j t hrntion it^I was very clad indsid to have tee opportunity 
or Dai wo it J " 



"THE CHILDREN'S COTTHTEY 
HOLIDAYS FUHD." 

It will bo remembered that a fortnight ainoe 
appeared in Punch (Vol. 100, No, 2823) an 
article entitled *' The Country of Cockaigne," 
written as a reminder that the above excellent 
fund was not only in existence, but torely in 
need of contributions. Since then the appeal 
has been answered by the charitably disposed, 
and acknowledged by the proper official at 
head-quarters. It h gratifying to loam that 
the paper published in these pages has been 
of signal eervioe to the young oftents for whom 
anthor and artist plied pen and pencil with 
wo much good will. It is not customary to 



publish "serious 1 ' contribution* from volun- 
tary contributors in these columns, but the 
following extract from a letter received from 
the Secretary of the M Children* s Country Holi- 
I days Fund 'Ms such pleasant reading that an 
| apology for its insertion seems superfluous :— 
14 'The Country of Cockaigne * has caused such 
n pressure of work here, that 1 am afraid the ordi- 
nary duties of gratitude have bwn Ions: delayed. 
Mav I nay that we, and hen? I apeak for the London 
children! are very grateful indeed. 

*' It wat acareely el oven o'clock last Wednesday 
when a man came in with £1 to send Jimmy and 
Flo a rib away, and there were several more on the 
same errand at lunch time. Since the article ap- 
peared we have received £I,3S4 11*. &&— of this 
orer £50 3 has been sent with ipeiial mention of 



I*9i*ich t and considerably mere than this is undoubt- 
edly due to it. . . , One father, speeding away to 
Switzerland with his family! read Funch In the 
train, and scribbled a note in pencil that he wanted 
to help before (romp ou hi* holiday t and wrote * 
cheque for i>7 —at Dorer station." 

Then the writer Bays that many of the con- 
tributors to the Fund wanted to know whether 
Jimmy and Flohrde were real children, and 
concludes with an expression of "heartiest 
thanks to all concerned." Of course, Jimmy 
and Floe ate are children of the brain, but 
they are cone the less real on that account. 
They are types of thousands, A correspon- 
dent suggests that the article is calculated to 
do so much good that it should be reprinted. 
This would he impracticable. However, it ii 
possible to repeat "the Moral"; and this 
neing so, we give it : — 

"The offices of the Children's Country Holidays 
Fund are at 10, Buckingham Street, Strand, and 
i rmtributiona should be made pi) able to the Hon. 
Treasurer/ 1 



HUMPTY-DUMPTY'S SONG. 

(Adapted from " Through (he Looking-glas* " to 
the Pditicil ffltaotittt.) 



Ilttmpty-Dumpty , 
Alice a . 



Diplomacy 
Public Opinion. 



["The Svltaf, it leems, has not yet taken to 
lieart the solemn warning addrested to him by 
Lord Salisbury, and approved by the leaders of 
the Opposition. . . . The SutTAK alone turns a 
deaf our to tin friendly counsel which it is so 
greatly to An intmtt to acctptS'—Th* Timet.] 

"Iff! rieoe I am going to repeat,** said 
Huuity-Dpilptt to Alice, "was written 
entirely for your amusement. Itgoesthus" — 

T sent a letter to the Turk*, 
Kidding him stay his homd work. 

The Turk delayed two months or three. 
Then sent an answer back to me. 

The Turk's belated answer was, 
M I cannot do it, Sir, because — -" 

1 sent to him again to say, 

14 It is your interest to obey." 

He answered, with a sleepy grin, 
14 Why, what a hurry you are in I " 

T urged him twice, I urged him thrice. 
He would not listen to advice. 

I took a rod, 'twas large and new, 
Fit for the work 1 had to do. 
Namely, that lazv Turk to tickle ; 
And then I put that rod in pickle. 

The Turk he wrote to me and said, 
l * Hy agents are asleep in bed," 

I wrote to him, I wrote it plain, 

II Then you mutt wake them up again ! " 

I wrote it very larje and clear ; 

I had it shouted in his ear. 

But he was very stiff and proud ; 

He said, " Ton needn't about eo loud f " 

And he wai very proud and stiff ; 

He said, ll I *11 try and wake them, if " 

T put his " answer" on the shelf : 
[said, "I '11 wake them up myself ! " 

He cried, tL No good 1 The door is locked, 
I*ve pulled, and pushed, and kicked, and 
knocked. 

And when I found the door was shut 
I tried to turn the handle, but " 

There was a long pause. 

" Is that all P » Alice timidly asked. 

h^dV^ '*' '""fie" 
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" A TIMPORARY OBSTHRUCTION. ,, 



TKUCULBn! Tiv, the Ambiguous Pathiot. "GIT OUT 0» THE ROAD, 18 IT ? BE AISY NOW-WILL MB 

CONSCHIENCE LET ME f " 

[" There wu a suggestion on the part of the Government that everyone was anxious to get awav from the House. Some people certainly were 
not. ... He had no anxiety to get away, but was most anxious to turn the House to account in the interest of his constituents and the country 
generally, though they all meant different things when they used that expression."— iff. T. M. Hmty (Louth, JV.) i* tho Mom* of Common*.] 
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A TRIP "PER SEA." 

Appetite — Steward — Wandering — The Cigar — Umbrella— Sue- 
picione — Judicial — Interrogation — Evidence — Stowaway — 
Verdict— Off—Surmiee — Lunch — Afloat— Night— Morning— 
Away— Landing. 

Suddenly aware of commencement of what promiies to be uncom- 
monly fine and large appetite when it reaches maturity. Happy 
^^ Thought. — Find steward. StOl 

Happier Thought.— Finding steward, 
not for the purpose usually associated 
with calling for that official on a 
rough day between Dover and Calais. 
On present occasion only to ask him, 
when found, the hour of lunch. 
Somehow he eludes my search. After 
wandering about vaguely into several 
other persons' cabins, 1 find myself 
suddenly on a narrow lower deck. 
Don't know its technical name. And 
now "a strange thing happens." 
Before me, leaning against a rail, is 
the portly, or rather sea-portly, 
jovial- looking individual, whose 
acquaintance I have already made in 
captain's cabin, thoughtfully finish- 
ing a cigar. By the way, at any 
period of our too-brief acquaintance 
I never see him without cigar, which he is always just finishing, 
but never commencing. At this moment his oheery countenance 
wears as hard an expression, quite unnatural to it, as it could by 
any possibility assume for more than three minutes at a stretch. 
He is addressing a flabby, cadaverous-looking individual in seedy 
blaok trousers and coat, one button of which conceals the upper 
part of a waistcoat made of some " washing material,' 9 and appa- 
rently as greatly in need of the cleansing process as is its wearer. 
In one ill-shaped, dirty hand he holds a very superior class of 
umbrella, with a gold tip to it I at once jump to the conclusion 
that its prese nt possessor, having come by it dishonestly, has been 
taken dirty-red Sanded, and that my stout acquaintance is a sort of 
nautical magistrate, authorised to try such cases by a sort of in- 
formal court-martial on board, and empowered to order the culprit, 
if found guilty, to be put in irons, or to be mast-headed, or other- 
wise dealt with aooording to maritime law. 

Standing in the rangway I become an interested spectator of the 
trial. The evidently guilty party, pale as a suet dumpling, and 
trembling like a jelly (remarkable culinary combination), is awaiting 
his sentence. "Why didn't you go on board the tender with every 
one else P " asks my Judicial and Nautical Assessor (I fancy this is the 
term in the Admiralty Court, where, if on shore, he would probably 
ait attired in full naval uniform, with a judge's wig on, and a 
cocked hat a-top of that). The ma a mutters something about 
" didn't hear." Tl Not hear M ' ejaculates the Assessor, taking, a short 
pull at his cigar and smiling incredulously, " not hearl when every- 
one was shouting and rushing all over the ship 1 " Personally I can 
bear witness to these facts ; but, not being called as evidence for the 
Grown and Anchor, I remain silent Why even down in the engine- 
rooms the stokers must have heard the shouts for " Tubbs ! " It 
occurs to me suddenly that this wretched man must have stolen 
Tubbs* umbrella. But I am at once enlightened as to the real state 
of the oase. " Look here, my man," says the Judicial and Nautical 
Assessor, as he critically. eyeju the ash oi his cigar before flicking it 
off while speaking to the prisoner, ** you said you came on board to 
see your friends off ; you gave their name as Tompuhs. Well, there 
isn't such a name on the books." This statement seems to come as 
a ** facer" to the cadaverous man, who, becoming more cadaverous 
than ever, eyes the deck-rails askance, as if contemplating a sudden 
rush and a jump into the water. 

*• Now, my man," continues the Assessor, with pleasant severity, 
" you say you 've got friends at Plymouth,"— the man is understood 
to assent to this proposition in a despairing sort of way— 4 ' and you 
amy they '11 pay for vou there." The slightest indication of a cunning 
smile momentarily illumines the Job Trotter-like countenance of the 
prisoner. " Well, we don't do business on those terms. You give 
the steward three guineas, and we 'U take you to Plymouth. But if 
jaa can't pay— off you go. Here, steward^ you're wanted." And 
that officer coming up, the miserable individual with the valuable 
umbrella (about which no questions have been asked) is given into 
his charge by my stout acquaintance, who, as we enter the smoking- 
room, says to me in an undertone, " He 'a a regular * do.' We've 
hailed a boat, and he'll be put off in two two's. He wanted to get 
his passage free. He's a * stowaway,' that 's what he is." 

jk stowaway I Up to this moment of cruel disenchantment, my 
sympathies have always been with the ''stowaway." I imaginea 
Jhtm aaa poor, ill-used Jdnd of Smike or Oliver Twitt, hiding him- 



self away among the casks in the lowest hold of the vessel, only 
issuing forth in the dead of night with the rats and cockroaches, 
who, suddenly coming to the upper deck in a terrific storm, steers 
the ship into a peaceful haven, saves the captain from a watery 

Save, and who, finally, either marries the low high admiral's 
nghter, or (whioh is more affecting) the poor stowaway mutters 
something about " Home," and, gratefully smiling, as he looks up at 
the now utterly overcome captain, dies, in the nme-b'ght, to slow 
music, with his head reposing on that deeply affected officer's best 
epaulette. In fact, a sort of nautical " Poor Jo." But this idea is 
utterly knocked over by the appearanoe of the real genuine stow- 
away, who has such a sneaky, crawly, stmnglinjr-you-asleep ap- 
pearanoe, that I own to a feeling of intense gratification on seeing 
two men rowing a small boat up along! ide (for whioh we slack off a 
bit), while at the same moment the discomfited sneak with the 
expensive, and still mysterious, umbrella, who has descended the 
lowered gangway, stands on the shaky ledge below as if ho were 
about to take a plunge—which, indeed, he does ; not, fortunately for 
him, into the tidal river, but head foremost into the dingy, where for 
a second or two he lies sprawling. Regaining his legs, he steadies 
himself, and actually has the impudence to wave his hat to us by 
way of bidding us farewell, and hoping we'll have a good passtyel 
" And," I ask of a sharp-looking little officer, who is superintending 
the hauling up of the ladder, "what will become of hunf Can he 
pay those boatmen P" "Heaven knows 1" is the answer, and we 
drop the subject as we have already dropped the miserable object 
At the last he will have to give up that umbrella, worth quite a 
guinea, in payment for being taken ashore. And then—. • • alas! 
poor Jo6 TVottsrthe Stowaway! I'm afraid a good seven years is in 
store for him on some count or other ; and, may be, that 's about the 
best that can happen to him. 

The buffle-oalL Burle sounded by mysterious person in plain 
clothes, wno, like myself, " comes out for a blow." After this he is 
"heard no more," until, at six p.m., he sends out his notes "de 
/aire part," ♦.*., to inform the company that it is time to dress for 
dinner. At 6.30 he gives a good hearty blow out, cheerily announc- 
ing the last meal of the day. Then he vanishes till next morning 
at breakfast-time. 

One o'clock.— -Such a prodigal luncheon as is provided only on board 
ship. Most appropriate name, " Liners." At meal times we are all 
" liners," and very plentifully do we line. Only on board one hour, 
and my appetite is Dominie Sampsoni$h t t.*., " prodi-gi-ous I " 

After lunch— with the essential Oriental curry— the necessary 
cigar and ooffee-oum-liqueur ; we talk as we pace the deck up and 
down- and round and round, occasionally stopping to remark on the 
coast scenery, and to jpuzzle out the exact localities of the best 
known places from Whitstable to Dover. 

Sj passes a fine and most enjoyable afternoon ; then more bugle, 

pital dinner, band playinr, lively conversation 



oapn 

more pacing deck, 
dancing), grogging, am 
•bed 



conversation, cigars and coffee, 

,. game of osrds, music, piping (no 

_„ _ „_ -. «o to bed at an earlyish hour, to sleep 
soundly, undisturbed even by solos on the fog-horn whioh, I am 
subsequently informed, were of frequent ocourrenoe, until the polite 
Commander of the Bath knocks at cabin door to inform me that it 
is seven A.M., and that the warm sea bath awaits me. 

Vappttitvient en baignant, and while walking the deck we grate- 
fully welcome the bugler who buries us to breakfast We rush 
down. False alarm 1 It is only the politeness of the bugler, who 
be forehand, so that no one shall be taken 
by surprise, gives us the note of warning, 
letting us know thereby that, in half-an- 
hour, breakfast will be, so to speak, "under 
weigh I " Fair start for all 

Nine a.m.—Lwdm feeding not in it with 
us sea-dogs. What a breakfast! as if we 
were not going to be within reach of food 
for the next fortnight We are all taking 
in stores hand over hand. 

Alas! when next the bugle sounds for 
lunch we shall not be there! For, as the 
clock strikes one, a tender from Plymouth 
arrives to fetch us, and in a pelting shower 
we leave the good i hip Oretava, taking with us our chief cheery 
companion ; and after bidding adieu to the other oheery companions 
on board, we (a small party of three) take train from Plymouth. 
S. Devon, to Hfraoombe, If. Devon, traversing as pretty a line el 
oountry as is to be found in England. And so we begin our holiday, 
and advise everyone to do likewise and enjoy the trip as much as we 
did, and a holiday as much as we intend to ao. 




Rhyme by a Bad. 
Chambzrlujt thinks the old, old Tory mind, 



Has changed in love of privilege, power, pelf 
ywhat Jos will, our eyes he cannot blind ; 
We know that his Tory repeats itself I 



gM 
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COMINQ TO A FULL STOP. 

Driver of bolting tandem (to Hector, who has accepted a lift acton the park). "All bight, Mb. Pobtliy— doh't bi fbigbtbksd I 

THl SUHB FSNOB IB SUBS TO STOP 'EM I " 



THE INDEPENDENT FEATHEK PABTY. 

First Partridae. Hallo ! (Join' strong on the wing P 
Second Partridge. Bo, so, dear bird. What prospects for the openia' ? 
F. P. Not hi 0/ cheerful. Agricultural depression and Death Datif s 

end Parish Councils 
and all that. Hear 
they're gain' to make 
allotments in our 
beanfield. 

S. P. Yes, and the 
Anti-Shootin' League 
and the claptrap 
against the Lord*. 
It's very depressin*. 
However, with a 
. sportin' Government 
in, things will be 
lookin* up. 

F. P. Takes time, 
my feathered one, 
takes time. Why. 
they're still sittin' 
with the season Just 
omiin'on. Hear it's 
doocid dull in town, 
too, with the pavin' up in the Mall and all that 
S. P. Where do you get the club talk from, old rooster ? 
F. P. Bird I know keepin' over in the roots. Pal of a poacher 
that 's thick with one of these West End game-mongers. Get the 
latest from him. Hear Hbalt and Tajinbr and that lot are on the 
war-path, and heaven only knows when the House will be up. 

8. P. Wouldn't have mattered much in the good old days before 
the guv'nor let the shootin* to the brewin' Member. Lords never 
did a stroke of work after the Twelfth ; but these Commoners ain't 
born and bred among the turnips. Only take the shootin' for the 
sake of appearances. 




K P. Yes: and I hear that the brewin' fellow's given the first 
week's sport to three of these New Women. 

S. P. Means a bad time for ut— blazin' into the brown, and all 
that Give me the right kind of sport, I say, and a fly for my 
money. With these 'prentice hands you never Know where you are, 
don't you know J* Bound to fly into the pips some day or other. 

F. F, And probably no dogs to give you a wrinkle how things lie. 
Keepers won't bring 'cm ont at any price. Say it 's chancy enough 
for themselves and the beaters, without riskin' a decent-bred setter. 
Lost three and a half brace of olippin' Gordons with two New 
Women guns last season over the other side of the oounty. 

S, P. Goin' in for co-operation this year ? What do you think of 
the ojvey system ? 

F. P. Played out dear bird. Social fads a bit off colour, don't 
you know, la these Tory days. Individualism, I say, and let every 
" " ipedally with this wild shootin' gain' on. 



Look at the 



fowl sit tight for himself, e*i 

Family ties a little loose, too, this end of the century 

Divorce Courts. 

8. P. No ohanoe of Protection, I suppose ? 

F. P. Afraid not You see they^re keepin' Jnc irr Lowthbb 
quiet with a heavy job on Committees. By the way, I see 
Beoi>rick 'b gettin' in a lot more ammunition for small-arms. Glad 
it J s smokeless powder. Old stuff used to knock the landscape about 
badly. Then, again, apart from the view, must say I like to see 
where I 'm flyin'. 

S. P. Fity CHiPLnr didn't get laid on to our department Hear 
he had & notion for a bi-metauio gun ; dead safe to settle agricul- 
tural depression. 

F. P. Well, anyhow, Eoskbkbt did us the compliment to make 
our last man a Lord ; though perhaps it was a covert insult, seean* 
he was boomin' against the Upper Chamber. Take it all round, I'm 
for a Tory Government One of their openin' moves, you see, is to 
put the First on a Sunday. That 's a bit sportsmanlike. 

& P. Yes, but they 're a mixed lot— this coalition. Tell me that 
J, C, don't, know a muzzle from a butt-end t However, here 's luck 
and rude health to all good sportsmen. Vive le Sport ! I 'm off 
with the missus for a mornin' fly. Ta-tal [JEsstMtt 
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RATIOCINATION. 

Rtdor. " DUGOAN, ATTENTION I As TOI7 '&■ AN OLD BALAOLAYA 
SOLDISB, I AM INCLINED TO MAKE ALL0WAN0I8 J BUT THIS IS THI 

Third time I have seen tou under the influence or Drink ] 
How is this!" 

Sexto*. "Well, tou see, Sir, when I oo down town, one 
Fellow says, * Doooan, will tou haye a Drink f ' and another 

SAYS THE SAME, AND I GET DRUNK WITHOUT KNOWING IT I " 

Rector, " But, Duggan, when I go down town, no one asks 
me to take a Drink I " 

Sexton. " Yes ; but you 're not nearly such a Popular Man, 
you see 1 " 



A LESSON FROM THE NEW L1ZA.RD. 
{By a WorrUted On*.) 

[The Frilled Lizvrd-Cklamydosourus Kingi— from Roebuck Bay, Western 
Australia, a recent addition to the Zoo, is believed to " elevate its frill when 
angry or excited " ; but as no power on earth seems to make it excited or 
angry, its frill never shows to advantage.] 

Oh Chlamydoeaurus ! Yon spread out before us, 

Tf not your fine frilL an example! 
With lizards to live what a deal would one give, 

At least, if they 're all up to sample I 
Oh, thing enigmatic, lethargic, lymphatie, 

True type of the eadem semper ; 
Your finery pay you ean't rightly display, 

For lack of that trifle— a temper I 
If ereatures more human— especially woman- 
Were like you in dress and in diet. 
And perfectly willing to ssorifioe frilling, 

And other mere show-thiogs, to quiet. 
'Twould bring us all balm, for our world would be oilm 

As though stilled by the wand of a wizard. 
But ladies are few who will learn at the Zoo 

The true secret of life— from a lizard. 



New Name for the _" New Woman." 

Ubbbxep, factitious, foolish, ooarse, inhuman ! 
She 's not the New, she 's but the " Novel" Woman. 



on the 



ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FBOM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Tuesday, August 20. 2.18 4.M.- New Members, 
and some who sat in last Parliament, haye had opportunity to-night of 
tasting old times at Westminster. As R. G. Webstsb pointedly 
observes. " Tnc Heaxt has drawn his shillelagh, and thrown away 
the soabbard." Here is House of 670 Members, in Session in obedience 
to constitutional conditions. Must needs meet on 12th of August; 
but every man, or nearly everyone, chiefly anxious to get necessary 
business over as soon as possible, and so off to moor or sea, or auiet 
home in long-severed country across the Irish Sea or byona the 
Tweed. Tim Hbalt has introduced Bill to amend Municipal 
Franobise in Ireland ; wants to carry it through all its stages, and 
send it on to Lords before Prorogation. " Only a little one/ 9 he 
pleads. Pkhtce Abtmub points out if exoeption made in one case 
will be claimed in others. Can't oblige Tim. 

"Yery well," says the Implacable One; "then see what it will 
oost you. No Bill no holiday, at least not as long as I can stand on 
floor and raise my voice." 

All through the long sitting Tim been to the fore. No matttr 
what subject, it served for him to take objeotion, and in most cases 
division. Attobney-Gbnebal wanted to take first reading Expiring 
Laws Continuanoe Bill ; a purely formal procedure ; a matter ox 
course at end of each Session. Tim objected. After vain protest, 
Attobitiy-Gbfebal retired. Pbikce Abthcb moved debate on 
Limerick election should have particular place in Agenda. Tim 
objected. Such a course, he argued, implied that debate 
dutiful address to most gracious ~ 
speech from the throne might 
be interrupted in favour of any 
ordinary business. In voice 
faltering with emotion Tim re- 
sented this slight upon his 
Sovereign. Next in enormity 
was evidence discerned by his 
keen vision of demoralising in- 
fluence of Hxmpbeb Job on 
Conservative principles. Before J 
the fusion, Conservatives held I 
sacred all constitutional pre- ' 
cedents. Now, with a light > 
heart, they proposed to flout an 
ordinance that had prevailed for 
seven hutdred years. 

Why seven hundred nobody 
knew. Tim might have put it 
at eight hundred or a thousand ; 
but ne is, above all thing*, a 
moderate man. 

Spbaxeb ruled Pbotce Ar- 
thurs procedure strictly in 
order. Squibb of Malwood, 
coming to rescue of Ministers, 
admitted it was a course in- 
variably taken under former 
Ministry. Tim took his stand 
on the British Constituting 
nut his protecting arms round 
his affronted Sovereign; de- 
clined to budge, and the master 
of many legions surrendered. 

The same through long sit- 
ting, which doses at this moment 
with dawn surprising the blush- 
ing East. On successive ques- 
tions—the suspension of twelve 
o'clock rule, the Speaker leaving 
Chair without question put, 
Chitral, and a long series oi 
formal motions in Supply— Tim 
delivered innumerable speeches ; 
took in all ten divisions. Once, 
House being cleared for divi- 
sion, he, in conformity with 

quaint requirements of the mo- Tim takes the leading part in the per- 
ment, remained seated with hat formance of Much Ado ebcut Nothma, 
on, contesting points of order by the John Daly Company. 
with Spbaxeb. Alone he did " We shall stay here at least a month; 
it Although from fifty to a and he (Benedick) heartily prays some 
hundred Members went out to occasion may detain us longer." 
vote with him, none felt capable Mueh **>> **•» A* *•» &>• i- 

of joining in his masterly controversy with the masterful Spbaxeb. 

Hard lines for new Spbaxeb ; in Chair for nearly twelve hours, 
incessantly on the watch. But, as Sabs says, the game has for him 
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been well worth burning the candle at both ends. To-night's sitting 
has finally established his position in the Chair. 
Business dons.— Address agreed to. 

Tuesday.— Sabx, whose knowledge of Shaxspbabb is extensive 
and peculiar, goes about humming :— 

Ban, ban Caliban. 

Got new House Commons 

(Jet new Chairman. 

This accomplished to-night in simplest fashion. Two hours dis- 
cussion of Litneriek's flash of humour in having eleoted to represent it 
in Parliament a gentleman languishing in one of Her Majesty's 

S *28ons. This disposed of. House went into Committee of Supply, 
at as yet we have no Chairman. Msllob's unrequited labours 
closed with life of last Parliament. 8abjc always says justice never 
done to Mbllob. 

44 A painstaking, upright, courteous gentleman, 1 ' he testifies. 
" Much too good for obstruction's daily food in Chair of Committees. 
If he had a fault tending to incapacitate him for Chair, it was the 
extreme geniality of a nature that made him shrink from giving 
fain. He came into office at an epoch of exceptional difficulty. 
Lyon Playfaib had bad time when he was hampered by well- 
organised, ruthless obstruction led by Pabhbll. Obstruction to 
the Home-Rule Bill throughout first session of Mbllob's chairman- 
ship not less ably led, for Job, not yet come to Imperial estate, was 
much to the fore. It was certainly not less ruthless ; numerically 
was in treble foroe. To obfustieate the Chairman was easiest, 
most effective way of delaying progress of Bill through Committee ; 
Mbllob suffered accordingly. The order of things should have 

been reversed. Mbllob 
should come to Chair to- 
day. Lowthbb should 
have had his job in Session 
of 1893. Jambs W. is en- 
dowed in marked degree 
with the quality of phlegm 
invaluable to Chairman in 
troublous times. What 
worried sensitive nature 
of Mbllob would have 
flurried him no more than 
bucket of water oast over 
a duck's back." 

*' I was made a oorporal 
just in time," said Private 
Haitbuby, musing over 
recent turns in wheel of 
fortune. "With James W. 
in the Chair, I would rather 
have charge of the Esti- 
mates than be engaged in 
obstructing their passage." 
HsBMOK Hodgb, after 
enjoying the fresh air of 
the country for three years, 
comes back to House and 
loftily oomplains of the 
atmosphere. " Is the first 
Commissioner of Works 
aware," he inquired, "that 

{ ' afternoon there was a most 

horrible smell of drains at 
the bar of the House P" 

44 Hoighty toighty I " said 
John William. "What 
does the man mean ? What 
is he doing at the bsr if he 
objects to the smell of what 
he calls drains, meaning 
nipsP What is the parti- 
cular flavour that offends 
his sensibilities ? Is it whiskey or rum P Who is he that he should 
interfere with the private tastes of hon. Members P To oomplain of 
the smell of drains at the bar at a time when the British electorate 
.have, by overwhelming majorities, declared against any tampering 
with The Trade interests, is too muoh from a man who has shared 
in the benefit derived on our side by the wholesome current of 
public opinion." 

Never saw John William so put about Usually brimming over 
with good living and fine feeling. 
Business done.r-Some votes in Committee of Supply. 

Wednesday,— Stawlbt delivered maiden speech. Did it very 
well, too. A double contribution to success. First, subject (slave 
trade in Africa) one of which he knows something. Second, he made 




"John William " (M-cl-re) in unwonted 
state of agitation. 



no effort to orate. Hooked his arm, so to speak, with that of Chair- 
man of Committees ; walked him up and down, talking in colloquial 
fashion. Has good voice, which doesn't need uplifting ; in the higher 
notes one catches the faint echo of a foreign tongue. 

Sharing pleasure of Committee at his speech, he volunteered a 
second. Dangerous experiment 
this. But particular incentive 
gave it a turn of fresh attrac- 
tion. Pabkbb Smith, criti- 
cising first speech, and differing 
from its conclusions, accused 
Stajtlbt of trading on his 
reputation. Ever seen a boy in 
the playing-ground go up to 
another, clench his fists, hoist 
his right shoulder, and ask him 
to *'*ay that again "P Thus 
Stanley to Pabxek Smith, 
sitting on same bench near 
him. Of course he put thing 
in Parliamentary fashion. 

14 1 don't reoollcct," he 
drawled, " saying anything to 
inspire my hon. friend to make 
such a charge, and"— here he 
bent over P. S., fixing him 
with glittering eye— ' r I beg 
he won't make any such re- 
marks in the future/' 

Before fervered fancy of 
Member for Partiok there 
flashed a vision of two new 
books from pen of the great 
explorer. The first volume 
was entitled Mow I Found 
Parker Smith. The second 
bore the legend Sow I Left 
Him. Only one thing to do. 
Apologise. This P. 8. did with 
alacrity. 

Business done.— Two votes 
in Committee of Supply. 

Saturday, 1.40 a.m.— Ano- 
ther late sitting, chiefly owing Stanley Falls— on his feet ! 
to Truculent T1m. That de- clolhe8 prei umably by Stanley (Pool), 
pressing; but Members wend * \ / 
their way homeward hurt by crueller blow. Will be remembered 
that in last Session of old Parliament Howakd Vutcbnt made great 
hit. Came down to the House clothed, not only with chastity, but 
with mats, strips of carpet, brushes, frying-pans, fish-kettles, and 
other household goods, all, as he said, made in foreign prisons. 
Those present during sitting will never forget curious illusion of 
caudal appendage occasioned by aooident of handle of one of the 
frying-pans, thrust in hon. Member's coat-tail pocket, sticking out 
at angle of forty- five degrees. 

General effect was that House, in flush of generous indignation, 
passed resolution calling upon Government forthwith to prohibit 
importation of prison-made brushes and the rest. Committee 
appointed, and first disoovery made was that the brush Howakd 
Vjncbnt negligently dandled in hand whilst he temporarily painted 
out Ministerial majority, was not, as represented, of prison manufac- 
ture, but (Sam adda) was secretly bought by the gallant oolonel at 
Army and Navy Stores ! 

Bbtcb, who on eve of foreign voyage, solemnly made first part of 
this declaration. Said nothing more. But oonndenoe onoe broken, 
House begins to suspect the bona fides of the frying-pans, the early 
history of the fish-kettles. 

Business done.— Mote votes in Supply. 




Lboal Ltochtjw. — The energetio enterprise of journalism 
stops at nothing in catering for the curiosity of the public. The 
Birmingham Mail tells how the different judges *' refresh them- 
selves in the half hour adjournment during assizes." It is 
exceedingly interesting to know that Justice Hawxjjcb "takes 
nothing." and that Baron Pollock " contents himself with a large 
cup of chocolate and a biscuit." Moreover, how gratifying it is to be 
assured that " no judge takes a substantial luncheon while engaged 
in Court." All such matters are of the greatest moment. 

Thb Trub "Gbhbbal ELBcnoir." — The election of Lord 
Wolsklbt to be Commander-in-Chief. . 



Nbw Pabliambbtaby Pbotbbb.— ] 
TAjnrBBB the Irishmen 



make the man* but 
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TEAT POOR PENNY 
DREADFUL! 

[« It the « Penny Dreadfu » and 
iti influenoe eo very dreadful, I 
wonder ? n — Jambs Path.] 



Alas! for the 



•Penny 



pool 
Dreadful 'M 
They say if a boy gets his heid- 
full 
Of terrors and crimes, 
He turns pirate — some- 
times; 
Or of horrors, at least, goes to 
bedfuli. 

Now is this according to 

Cocker P 
Of Beaks one would not be a 
mocker, 
But do many lads 
Turn- thieves or foot-pads, 
Through reading the cheap 
weekly Shocker? 

Such literature is not healthy ; 
Bat does it make urchins turn 
stealthy 
Depleters of tills. 
Destroyers of wills. 
Or robbers of relatives 
wealthy P 

I have gloated o'er many a 

duel, 
I 've beard of Dow Pedbo the 
Cruel: 
Heart puking at high rate, 
I Ve read how my Pirate 
Gave innocent parties their 
grueL 

Yet I have ne'er felt a yearn- 
ing [burning. 
For stabbing, or robbing, or 
No highwayman olever 
And handsome, has ever 
Induced me to take the wrong 
turning! 




EVIDENT. 

George. "Eh— he's a big 'un ; ain't he, Jack!" 
Minister (overhearing). "Yes, my Lad; but it's not with Eating and 
Df inking 1" 
Jack. "I'll lay it 's not all wi' Fastin' an' Pratin' 1" 



A lad who's a natural 

"villing," 
When reading of robbing and 
killing 
May feel wish to do so ; 
But Shbppird- like 
Cbuboe— 
To your average boy's only 
"thrilling." 

Ah! thousands on Shockers 

have fed full, 
And yet not of crimes got a 
head-full. 
Let us put down the vile, 
Yet endeavour the while, 
To be fust to the poor " Penny 
Dreadful"V 



FOR WHEEL OR WOE. 

The Rural District Council 
at Chester resolved reoently to 
station men on the main roads 
leading into the city to oount 
the number of cyclists, with a 
view to estimating what re- 
venue would accrue from a 
cycle tax. Extremely high and 
public-spirited of the Chester 
authorities to take the matter 
up. These dwellers by the 
Dee ought to adopt as their 
motto, ' The wheel has come 
full oycle." 



"Who is Sylvia ?"— An 
opera, from the pen of Dr. 
Joseph Pabby, the famous 
Welsh composer, entitled 
Sylvia, has been suooessfully 
produced at the Cardiff Theatre 
Royal The libretto is by Mr. 
Fletcher and Mr. Mendels- 
sohn Pabby, the maestro' s 
son, so that the entire produc- 
tion is quite parry- mutuel. 




THE RAILWAY RACE. 

A new British sport has arisen, or rather has, after a seven years' 
interval, been revived within the last week or so, and the Britith 
sporting reporter, so well-known for his ready supply of vivid and 
pioturesque metaphor, has, as usual, 
risen to the occasion. That large and 
growing class of sedentary "sports- 
men," whose athletic proclivities are 
confined to the perusal of betting news, 
have now a fresh item of interest to 
discuss in the performances of favourite 
and rival locomotives. More power 
has been added to the elbows of the 
oharming and vociferous youths, who 
push their way through the London 
streets with the too familiar cry of 
"Win-nerr!" (whioh, by the way, 
has quite superseded that of " Evening 
Piper ! "). And the laborious persons 
who assiduously compile "records" 
have enough work to do to keep pace 
with their daily growing collection. 
Even the mere " Man in the Street " 
knows the amount of rise in the Shap 
Fell and Potter' s Bar gradients, though 
possibly, if you cross-question him, 
he could not tell you where they are. 
^. However, the mat daily and evening 
&^ papers are fully alive to the occasion, 
and the various sporting "Majora" 
and "Prophets" are well to the fore with such "pars" as the 
following :— 

Flying Buster, that smart and rakish yearling from the Crewe 
stud, was out at exercise last evening with a light load of eighty 
tons, and did some very satisfactory trials. 

vol. ctx. 



Inviota, the remarkably speedy East Coast seven-year-old, made 
a very good show in her run from Grantham to York yesterday. 
She covered the 80£ miles in 78 minutes with Driver Tomkins up. 
and a weight of some 120 tons, without turning a hair. She looked 
extremely well-trained, and I compliment her owners on her 
appearance. 

• ••••• 

Really something ought to be done with oertain of the Southern 
starters. I will name no names, but I noticed one the other day 
whose pace was more like thirty hours a mile than thirty miles an 
hour. 1 have heard of donkey-engine?, and this one would certainly 

win a donkey race. 

• • • • • t 

These long-distance races are, no doubt, excellent tests for the 
strength ana stamina of our leading cross-country "flyers." but I 
must enter a protest against the abnormally early hours at whioh the 
chief events are now being pulled off. A sporting reporter under- 
goes many hardships for the good of the public, but not the least is 
the disagreable duty of being in at the finish at Aberdeen, say 
at 4.55 a.m. The famous midnight steeple-chase was nothing to it. 

There was some very heavy booking last night at Euston, and 
Puffing Billy the Seoond was greatly fancied. He has much finer 
action and bigger barrel than his famous sire, not to mention being 
several hands higher. It is to be hoped that he will not turn out a 

roarer, like the latter. 

• • • • • • 

There are dark rumours abroad that the King's Cross favourite has 
been got at. She was in the pink of condition two days ago ; but 
when I saw her pass at Peterborough to-day, she was decidedly 
touched in the wind. The way she laboured along was positively 

distressing. Besides, she was sweating and steaming all over. 

• • • * • • 

I will wire my propheoies for to-day as soon as I know the results. 

The Shttntbb. 
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"THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST." 

Hackney (to Shire Hone). ' Look hub, Fbibnd Dobbin, I 'u. bb shod if tbbt won't do away with to altoobthbb 

BOMB OF THE8B DATS I " 
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PICKINGS FROM PICARDY. 

After the Procession. A Solo by Grand-pere. 



CHARACTER OF THE NAPPY "COPPER." 

(After Wordsworth's " Character of the Happy 
Warrior.") 

[Sir John Bridge, at Bow Street, bidding 
farewell to Deteetiye-Sergeant Partridge, retir- 
ing after thirty years' serrice, described the virtues 
of the perfect policeman. He must be * * absolutely 
without fear,"" gentle and mild in manner/' and 
utterly free from " swaggf r," &c, &c] 

Who is the happy" Copper "P Who is he 
Whom every Man in Blue should wish to be? 



cid spirit, who, when brought 
i men, and females who nave 



-Itisthex 

Near dronl 

fought, 

Surreys them with a glance of sober thought : 
Whose ealm endeavours check the nascent 



fight, 
And "clears the road " from watchers fierce 

and tight 
Who, doomed to tramp the slums in cold or 

rain, 
Or put tremendous traffic in right train, 
Doe$ it, with plucky heart ana a oool brain ; 
In face of danger shows a placid power. 
Which is our human nature's highest dower ; 
Controls crowds, roughs subdues, outwitteth 

thieves, 
Comforts lost kids, yet ne'er a tip receives 
For objects which he would not care to state. 
Cool-headed, cheery, and compassionate ; 
Though ikilful with his fists, of patience sure, 
And menaced much, still able to endure, 
—'lis he who is Law's vassal ; who depends 
Upon that Law as freedom's best of friends ; 



Whence, in the streets where men are tempted 

still 
By fine superfluous pubs to swig and swill 
Drink that in quality is not the best, 
The Perfect Bobby brings oool reason's test 
To shocks and shindies, and street-blocking 

shows; 
Men argue, women wrangle, — Bobby knows! 
—Who, conscious of his power of command 
Stays with a nod, and checks with lifted 

hand, 
And bids this van advance, that oab retire, 
According to his judgment and desire ; 
Who comprehends his trust, and to the same 
Keeps true with stolid singleness of aim ; 
And therefore does not stoop nor lie in wait 
For beery guerdon, or for bribery's bait : 
Thieves he must follow ; should a cab-horse 

fall. 
A lost child bellow, a mad woman souall, 
His powers shed peace upon the sudden strife, 
And crossed oonoerns of oommon civic life, 
A constant influence, a peculiar grace ; 
But who, if he be called upon to face 
Some awful moment of more dangerous kind, 
Shot that may slay, explosion that may blind, 
Is cool as a ououniber ; and attired 
In the plain blue earth's oook-maids have 

admired, 
Calm, through the heat of conflict, keeps the 

law, 
Fearless, unswaggering, and devoid of " jaw." 
Or if some unexpected call succeed 
To Are, flood, fight, he's equal to the need ; 
—He who, though thus endowed with strength 

and sense, 
To still the storm and quiet turbulence, 



Is yet a soul whose master bias leans 

To home-like pleasures atd to jovial scenes ; 

And though in rows his valour prompt to 

prove, 
Cooks and oold mutton share his manly love :— 
'Tie, finally, the man, who t lifted high 
On a big horse at some festivity. 
Conspicuous object in the people's eye, 
Or tramping sole some slum's obscurity, 
Who, with a beat that's quiet, or A awful 

hot," 
Prosperous on want-pinched, to his taste or 

not, 
Plays, in the many games of life, that one 
In which the Beak's approval may be won \ 
And which may earn him, when he quits 

command, 
Good, genial, Sir John Bridge's friendly 

shake o' the hand. 
Whom neither knife nor pistol can dismay, 
Nor thought of bribe or blaokmail can betray : 
Who. not content that former worth stand 

fast, 
Looks forward, persevering, to the last. 
To be with Pajltridge, ex-detective, olass'd : 
Who, whether praised by bigwigs of the earth, 
Or object of the Stage's vulgar mirth. 
Plods on his bluehered beat, cool, gentle, 

game. 
And leaves somewhere a creditable name ; 
Finds honour in his cloth and in his cause, 
And, when he slips into retirement, draws 
His oountry's gratitude, the Bow Street 

Beak's applause: 

This is the happy •• Copper"; this is he 
Whom every Man in Blue should wish to be. 
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'TWENTY MINUTES ON THE CONTINENT." 

[By Our Own Intrepid Explorer.) 

" I tkll yon what yon want," mid my friend Saxonhubst. " Ton 
find yonr morning dumb-bells too muoh for you, and oomplain of 
weakness— yon ought to get a blow over to France." 

The gentleman who made the suggestion is a kind guardian of my 
health. He is not a doctor, although I believe he did "walk the 
hospitals 11 in his early youth, but knows exactly what to advise, 

As a rule, when I meet him he pro- 
poses some far- a- field journey. 
"What I" he exclaims, in a tone 
of oommiseration ; " got a bad oold I 
Why not trot over to Cairo? The 
trip would do you worlds of good." 
I return : " No doubt it would, but 
I havn't the time. 1 ' At the mere 
suggestion of " everyone's enemy/ 1 
Saxonhubst roars with laughter. 
He is no slave to be bound by time. 
He has mapped out any number of 
pleasant little excursions that can 
be carried out satisfactorily during 
that period known to railway com- 
panies (ohiefly August and Septem- 
ber) as " the week's end." He has 
discovered that within four-and- 
twenty hours you can thoroughly 
"do" France, and within twice 
that lime make yourself abso- 
lutely conversant with the greater 
part of Spain. So when he tells me that I want "a blow over" 
to the other side of the Channel, I know that he is proposing no 
lengthy proceedings. 

" About twenty minutes or so on the continent will soon set yon 
to rights," continues Saxonhubst, in a tone of conviction. " Just 
you trust to the London, Chatham and Dover Railway and they 
will pull yon through. Keep your eye on the 9 a.m. Express from 
Victoria and yon will never regret it" 

Further conversation proved to me that it was well within the 
resources of modern civilization to breakfast oomf ortably in Belgravia. 
lunch sumptuously at Calais, and be back in time for a cup of 
(literally) five o'olook tea at South Kensington. Within eight 
hours one could travel to the ooast, oross the silver streak twice, call 
upon the Gallic douane, test the cuisine of the buffet attached to the 
Hotel Terminus, and attend officially Mrs. Anybody's " last Any- 
day." It seemed to be a wonderful feat, and yet when I came to 
perform it, it was as easy as possible. 

There is no deception at 9 a.m. every morning at the Victoria 
Station. A sign-post points out the Dover Boat Express, and tells 
you at the same time whether you are to have the French-flagged 
Eervioes of the Invicta and the Victoria, or sail under the red ensign 
of the Calais- Douvres. Personally, I prefer the latter, as I fancy it 
is the fastest of the speedy trio. Near to the board of information is 
a document heavy with fate. In it you can learn whether the sea is 
to be " smooth," " light," " moderate," or " rather rough." If you 
find that your destiny is one of the two last mentioned, make up 
your mind for breezy weather, with its probable consequences. Of 
oourse, if yon can face the steward with cheerful unconcern in a 
hurricane, you will have nothing to fear. But if you find it necessary 
to take chloral before embarking (say) on the Serpentine in a dead 
calm, then beware of the trail of the tempest, and the course of the 
ooming storm. If a man who is obliged to go on insists that " it 
will be all right," take oare, and beware. " Trust him not" as the 
late Lohgfellow poetically suggested, as it is quite within the 
bounds of possibility that he may be " fooling thee." But if the 
meteorological report points to " set fair," then away with all idle 
apprehensions, and hie for the first-class smoking oompartment, that 
stops not until it gets to Dover pier, for the pause at Heme Hill 
Boaroely counts for anything. 

As you travel gaily along through the suburbs of Surrey and the 
hops of Kent, you have just time to glanca from your comfortable 
cushioned seat at "beautiful Battersea," "salubrious Shortlands," 
"ohefrful Chatham," " smiling Sittingbourne " "favoured function 
for Dover and Ramsgate) Faversham," and last, but not least, 
" oathedral-eherishing Canterbury." You hurry through the quaint 
old streets of " the Key to Brompton " (I believe that is the poetical 
plus strategical designation of the most warlike of our cinque ptrts), 
and in two twos yon are on board the Calais- Douvres, bound for 
the buffet of buffets, the pride of the caterer's craft, or rather (to 
avoid possible misapprehension) his honourable calling. The Channel 
is charming. This marvellous twenty miles of water is as wayward 
as a woman. At one time it will compel the crews of the steamers 
to appear in complete suits of oil-skin ; at another it is as smooth 
as a billiard-table, and twice as smiling. The report at Victoria 



has not been misleading. We are to have a pleasant, and 
consequently prosperous passage. 

On board I find a goodly oompany of lunchers. Mr. Recorder 
Bunny, Q.C., sedate and silent— once the terror of thieves of all 
classes, and ruffians of every degree, now partly in retreat. Then 
there is the MacStobm, C.B., warrior and novelist Foreign 
affairs are represented by MIL Bonhomkie and Ds Czahville, 
excellent fellows both, and capable correspondents in London. Then 
there are a host of celebrities. Dicky Hogabth, the caricaturist; 
Samuel 8 rEELE Sheridan, the dramatist; and Shaxspearb John- 
sou Cockaigne, the man of literary all-work. 

" It is very fine this to me when therefore I come out why," 
observes an Italian explorer, who has the reputation of speaking 
five-and-twenty languages fluently, and is particularly proud of his 
English. 

" Certainly," I answer promptly, because my friend is a little 
irritable, ana still believes in the possibilities of the duello, 

" Therefore maybe yon find myself when I am not placed which 
was consequently forwards." And with this the amiable explorer 
from the sunny south, no doubt believing that he has been imparting 
information of the most valuable character, relapses into a smiling 
silence. 

In the oourse of the voyage I find that, if I pleased, I oould wait 
until a quarter to four, and then return to my native shores. This 
would give me more than three hours in Calais. But what should I 
do with them ? 

" You might go to the Old Church," says Mr. Recorder Bunny, 
Q.C., " wjiioh was an English place of worship in the time of Queen 
Maby. Some of the chapels are still dedicated to English Saints, 
and there are various other memorials of the British occupation." 

" Or you can go to the plage," puts in the MacStoem. " Great 
fun in fine weather. Whole families pic-nic on the sands. They 
feed under tents or in chalets. In the water all day long, exoept at 
meal-times. At night they retire, I think, to a little collection of 
timber-built villas, planted in a neatly-kept square. The whole thing 
rather suggestive of Alexander Selkirk plus an unlimited supply 
of a quarter-inch deal flooring, oanvas, and cardboard." 

In spite, however, of the unrivalled attractions of Calais. I deter- 
mine to go no further than the buffet. Aoting 
under the instructions of Mr. Recorder Bunny, 
Q.C., who seems to know the ropes thoroughly well, - 
I allow the "goers on" (passengers bound for 
Paris and the Continent generally) to satisfy their 
cravings for food, and then give my orders. A waiter, 
who has all the activity of his class, representing, 
let us say, the best traditions of the Champs Elys£e. 
takes me in hand. We make out a menu on the spot 
—Melon, tele de veau d la vinaigrette, caneton aux 
petite pois, and a cheese omelette. Then half a 
Dottle of red wine, a demi-syphon, and a eafi and 
chasse. AU gocd. Then the garcon. skips away, 
placing knives and forks at this table, a dish of fruit 
at that, and a basket of bread at the one yonder. 
These athletic exercises (that are sufficiently en- 
couraging to promise the performer— if he wishes 
it— a prosperous career on the lofty traveze), are 
undertaken in the interests of the expected voyagers Albion bound. 
Before the arrival of the Paris train 1 have eaten my lunch, settled 
my bill (moderate), and taken my deck chair on the good steamer 
that is to carry me back to my native land. 

Ah ! never shall I forget the dear old shores of England as I 
watch them after dSjeuner d la fourchette through the perfumed 
haze of an unusually good cigar. " Low capped and turf crowned, 
they are not a patch upon the wild magnificence of the fierce Aus- 
tralian ooast line, but in my eyes they are beautiful beyond 
compare." I remember that at one time or another I have heard 'the 
finest music in the world, but at that moment there comes stealing 
into my ears a melody worth all that musio put together, the 
chime of English village bells." I recollect that I nave heard these 
beautiful expressions used in the Garriok Theatre on the occasion of 
the revival of a certain little one-act piece. Mr. Aethtjb Boughibb 
was then eloquent (on behalf of the author) in praise of Dover, and 
I now agree with him. What can be more beautiful than the white 
oliffs of Albion and the sound of English village bells—after a capital 
lunch at Calais, and during the enjoyment of an unusually good 
cigar? 

The trusty ship gets to England at 2.30, the equally trusty train 
arrives at Victoria a couple of hours later. I am in capital time for 
Mrs. Anybody's " last Anyday." 

"How well yon are looking," observes my kind hostess, pooling 
out a cup of tea. 

"Andlamfeelina;well,"lreturn; "and all (ids good health I 
owe to twenty minutes on the continent" 

And these last words sound to like the tag to a niece that they 
shall serve (by the kind permission of the British pnblio) as the title 
and the end to an article. 
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SCRAPS FfiOM CHAPS. 

Dear Mb. Punch,— My pater reads the Bristol newspapers, but I 
don't, because there 's never any pirates or red indians in them, bat 
happening to look in one the otter day I noticed an awfully good 
thing. It said that at a place called Stapleton all the parents were 
very indignant at the way in which the tohoolmistress had been 
treated by the manigers, and to show their symperthy they decided to 
keep their children from sohooL The school was nearly empty in 
consequents. Now I don't think my schoolmaster has half enough 
sympathy shown him. He does know how to cane, certainly, but he 
isn't reaDy such a beast as fellows make out— at least not just the 
day or so before the holidays begin— and would you mind telling 
parents that they ought to keep their boys at home for a week or a 
fortnight after next term begins, to show now muoh they symperthise 
with himP Poor chap, he has lots of trouble— 1 know he has, 
because 1 give him some. Yours respekfully, Blogos Juxiob. 

Bawbees Thankfully Received.— A National Scottish Memorial 
to Bunxs is in the Ayr. " Surely," writes a perfervid one, " Brans 
did as muoh for our oountry and the world as Scott, yet how very 
different the monuments of the two in Edinburgh and Glasgow I I 
am sure no Scotchman would grudge his mite, however poor, for suoh 
a purpose," Quite so. But it would take a good many " Cotter's 
Saturday mites" to build anything like the Scott Memorial in 
Prinoes Street And what is this that the Bey. Dr. Bubbkll, of 
New York, said in presenting a new panel for the Ayr statue of 
BuEJis from American lovers of the poet? "The stream of 
pilgrims," he observed, " from America to the banks of the Doon 
was twice as large as that which found its way to the banks of the 
Avon." Then why should not the stream of dollars follow, and 
erect a oolossal " Burns Enlightening the Nations" somewhere 
down the Clyde— say, at the Heads of Ayr ? Hamlet beaten by Tarn 
O'Shanter, and Avon taking a back seat to Doon! Flodden is, 
indeed, avenged. 

The Wearing o' the Gbekn.— There was a discussion at the Cork 
Corporation's meeting on a reoommendation of the Works Committee, 
that " a new uniform, of Irish manufacture, be ordered for the hall- 
porter." What should be the colour, was the difficulty? "Some 
members," we regret to read, "were in favour of blue''; and then 
the debate went on thus— 

Mr. Biblb he thought they should stick to the green 

Mr. Faring ton said that green uniforms rot ; 
Mr. Lucy denounced such a statement as mean, 

And—" never change colour ! "—advised Sir John Scott. 

So the hall-porter will have a uniform of "green and gold"— the 
green to be rt durable," and the gold to make it endurable I 

CABBY OR, REMINI8CENCE8 OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By " Ransom Jack.") 

No. II.— IN THE SHELTER. ME AND BILLY BOGER. 

[The first Cabman's Shelter or " Rest " in the Metropolis was set up at the 
Stand in Acacia Road, St. John's Wood, on February o, 1875.] 

There / After a two 'ours slow crawl through a fog, with a oough, 

and a fare as is sour and tight-fisted, 
Why, even a larky one drops a bit low, and the tail of 'is temper gits 

terrible twisted. 
And that '8 where the Shelter comes 'andily in. With a cup of 'ot 

oorfee, a slice and a " sojer," 
And 'bacoa to follow, life don't look so bad ! What do you think ? 

I says to my pal Billy Books. 

Brown-crusted one, Billy- 'ard baked from 'is birth. Drives a 

44 Growler" yer see, and behaves quite according. 
Rum pioter 'e makes with 'is 'at on 'is nose, and 'is back rounded 

up like, against a damp hoarding. 
Kinder kicks it at comfort oontrairy-wise, Bill do ; won't take it on 

nohow, the orkurd old. Tartar. 
The sort as won't 'ave parrydise as a gift if so be it pervents 'em from 

playing the martyr ! 

44 That 's * Jackdaw ' the Snapshotter all up and down I " says Bill 

with a grunt. That 's a nickname 'e 's guv me 
Along of my liking for looking at life. Well, the world is a floorer 

ail round; but Lord love me 
Mere grumble 's no good : doesn't mend things a mite ; world rolls on 

andlarfsat us; don't seem a doubt of it ; 

Better far to stand by and 



Cuss it and cross it, and over you go I 
look on, till you're out ofit. 



1 Heye like a bloomin' old robin, you 'ave," says Bill (meaning me), 
" alius cocked at creation 



You 



As though you was recknin' it up for a bid like. And what is the 

end of your fine * observation ' P 
You squint, and you heft, and you size people up, sorter * grading 

'em out' as Yank Jonathan puts it. 
And when you are through, what^s the hodds ? All my heye ! 

boss till you 're blind, and then death hups and shuts it ! " 

Carn't 'it it, we oarn't. But we 're pals all the same, beoos Bill is 

more 'onest than some who 're more 'arty. 
We kid. and we kibosh each other like fun, but when H. J. wants 

backing old Billy 's the party, 
And when Billy busts Jack is all there, you bet, although I tool a 

Forder and '« a old Growler. 
But pickles ain't in it for sourness with Billy, nor yet fresh-laid 

widders for doin' the 'owler. 

"Hanwnup!"— " Ah I " says old Billy. "Percisely! It's jest 

4 Hansom up, Growler down ! ' I ain't in it 
With seen a smart, dashing young Jehu as you, as can put on your 

quarter o' mile to the minute! 
Hivory fitments, and bevel-edged mirrors ! A lady's boodwore in 

bfueoloth! Ain't it 4 trotty ' ? 
Wanity Fair upon wheels, Jack, J call it Wot price now I wonder 

for me and Old Spotty ? 

"Women, too, getting that bloomin' hadvanced 

they all paternise you— and a cigarette. 

Drat 'em ! 
Few years agone they'd a fynted at thought 

on it. Women fair knock-outs. Gould 

never get at 'em I 
Foller their leaders like sheep to a slorter-'ouse. 

Drive theirselves next, I persoom, on a 

Forder. 
Party you took up outside 'ere larst night, 'er in 

feathers and paint, was a pooty tall horder." 

Known 'er six year, Bill," I says with a sigh 
like. " A sweeter young snowdrop than 
when I first druv 'er 

You couldn't 'a' button-holed. Ah! and she's 
pooty as paint— bar the paint— at this mo- 
ment, Lord luv 'er ! 

Frolicsome, freehanded,— fast ? Well, I s'pose so. 
She used to driveup with a toffy young masher. 

Turtle-doves P Well, 'twas a pleasure to see 'em, 
Bill ; 'er suoh a dainty 'un, 'im such a 
dasher. 

"Inneroent, hayP Ye$ % as rain-sprinkled lay lock boughs. 'E 

broke 'is neck in a steeplechase, Billy, 
She took to sewing, and dropped smiles and 'ansoms. Wilted away 

like a gas-shrivelled lily. 
Then I lost sight on 'er. couple o' year or so. Next she turned up as 

—well, Billy you ' ve seen 'er, 
Pro. at the "Pompydour," generous, gassy, and— well, pr'aps as 

good as a lot that look greener." 




is bloater as though 'twos 
would give some 
nnst on it 



" Bah ! " snaps Bill Bogbr, dissecting 

'umanity, and 'im a surgeon ; 
44 Life as it's seen from the cab-driver's * pulpit' 

new texts to a Pabkxb or Spubobon. 
Culler-der-roee, indeed! Yaller-der-janders ! It's 

dubersome, dirty or dingy. 
The free 'anded fares is best part on 'em quisby, and them as is 

righteous runs sour-like and stingy." 

I says, 44 Bill, you 're bilious I" '£ snorts supercilious, and bolts 

the 'ard-roe. 44 Hah. youn* Daffydowndillv," 
'£ growls as 'e munches, " of all the green bunches o' Spring inguns 

you are the greenest. It's silly. 
Your slop-over sentiment is. for a Cabby I ! ! "—Fare ? 44 Finsbury 

Park,andlooksUDpy!" 44 All right, Sir ! "— 
4 4 We '11 argue it out, Billy Bookr, some other time " Bight away 

coachman ! Kim up mare ! Good night, Sir ! 



The words of that arch-humourist, the late Abtbmcts Wabb. on 
the subject of the New Woman, whom he designated u a he-lookin' 
female/' are worth repeating :— " * 0, woman, woman,' I cried, my 
feelins worked up to a ni poetiok pitch, * you air a angle when you 
behave yourself ; but when you take off your proper appairel and 
(mettyforically speaken) get into pantyloons— when yon desert your 
nreaidea, and with your heds full of wimin's rites noshuns so round 
like roarin lyons. seekin whom yon may devour someboddy— In short, 
when von undertake to play the man, you play the devil and air an 
emfatfc noosenoe. My female friends, 9 1 oonunnered, as they wc 
indignantly departin, * wa well what A. Wajld has scd ! ' " 



were 
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UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

"Wouldn't you like bomb Music, Professor?" 

"NO, THANKS. I 'M QUITS HAPPY AS I AM. To TILL TOU THE TRUTH, I PREFER THE WORST POSSIBLE .CONVERSATION TO THE 

beat Music there is I " . * - 



LA BELLE DAME SANS MEKCI. 

A Ballad of Bird Slaughter. 

(With Apologies to the Shade of Keats.) 

m " The new style of women's head-gear— calle 1 
mixed plumee— threatens to add the extermination 
of Birds of Paradise to that of several species of 
herons. ... It is for this 'use ' that whole heron- 
ries in Florida and elsewhere have been utterly 
destroyed ; it is for this that Birds of Paradise are 
being persecuted even to extinction.*'— M rs, £ 
Phillips, Flee- President of the Society for the 
Preservaticn of Birds.] 

I. 
Oh, what can ail thee, poet-man, 

Alone and palely It itering P 
" The wings are banished from the wools, 
And no birds ting." 

n. 
Oh, what can ail thee, bird-lover, 
So haggard and so woe-befrone f 
44 The heronry no more is fall, 

And the cranes are flown/' j 
in. 
I see there 's sorrow on thy brow, 

At dawn's rose-flush, at eve's cool dew. 
" Bird-song is gone from the garden rose, 
And the field flowers too. 

IV. 

44 1 met a lady on the way. 

Fell, beautiful, cold Fashion's child; 

Her hair was golden, her plume was hg'i, 

And her eyes were wild. 

v. 

44 She made a mixed plume for her head, 

Of heron crest and aureole. 
She looked at me as void of love, 
And cold of f oal. 



vr. 
44 She slaughtered Birds < f Parade, 

And Utile oared for all day long 
Save silencing the whirr of wings, 
And the trill of song. 

vir. 
44 She foand the task of reluh sweet ; 

The warbling wild wood choir she slew. 
T.ll the larks were mute, and the linnets 
dead, 
And the robins few. 

vni. 
4 * She took m e to he r milliner's 

And showed with glee a sight full sore, 
Her new mixed plume, with aureoles six, 
And egrets four. 

IX. 

14 'T was there she lulled all lore asleep, 

And her heart grew hard— ah, woe betide!— 
As the granite-boulder that gleameth white 
On the ojld hill-ride, 

x. 
44 1 saw dead songsters heapad to view. 

From field, wood, mere, came one sad call : 
They cried, * La Belle Dame sans Merci 
Will slay us all I' 

XI. 

14 Beauty no more will flash a- wing, 
Music no more fall-throated flash. 
Fashion will curse the fields of Spring 
With the Winter's hush. 

XII. 

44 1 paw poor bird-beak* in that room 

With fruitless warniog gaping wide ; 
And the lady wore their stolen plumes 
With a cruel i rid). 



XIII. 

" • The Feathered Woman ' was she hight ; 

But all reproof, compss don-born, 
The modish Belle Dame sans Merci 
Doth laugh to scorn, 
xiv. 

44 What plea for beauty or for song. 
Or ample prudence, may she reck, 
While Fashion rules she with mixed plumes 
Her head must deck ? 
xv. 
44 The birds in myriads may die. 

Till earth is all a songless hubh ; 
Bat she upon her orest must sport 
A f eath* red-brush I 

XVI. 

44 'Tis not sore need bids songsters bleed, 

Not lack of vesture or of food ; 
'Tis only Fashion's foolish freak 
Strips wold and wood. 



xvn. 



44 And that is why I wander here, 

Alone and sadly loitering, 
Whilst the sedge shakes not with 
And no birds sing ! " 



Tpk 
glan 



ume, 
icing 



Bournemouth's chief magistrate, by deci- 
sion and order of the corporation of that 
town, has been deprived of a strip of land, 
alleged to be public property, which he had 
enclosed within his own private grounds. 
The sight of sixty workmen ruthlessly 4( re- 
moviojr his summer-house and shrubs, and 
throwing tons of mould over the cliffs," could 
not have bfea a very exhilarating one for 
the erstwhile owner, who must have felt like 
Mayor-ius 'mid the ruins of Cart-! 
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THE EMPTY CUPBOARD. 

OLD MOTHER HUBBABD SHE WENT TO THE CUPBOARD I WHEN SHE GOT THERE THE CUPBOARD WA8 BARE, 
TO GEr HER POOR DOG A BONE, | AND SO THE POOR DOG HAD NONE. 

[" Mr. Chaplin, speaking in the House of Commons on the 19th August, said that it was not possible to prepare and produce measures for 
the reh»f of Agriculture this Session."— Doily Paper.] " Digitized by VjOQQ LvL 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

"Rouhdabout Hidings" would be the more correct title, lor he 
who writes these lines has yielded to the joint influences of the 
pendent craze and the glorious weather, and has been touring in 
North Devon on (and off) a bicycle. I say " off " advisedly, for the 
hills in that delightful country are so numerous, so long, and so 
steep, that out of every hundred miles you aooomplish you will find 
that you have walked at least fifty while you painfully shoved your 
wheel before you. And when you reach the laborious summit and 
pause panting, you are as likely as not to gather your breath and 
strength under a notice informing you that the desoent beyond, 
down which; you had. hoped to spin with extended legs, is dangerous 
to cyclists. 

And thereupon, if the sun is shining in full strength, and you 
are spent ana 1 parched, you may possibly 
decide that in order to make a bicycle 
tour in North Devon a complete and 
splendid snecess, it is essential that you 
should do it without a bicycle. But 
later on, when you have reached the 
f , .. end of your journey, have had your 

vyVj&yl^ bttikL, your rub down and your brush 
^ \^^ i up, and are waiting placidly for your 

dinner with an appetite well set and a 
thirst calculated to drain a vat of cider, 
then you will realise that even in the 
precipitous Devonshire country bicycling is a real delight. 




Pormre aside for the moment the question whether or not you 
ought to take a bicycle, I hold that the following ingredients go to 
make a successful bicycle tour. (1) A tall youngster from Oxford 
possessing incalculable yards of totally irresponsible arms and legs, a 
nappy knack of conversational prattle, a shock of fair hair, and 
imperturbable good humour. These details, though important, are 
not essential It is, however, absolutely essential that he should 
make all plans for the day's ride, settle on the stopping places and 
hotels, ana carry maps and guide-books. You can then enjoy the 
satisfaction of abusing him heartily whenever things go wrong. 
Ton will also find that whenever you want the map he will either 
have left it in the pocket of a coat which has been sent on by train, 
or stowed it away in the darkest recess of the brttom of his kit-case. 

The second ingredient is a private clown of quaint humour and 
original ideas. This is the sort of man who finds interest and 
amusement in everything, and provokes you to laughter by the 
most unexpected sallies. Before you have had time to turn round 
he will be on terms of easy familiarity with drivers of coaches, 
porters at hotels, ladies who serve behind bars, and rustics whom he 
may meet on the road. In five minutes he knows the details of all their 
personal history, their length of service, the manner of their work, 
the size of their families, their adventures, and their chief desires in 
life. They all treat him with the highest consideration and go out 
of their way to make things easy for him. At Lynton our own 
particular clown sent the hotel band into convulsions by dancing a 
step danoe while they were solemnly playing a German march. The 
incongruity of the situation so tickled the trombone that for at least 
two minutes he was utterly unable to carry on the pumping opera- 
tions entailed by his instrument. His ruin was completed when he 
was asked to join our party with the special object of inflating the 
back-tyres of our bicycles. Even the conductor relaxed into a smile. 



Thi third ingredient is a paymaster. If you can 
fiud a handsome, well-built, agreeable and intellec- 
tual man for the position (as we did) so much the 
better. You will thus add an air of character and 
distinction to your tour. In that respeot, 1 admit, 
we were fortunate beyond the average. I need only 
add, as a slight reminder to my companions, that 
they have not yet repaid to me the money I dis- 
bursed for them. 



line, it is more than probable that, in the twinkling of an eye, you 
will be piled three deep on the side of the road. 

You ought also to insure at least one hotel danoe in the course of 
your journey. All hotel danoes are the same, and therefore one is 
quite sufficient as a sample. Hotel danoes are attended by eight 
ladies and six men. One of the men is a boy. He has two sisters, 
who are also present at the dance. He danoes three times with 
one sister, and three times with the other. His seventh danoe he 
devotes to a lady no longer in her first youth, who has captured 
his young affections, and after the mad excitement of this episode 
he goes to bed. Another of the men is always elderly, 
bald and stout. He displays the courtly gallantry 
which is understood to be an attribute of the old sohooL 
He is a rigorous stickler for the etiquette of the ball- 
room. He danoes the Lancers with a solemn precision 
and the waltz with a precise solemnity, and that is the 
only distinction he makes between them. He is a 
great hand at well-turned oompliments of a ponderous 
nature, and it is a liberal education to see him con- 
ducting his partner back to her seat. A third man is 
an amusing rattle. He makes his partners giggle by 
his total ignorance of the Lanoers, and incurs the 
frowns of the bald man by his dashing exploits in the ^ 

waltz. The ladies all wear high dresses, they have 
interchangeable chaperon^ and make a noble pretence of enjoying 
themselves. In the fifth danoe the bald man falls down, and long 
before twelve o'clock everything is over and peace reigns again in 
the hotel 




Clovxllt is the proud possessor, not merely of the _ 
Street in the world, but also of a " poet-artist" (so he d 



ibeshim- 




The fourth ingredient is one rainy day. It helps 
you to enjoy the fine weather all the more, and it 
gives you an opportunity of investing yourself in 
the pretty little gray waterproof cape which bicycle 
outfitters provide for wet weather. From a ticket 
£ attached to the collar of mine. I discovered that it 
was called an "electric poncho." I can only aay 
that it fully deserved the title. Wet weather, more- 
over, adds a pleasing element of uncertainty to bicycling by making 
your back wheel skid, so that you never know, from one moment to 
the other, what you may be doing. If three of you are riding in a 



self), who is also (I again quote his own description) a " professional 
qualified photographer." Here is an extract from his enthusiastic 
poem entitled " A Peep from the Hobby Drive, Glovelly." 

How charming is the old High Street, 
Pitched with pebble*, rough— how steep ; 
There donkeys stand with coal and sand, 
And women with their brush in hand. 

Out boldly stands the grand old pier, 
To cheek the waves that may come near ; 
And fishermen upon it stand. 
Yarning with their pipes in hand. 

Among such grandeur, artist, rest- 
To imitate it at thy best : 
For should some beauty fall to ground, 
Thy picture has it, safe and sound. 



Feom the Fishing Gazette I take the following story :— 



Last spring, while a party of tourists were fishing up North, a well-known 

" * " ne was sitting. 
, - g the first day'i 

caught an 8lb. trout. His astonishment can be imagined when be found" the 



lawyer lost bis gold watch' from the boat in which "he was sitting, 
eek he made another visit to the lakes, and during the first day' 



Last 

sport 



watch lodged in the throat of the trout. The watch was running, and the 
time correct. It being a " stem winder," the supposition is that, in masti- 
cating its food, the fish wound up the watch daily. 

I happen to know 
that this story is 
incomplete, and I 
venture to add some 
missingdetails. The 
fish— a particularly 
thoughtful animal 
—finding that there 
was no chain to the \ 
watch, resolved to - 
supply this defect, " 
ana, by a well- ' { 
known process in t 
metallurgy, con- 
verted some of its 
scales into a com- 
plete Albert, which 
it oanneotea with 
the watoh. The 
watch need to lose two minutes a week. With admirable patience 
the fish regulated it, and restored it to its owner in perfectly 
accurate trim. Whan it was originally lost the watoh was a 
simple one. It has now become a repeater, with a special dial indi- 
cating the days of the week, the month, and the year a.d. By a 
trick, learnt from a fried whiting in early life this trout contrived 
every day to insert its tail into its mouth, an d, b y using it as a brush, 
to keep the watoh clean, and free from rust When the fish had been 
boiled and eaten, the watoh stopped, out of sympathy, and has not 




gone since. 
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A SOLILOQUY. 

Generous Dealer (examining ring). " He asks Twenty. He thinks he *ll get Eighteen 
Iv'b worth Sixteen. I 'll give Fourteen. He paid Twelve. I 'll offeb Ten I " 



A CRY FROM CHICAGO. 



Better fifty years of Europe 

Than a cycle of Porkopolis ! 
Freedom 's shackled with a new rope 

In Mock-Modesty's metropolis. 
Ladies— aye and men- in tights 

To Chicago prudes proves snookers ; 
So they limit wheelman rights 

By forbidding— knickerbockers ! 
Nay, the manly human calf 

To these Aldermen's so shocking, 
They prohibit— do not laugh !— 

All display of —the male— stocking ! 1 



We must don a ooitume baggy 

From the throat unto the ankles ; 
Something stuffy, ohokey, draggy ! 

Yah! In freemen's hearts it rankles 
This restriction. Don't let 's heed 'em ! 

If they bother thus our biking. 
Ho! for Battersea and freedom I 

Cyclists of Chicago, striking, 
Like their sires for Independence, 

'Gainst the prips our wheel-rights blocking, 
Claim, in all their old resplendence, 

Xnioker free and liberal stooking ! 



MUSIC MINUS CHARMS. 

{The Latest Developments of the Educational 
Department.) 

44 Where are we going next ? " asked the 
Taught of the Teacher. They had just left 
the portals of the School Board. 

"To a place that should be inscribed with 
the words* All hope abandon who enttr 
here,' and which is known as the Slums," was 

The Teacher and the Taught travelled! on 
until they were lost in a maze of workmen* s 
buildings. 

* 4 Not so very bad," oommented the Taught. 
44 Surely a man and his family might live 
peaceably enough in these seemingly comfort- 
able flats." 

44 You do not know all," said; the Teacher. 

(Much has been done for the artisan, but 
the School Board have driven him to despair. 
Listen!" 

Then the two investigators heard sounds of 
shrieking and wailing. There was a hubbub 
of dreadful groans and sighs. 

44 These are not human," cried the Taught. 

44 They are not," was the answer. 44 Have 
you ever heard the like ? 

44 Never. And yet I should say that the 
tones came from violins—played, no doub% 
by imps." 

44 No, it is not that." And then came the 
full explanation. 

* 4 The dreadful discord to which we are 
listening is caused by the practice of the 
scholars of the School Board. The energetic 
youngsters are being taught at the expense 
of the ratepayers how to play the 4 fiddle.' " 



THE BRITISH BATHER. 

{By a Dipper in Brittany.) 
[See the correspondence in the Daily Graphic.] 

Mrs. Grundy rules the waves, 
With Britons for her slaves— 
They 're fearful to disport themselve*, 
Unless the sexes sort themselves 
And take their bathing sadly, for French 
gaiety depraves (') 

, Tis time no more were seen 
The out-of-date 4I machine" ; 
Away with that monstrosity 
Of prudifh ponderosity— 
Why can't we nave the bathing tent or els- 
the trim cabins t 

I think we should advance 
If we took a hint from France, 
And mingled (quite decorously) 
On beaohes that before us lie 
All round our ooasts— we do abroad whene'tr 
we get the chance! 

O'er here in St Malo 
The thing 's quite comma ilfaut ; 
Why not in higher latitude ? 
I can't make out the attitude 
Of those who make the British dip so 44 shock- 
ing," dull and slow ! 



LurcABHiRE riflemen who ** pay their shot " 
at the average rate of £5 per annum for 
44 marking," are certainly entitled to every 
modern improvement on their range at Altoar, 
and it is no wonder that there has been some 
grumbling at the non-introduction of canvas- 
targets since their invention years agn. How- 
ever, this defeot, we read in the Liverpool 
Daily Post's "Volunteer Notes," will shortly 
be removed, and the desired innovation substi- 
tuted, so that Bisley marksmen who, hitherto, 
indulged in sneers at the deficiencies of Altoar. 
must now cease making a butt of the northern 
range. 



e aenaencies ox Altoar, 
r ab«tt«fth.»orU»» 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIABT OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, August 26.— Doorkeepers and police 
przzled by notable gathering of strangers. Came in one by 
one. No one seemed to know another ; yet there was about them, 
according: .to Mr. Horsley's testimony, certain signs of brother- 
hood. None were top hats: every man's hair was longer than 
it is ordinarily worn ; several earned cloaks, mostly brown about 
the seams, out, as far as Mr. Hors lby ca n remember, something 
after pattern of cloak worn by Lord Tsneysoe when he came to be 
sworn in as a peer of the realm, and wan, on first prese n*ing him- 
self, turned away by the police- 
man in the outer hall under the 
impression that he was collecting 
empty bottles. 

Most of the strangers had orders 
for special gallery. Some had seats 
under the gallery. Others (these, 
it turned out when the secret was 
folly disclosed, were the sonneteers) 
found seats on the higher, but. in 
the Home of Commons, less dis- 
tinguished, slopes of Parnassus, 
allotted to undistinguished strang- 
ers who ballot for place*. 

They were the candidates for the 
Poet Laureateship, or rather some 
of them. Walking out after ques- 
tions were over, Sark found a 
double row of poets sitting on the 
stone benches right and left of the 
corridor, waiting for a possible turn 
at the ballot— waiting with same 
doffged patience, same unquench- 
able hope, with which they tarry 
for public recognition. 

All due to Jobfstok of Bally- 
kilbeg. Turning aside for moment 
from the vexed Bermothes of theo- 
logy, and the suspicions oonduot of 
Irish Members of the Catholic faith, 
Ballyxilbeg permitted his gaze to 
fall on the vacant chair of the Poet 
Laureate. Gave notice of intention 
to ask Pbtece Arthur at to-day's 
sitting what he meant to do about 
it. Hence this commotion in the 
drear woods and the hungry thickets 
that clothe the foot of Parnassus. 

" Sorry for 'em," said Ballyril- 
beo, looking up towards crowded 
galleries. " They're a poor-look- 
ing lot. Don't oelieve there 's a 
Master of an Orange Lodge among 
'em. Anyhow they're all out of 
i f . My man is Wilfrid Lawsoe. 
Don't mean to say he put me up 
to ask the question with any ulte- 
rior personal views. But he knew 




FISHING MADE DIFFICULT. 



what I was at, and he knows my . , „ i lwl , ,, . .. # AA . . . , , 

opinion of him. We don't agree in A - J - B : Wh f\ on •"£ M P*^*? ****** a *™* new ? >d » ?. hen 
pSitios, and he 's not soun dosti* you re ctught up on ^ bofchenil « thm * eYer ^ fiye """"^ ? 
rope of Rome. But for verse that fetches you, the poetry you can 
understand without first tying wet cloth round your head, rive me 
Wilfrid Lawsof. Pribce Arthur refers me to The ILarriss. 
I '11 call and see him, taking with me a choice selection of Wilfrid's 
verse, which I '11 read to him." 

Business done.— Votes in Supply. 

Tuesday.— Scotch votes on ; the Weiribome Weie stands where 



he did. at corner seat of front bench below Gangway. This con- 
venient situation for fixing Corporal Haebuby with gleaming eye. 
Also the metal grating which serves as flooring of House is useful as 
adding reverberating sound to Wstbisomx's voice when occasion 
makes it desirable it should issue from his boots. If it were not for 
the matting laid over the grating, effect would be much more tre- 
mendous, Weerisoms makes the best of it Blood curdling to hear 
him just now denouncing some Procurator Fiscal whose office is in 
Edinburgh, and his house in Boss-shire. Or is it the other way 
about f The worst of Wecrisome making our flesh creep by his 
ventriloquial talents is, that we get a little mixed about his points. 
However it was, the Procurator Fiscal had committed a heinous 
crime. Only by exercise of supernatural forbearance that Weiei- 
eome refrained from moving to reduce salary of Secretary for Soot- 
land by £2000. 



Effect of supernatural rumblings of his voice increased by ghastly 
pauses in flow of conversation. Haebuby, as yet new to post of 
Financial Secretary, will bv-and-by get accustomed to its trials. 
Meanwhile it is painful for Cap'en Tommy Bowles, moored immedi- 
ately behind his old colleague, to observe his hair graduallv standing 
up whilst House is hushed in awesome silence what time Wblrisomr 
is solemnly reaffixing his pince-nez with intent to oontinue his 
remarks. 

Chairman more than once attempted to fill up pauses by reminding 
Wexbjsomb what was the Dreoise bearing of vote before Committee. 
Once sternly threatened to inforoe rule which permits Chairman to 
order a rambling speaker to shut up, and sit down. Weibesomx 
apnarently psid no attention. A few minutes later, fancying he saw 

sign of movement in the Chair, he 
stopped ; with wide sweep of arm 
put on his jrince-nez ; held manu- 
script up with apparent intention of 
consulting it ; covertly regarded 
James W. over the top. Conclud- 
ing he meant business, Weieisome, 
without another word, solemnly, 
slowly— to the agonised looker on 
the process seemed to oooupy sixty 
seconds— dropped into his seat. 

Business aone. — A good deal in 
Committee of Supply. 

Friday, 2 -a.m.— It is the unex- 
pected that ever happens in House 
of Commons. Wednesday is ordi- 
narily humdrum day; Speaebe 
takes Chair at noon ; all over before 
six. Accordingly, having met at 
noon on Wednesday, House sat till 
two o'clock next morning, proceed- 
ings culminating with soene in 
which Dick Websteb, of all men, 
was convicted of disorderly oon- 
duot 

"Beally," said J. G. Talbot. 
nervously rubbing his hands, "I 
don't know what we shall see next. 
Probably the Chaplain, in full ca- 
nonical*, conducted to Clock Tower 
by Serjeant-at-Arms for having 
spoken disrespectfully of the Arch- 
bishop of Caetbbbuby. The sooner 
this Session if over, the better it 
will be for Church and State." 

By way of bahnoing eooentrioity 
of uproarious Wednesday, the sit- 
ting just drawing to dose has been 
unrehevedly dull. Yet it was the 
sitting solemnly set aside for Irish 
votes. Battle-royal expected, with 
nothing left at its close but few 
fragments that had once been 
Gerald Balfour, and here and 
there the limb of an Irish Member. 
Nothing happened, not even a di- 
vision* Only long suooession of 
dreary diatribes, with Gerald 
Balfour occasionally interposing 
with new promise of benignant 
sway. 
44 Very odd," said Truculent Tim, annoyed to find himself 
mollified. V The voice of the new Chief Secretary is uncommonly 
like the voice of Arthur Balfour. But the hands promise to rule 
after the fashion of the hands of John Morley." 



Business done. — All the Irish votes passed. 

pegging away again at Soj 



!y. »o 



Friday.— House sat to-day, , ... . „ , .. 
as to prorogue next week. Navy Votes on ; Cap'en Tommy Bowles 
attempts to boss the show, making light of Lord High Admiral 
Jokim, openly alluding to Corporal Haebuby as a horse-marine, 
this too much for an ancient friendship strained by altered circum- 
stances. 

44 Tommy," said the Financial Secretary to the Treasury, turning 
round upon his former ally, after he had been up for twentieth time 
dictating marine tactics to the Sea Lords and policy to the First 
Lord; <r did you ever hear a story Lubbock tells about the Maori 
convert P As he had not been seen for some weeks inquiry was 
made as to his welfare. * Oh,' explained the chief of his tribe, * he 
gave us so much good advioe that at last we put him to death.' 
Think it over Tommy. It's a nice story, and there's a moral 

Business dens.— Nearly all ^lC 
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GENTLE EXERCISE. 

Mrs. Jones. "Comb on, old Slowcoach I Let's race vf this next 
Hill, or we 'll be late fob Tea I " 

[Jones is beginning to doubt the wisdom of having sold his Pony and Trap, 
and taken to Bicycles. Be lives seven miles from a Town where Mrs. 
J. takes him shopping four times a week with the greatest regularity* 



A DIALOGUE OP THE NIGHT. 

["The art of setting forth a scene, an incident, in the shape of oon- 



A PIECE FULL OF POINT. 

Messrs. Clement Scott and Brandon Thomas are to be congratu- 
lated on the snooen of their adaptation of the Maitre dfArmes, pro- 
duced at the Adelphi Theatre on Saturday last. The play, which 
appeared, like the longest remembered dramas of the late Dion Bouci- 
cault, in August— traditionally "the dead season of the stage"— 
seems destined to be as popular as the best-liked of its predecessors. 
For once— but, it is to be hoped, not " and away"— Mr. William 
Tkrriss has a chance of showing bis quality in a character 
worthier of his powers than the customary hero of " walking gentle- 
man " romance. Like Mr. Henry Neville when he appeared as 
Henry Dunbar, after a long oourse of Ticket of Leave Man, 
Mr. Terriss makes the most of his opportunity. Miss Mtllward 
is excellent as the child of the fencer— a criticism whidh applies 
equally " to every one concerned." Well written, well mounted, and 
well played, there is no reason why The Swordsman's Daughter 
should not prove the truth of heredity and " run through "—the 
season. 



14 Full of wise saws " is "Amateur Angler," in the Fishing Gazette, 
oonoerning the river Wye. He oomplains that "he tried for trout, 
but caught chub," whion, however, we are told " is a comely fish" 
—quite chub-stantial, doubtless^-and "gives as muoh sport, at 
limes, as a rentlemanlytrout." " Lordly salmon " are also to be 
found. Evidently the Wye is peopled by the upper crust of the 
piscatorial world, and this, perhaps, explains the reason for "the 
river being netted and poached in every oonoeivable way," or wye, 
as Cockneys say. 

With sorrow we read, in the South Wales Daily News, the 
announcement of the demise of " Billy," the celebrated goat, that 
for ten years had been an honoured and favourite member of the 
First Battalion, Welsh Regiment. This excellent animal, who died 
from the ravages of rheumatism contracted on the march, seems to 
have belonged to the " giddy" species of goat, for we learn that "he 
eould hold bis own with the best in drinking stout, beer, wine, or 
spirits." With these Anti-Local Vsto propensities, it would not 
have been astonishing had the bibulous ** Billy," like a certain 
historical personage, met with bis end by drowning in a butt. 



Day t ' 9 edited by Mr. Oswald Craufurd.] 

Scene— The Elysian Fields, at nightfall. 

Present— The shades of Lord and Lady Sparxifh, Lord and 
Lady Smart. Colonel Alwit, Mr. Neverout, Mies Notable, 
and some other characters m Dean Swift's " Polite Con- 
versation." 

Lady Smart (laying down her book with a yawn). Egad! 
Our posterity cannot talk, they can only prattle. 
Jjord Sparkish. Or rather patter. 
Miss Notable. Pray, my lord, what is " patter " P 
Lord Sparkish. All saudness and slang, like the soliloquy 
of a Cheap Jack. 

Mr. Neverout. Modish conversation, to-day, seems to borrow 
its diction from the music-hall, and its repartee from the 'bus 
conductor. 

Miss Notable. Oh fie ! Now our "Polite and Ingenious Con- 
versation," as the dear Dean of St. Patrick reported it, was 
vastly different. Did not Mr. Swift declare that he defied all 
the clubs and coffee-houses in the town to equal it in wit, 
humour, smartness or politeness P 

Lady Sparkish. Yes ; yes. indeed ! And he had scruples 
about prostituting " this noble art to mean and vulgar people." 
Mr. Neverout. Egad, the penny daily paper and the six- 
penny illustrated weekly have altered all that. "Mean and 
vulgar people" now write books and journals, as well as read 
'em. 

Miss Notable. For my part I don't like dialogues, except 
upon the stage. They are so mortally dull. 

Lady Sparkish. Nay, but my dear girl, the Dean says, tou 
must remember, " Dialogue is held the best method of inculca- 
ting any part of knowledge: and I am confident that public 
schools will soon be founded for teaching wit and politeness, 
after my scheme, to young people of quality and fortune." 

Mr. Neverout. Perhaps the present rage for dialogues is the 
first step in that direction. 

Lady AnsweraU. Pah! there are no "young persons of 
quality" now! 
Lord Sparkish. Though plenty of young persons of fortune ! 
Mr. Neverout. Quite a different thing, my Cord ! In our days 
School Boards, Labour Members, and American Millionaires had not 
been invented. Creech had indeed translated Horace into the verna- 
cular, but Jowett had not Englished the Platonic Dialogues for the 
benefit of Extension Lectures and hack journalists. 

Colonel AlwiL Faith, I could never stomach that inquisitive bore 
Socrates and his dreary dialoguists. That gay, wicked, but debonair 
dog. Ltjcian, was more to my mind. 

Mr. Neverout. Ah ! who of our latter-day dialogue-mongers eould 
cqn*l the smart and really quite fin-de-siecle cynic of Samosata P 
Miss Notable. Well, as Tibbalds, said :— 

"I am no schollard, but I am polite, 
Therefore be sure I v m no Jaoobite." 
So I've not read your Lucians and Platos and things. But I like 
Qyp, and Anthony Hope. I vow he hath 
a true touch of "the quality," and he 
vastly delights me. 

Mr. Neverout. Does he not go nigh to 
make you blush, now and anon P 

Miss Notable. Blush P Ay, blush like a 
blue dog. 

Lady Smart. Still I maintain the Town 
to-day cannot talk. 

Mr. Neverout. Any more than it ean write 
letters. 

Lady Sparkish. There is nought genteel 
in their gabble, nor truly smart in their 
repartee. 

Lord Sparkish. And they cannot badiner 
a bit. 
Lady Smart. Like that dear Bellamour! 
Miss Notable. Or that delightful Lovelace ! 
Lady Smart. Modern dialogues are dull ! 
Mr. Neverout. If our dear Dean, now, could furnish them with a 
fresh supply of those entertaining and improving " polite questions, 
answers, repartees, replies, and rejoinders," such as he took thirty 
years in ooUeoting, there might be a chance for them. 

Lord Sparkish. Or if we eould send them some really modish 
dialogues from the shades! **-' - 

Lady Sparkish. Faith, suppose we send 'em this ! 
Miss Notable. Ah, do let 'si! q jg jt 




Google 



Smpctmmb u, 1898.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAMVAM. 



121 



SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

m A-hot! w — A chanoe for 
any person desirous of escaping 
from the ol voAAm, and making 
Mb home upon an island "all 
to himself.' 9 Hoy, one of the 
celebrated Orkney group of 
islands, is for sale. This is a 
healthy spot, in faet it may 
now be said to be most »ale- 
ubrious. Information gleaned 
from the Liverpool Courier 
shows that " the island com- 
prises 40,000 acres, rises ab- 
ruptly "—like the angrv hero 
of a novelette— " from tne tea, 
consists of a mountain having 
different eminences or peaks " 
—this piques one's curiosity— 
44 is very steep, and has a noble 
and picturesque effect from all 
points of view." We trust it 
may also have a beautifying 
ana ennobling effect upon the 
purchaser. Besides all these 
advantages, it poetesses a large 
pillar of rock. 300 feet high, 
known as " The Old Man of 
Hoy." The legend attached 
to this promontory is as fol- 
lows:— 

There was an old party of Hoy, 
Who in life couldn't find any 

j°y» 

Bo he sold all his stock, 
Got transformed into rook, 
Did this marvellous "broth of 
a bhoy. M 



•Kit' 
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WHAT'S IN A NAME! 

Old Gent (lately bitten urith the Grass), " And that oonfoundbd Man sold 

MB THE THING lOB A SaFBTT I " 



Best congratulations to the 
First Lord of the Treasury on 
his happy idea of promoting i 
scheme for the plantation 
of a testimonial to old Tom 
Mobbis. doyen of golf pro- 
fessionals, and keeper of the 
Green of the Royal and An- 
cient Club, at St Andrews. 
An undeviating devotion oi 
sixty years to the interests oi 
the Scotch sport has won f oi 
Tom the thankful admiration 
of all lovers of the game, and 
it is sincerely to be hoped that 
Mr. Balfottb's appeal will re- 
sult in a bunker— we moan i 
bumper — testimonial to the 
Grand Old Golfio Gladiator. 
For the edification of a future 

Sneration of rolf devotees 
ere should also be constructed 
a statuette of the veteran. 

To stand in the Club smoking- 
room, 

Plain for all folk to see; 
Tom Morris just about to " putt " 

A ball across the Dee ; 
And underneath be written, 

In letters all of gold, 
How gloriously he kept the green 

In the brave days of old. 



Food fob Rbflbotiof. — 
Readers of the Daily Tele- 
graph have become vege- 
tarians. They are subsisting 
on a diet of lov(e)age. 



THE INTERESTING CASE OP MB. BRIEFLESS. 

I have been requested by a large number of the profession to 
which I have the honour to belong, to bring a matter of some per- 
sonal importance before the public in an appropriate manner. It 
seems to me that I cannot carry out this instruction more judiciously 
than by oommunicating with the Editor of a paper representing by 
universal oonsent the Bench, the Bar, and the Populace, lam 
assisted in this task— one of considerable delicacy— by a document 
that came into my hands at a time when the scheme, now full (frown, 
was in its infancy. It is a note from " Mr. Senior,'' who presided at 
my mess in Hall some weeks before the commencement of the present 
Long Vacation. It speaks for itself :— 

14 My dbab Bbibflbss, — In reply to your letter, 'No, I 
certainly was not joking.' It is true that we four had got to the 
third bottle of our after-dinner port ; but in that admission I see no 
reason for assuming that our intellectual faculties had failed us. 
No ; I shall be only too pleased if the proposed Testimonial should 
become an accomplished fact. To put it tersely, if Athletics are to be 
rewarded, why should Learning wait P Yours sincerely, ." 

I purposely omit the signature— an influential one— as I have no 
desire to bring undue pressure to bear in a cause so purely personal 
to myself. I need scarcely say that a Testimonial, even when it 
takes the shape preferred by Mr. Micawber* is highly gratifying. But 
when the matter was first broached, I had serious doubts whether I 
would maintain the dignity of the Bar if I became a party to the pro- 
ceedings that would bring it to a suooessful issue. This being so. I 
have little hesitation in laying before you this case and opinion. Tne 
first— at request— was prepared by myself : the latter was appended 
by a Counsel whose name, if revealed, would carry great weight, not 
only with lawyers but the community at large. 

Case. 
It is proposed to rive Mr. A. Bbibflbss, Jan., a Testimonial, 
which it is intended shall take the shape of a bag of money, in con- 
sideration of his servioes to the Bar. It is in contemplation that this 
money shall be ooUeoted from the human race in general, and the 
British public in particular. It may be suggested— not that the 
contention has as yet arisen— that there is something derogatory in 
a Barrister-at-Law receiving pecuniary assistance from persons other 
than those of his kith and Ion. Mr. A. Bbibflbss, Jun., although 
enjoying a very considerable practice as things go— he has held no 
less than three oonsent briefs during the last five years— is not very 
wealthy, and it must be admitted that a grant would not be an un- 
welcome incident in his career. For all that he would shrink from 

TOL. CIX. 



doing anything that might be considered derogatory to his title of 
44 esquire "—a distinction that he not only holds as his father's heir, 
but by the usage of his offi oe. 
You are requested therefore kindly to say— 

1. Can Mr. A. Bbibflbss, Jun., receive a Testimonial of a bag of 
money without laving himself open to the charge of being an acces- 
sory before and after the fact of an act of maintenance ? 

2. Assuming that there is nothing in the first suggestion, will 
Mr. A. Bbibflbss, Jun., in aooepting the sum of money it is pro- 
posed to hand to him, be guilty of an act of contributory negligence, 
bringing about a loss of dignity to the Bar f 

3. Should there be nothing in the latter suggestion, is it desirable 
that, instead of a bag of money, the Testimonial should take the 
shape of a golden snuff-box, a service of plate, or some equally oosth 
article P It is strongly urged that, if practicable, this course should 
not be advised, as such articles are invariably embarrassing. 

And to consult and advise generally. 
Opinion. 

I do not think that the reception of a bag of money by Mr. A 
Bbibflbss, Jun., would amount to maintenance. But it would b< 
advisable that the learned gentleman should undertake not to uw 
any of the sum in defraying oosts. 

As the ancient manner of paying oounsel was to drop an honora- 
rium into the bags worn at the back of their robes, I can so* 
nothing derogatory to the profession in Mr. A. Bbibflbss, Jun. 
aooepting the proposed Testimonial. 

I do not see that a distinction can be drawn between ooins of th< 
realm and their equivalent. Both are equally aooeptable. If Mr 
A. Bbibflbss. Jun., prefers cash to snuff-boxes, there is no reasoi 
why he should not reoeive the former in preference to the latter. 

i would advise that the Testimonial be collected at once, and pre 
sented as quickly as possible. {Signed) . 

I have nothing further to say beyond hinting that the project ha 
already been taken up with a fair amount of enthusiasm. Man] 
firms of manufacturers have expressed a desire to send subscription 
(which they wish to see published in the daily papers) on the book 
" that they have been happy enough never to have had cause to aval 
themselves of my valuable professional servioes." 

And now I must apologise for so lengthy a contribution. I hav 
nothing to add, save that should a Testimonial be organised, I aha] 
be glad were the subscriptions fixed at £1 3s. 6rf. Out of that sun 
I should, of course, deduct half-a-orown as an appropriate reoog 
nition ox the servioes of my admirable and exce llent clerk, Mi 
PoBxnreroF. [Signed) A. Bbibflbss, Jun. 

Pump-handle Court, September 9, 1895. £ 
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THE TURTLE-DOVE OF PEACE; OR, THE LORD MAYOR IN FRANCE. 

[" Sir Joseph Bkkals said he hoped bis rait would sure to dissipate the idea that Ihere «u » spirit of hostility towirdi Franoe in En* I 
If he succeeded in removing that misunderstanding, he considered he would hare rendered a great service to bis country."— Wtttminrttr Gtftft.j 

__^ Digitized by VjUW 
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A CONTINENTAL TRIP. 

First Man (tatting beer). " Hullo I I ordered Lion. This isn't Lager I " 
Second Man (tasting). "No; but it's jollt good, all the sakeI" 
Third Man {tasting). "Cist magnivique t mais oe h'est pas Laoer-e-e 1 " 



HAPPY HABBOGATE. 

(A Traveller's Thank- Offering.) 

Faith I I feared I was bound for that general 

bourne, whioh we all must approach 

through one narrow gate, 
But, oh I once sgain I Bare felt heart and 

brain hurried up by the waters of Harro- 
gate. 

(Here v s jolly good luck to them !) 
Doctor Black if that place of my bothersome 

ease did not make a muddle or mull, for, 
I owe strength of limb, heart and stomach, to 

him, and those terrible doses of sulphur I 
(And stoutly I stuck to them.) 
And true gratitude rules at present my mood 

(though gratitude 's rather a rarity). 
And that's why I 'd say just a good word to- 
day for an excellent Harrogate charity, 
(A regular A- Wonner I) 
That fine Yorkshire Home for Incurables! 

Gome, ye who've got from the sulphur 

springs benefit. 
And put in your *'mite" in the slot, whioh 

will quite hold a pound, yet a shilling or 

penny fit 

(You just ask the " Stunner I ") 
The Duchess of DtvoirsHrsE opened the fit* 

and bazaar, driving oyer from Bolton, 
The Abbey, you know, a most picturesque 

show, which the tourist has got a firm 

4 'holl"on, 

(I use the vernacular !) 
Her Grace by her kirtle had good Dr. Myrtle, 

who unto the Tykes introduced her, 



And when that she pleaded for funds sorely 

needed 1 hoped there were few who 

refused her. 

iThat 's neat and oracular !) 
The good Yorkshire Post says the Home may 

well boast of much honoured names as 

subscribers, 
And Alderman Foetuxe (appropriate name !) 

and Savebt (two blameless Bribers 
Of folks to do duty) 
Spake up for the Home. Shall poor in- 
valids roam, in pain, and alone and 

untended, 
When at brave Harrogate it may be their 

kind fate to be doctored, ana fed, and 

befriended ? 

(By Wisdom and Beauty !) 
Doctors Mtetle and Solly, it makes me feel 

jolly— by sulphur wells made sulphur 



oily— by 
veller— 



To say a good word I Mr. Joshua. Whit- 
worth— Hon. Sec— is "a jolly good 
feller" 

(And so 's Miss M. Smith). 

The Leeds Engineers* Band was all there, ray 
and grand, and Sir— what was it f— na! 
—Matthew Dodswobth, 

Not lengthily olatters abrat such Heme 
matters, he knows what a wink or a noa's 
worth 

(In point there is pith). 

Ob, Mtetle I Oh. Black I Should I ever 
come back to that doctor-ruled, sulphur- 
drenched region, 



May potions and baths, and those brisk 

plateau-paths cure my pains as before, 

though they 're legion 

(And spare me that narrow gate). 
But— here's to that Home for Incurables I 

Rome was not built in a day, so they 

tell us. 
But Charity always beginneth at home, and 

I 'd say, if Bath will not be jealous— 
That Home is— at Harrogate I 

0. E. D. 
[Mr. Chamberlain said that Sir S. Ash strap- 
Bartlbtt " appeared to be intellectually incapable 
of distinguishing between charges and proof. ] 

What, only just found out that fact P 

As soon expect sense from Dame Partlet 
As reason, in speech or in act. 

From raw, indiscriminate Bartlett. 
Tn foreign affairs he *s a ferret. 

But sense from his " oharge* holds aloof ; 
For all know that Selomio's spirit. 

Is many degrees above " proof " 



f ! 



We hear that the salmon-fishing season on 
the Dee has been a satisfactory one. Some 
especially good sport was obtained in a pool 
44 near Overton Bridge where the fish oolleoted, 
when unable, owing to the lowness of the 
water, to get over the weir." Notwithstand- 
ing an equal inability of Members '* to get over 
the Weir," there was not much sport during 
the recentSession 4t near Westminster Bridget 
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TORR-RESTIAL NOTES. 

Happy Thotwht.—IUmoomhe, just now. If it be a question of 
11 Ways and Means," then Ilfraoombe offers you " the ways " in the 

matter of drives, walks, 
rides, excursions by 
rail, by sea, likewise by 
river and road almost ad 
infinitum, and some- 
times by sea ad nau- 
seam. Sea - bathing 
naturally excellent, but 
" still open, considerably 
open, to improvement. 
--=■ Stillt as the man of no 

- polities replied, when 

- asked why ne belonged 
to the Reform Club, 
" There is in this world 
nothing so good but 

what it is capable of improvement," *nd Ilfraoombe cannot claim 
exemption from this rule of universal application. Should an 
Ilfraoombe-ination require suggestions, mine are at the service of 
the 1. 1. C. (Ilfraoombe Improvement Committee). 

On a bench at the summit of the Tons sat three Elders. Gray- 
besrded and full of confidence in their own wisdom. On another 
bench facing them sat a cherry-checked maiden of some nineteen 
summers, evidently an elder sister in charge of a little brother, with 
whom in a shy sort of way, as if old enough to know better, and yet 
unable to resist the temptation, she was snaring, with very evident 




with youth of all ages. The three Elders were discoursing on the 
mysteries of creation, with such a "oook-sureness" of tone as seemed 
to imply that they themselves had been on some committee of manage- 
ment when the first idea of making this particular planet, called the 
world, had occurred to its Creator. "These rocks," said one grandly. 
" were in existence long before the date assigned to the creation." 
Whereat the toffy-suokine; girl sniggered foolishly as if somehow 
personally implicated, while the boy stared, open mouthed, with 
toffy, yet untested, in his dexter hand. " No one," observed the 
second Elder, blandly, his eyes on the maiden,— not by any means 
a Susanna but rather a fairly educated Awdrey,— "no one now 
accepts the Mosaic account of Creation as given in Genesis." The 
boy looked up, inquiringly, at his sister. The girl giggled bash- 
fully as if, in presence of so much learning and such reverend seniors, 
she were suddenly somewhat ashamed of the home-teaching she had 
received, and in which her trust had never been shaken, at least 
until this minute. The third Elder, his eye too on the girl and boy, 
—and perhaps the toffy,— now joined in. " It is absurd," quoth 
he, supremely, " to believe that this"— here with a wave of his band 
he took in air, earth, sky. and all the points of the compass— "was 
made in six days." Then both boy and girl sniggered at one another. 
" I suppose they teach you that all this," said the third Elder, 
straightly addressing- the girl, and again explaining his allusion to 
the universe by waving his right hand about with an all-embracing 
gesture, "that this was made in six days, eh?" With a demure 
and silly giggle the damsel admitted that her education on the 
subject had tended in the direction indicated. The three Elders 
regarded one another with a sad, despondent air, as though here 
were another ease of crass ignorance whioh they had a special mission 
to enlighten. " Why," said the second Elder, " the Chinese "—here 
the little boy beoame suddenly interested— " the Chinese possess 
records whioh reach baok to a date anterior, by some thousands of 
years, to that popularly assigned by Christians to the oreat io n of the 
world." The girl opened her eyes, but the bov, having lost his sud- 
denly awakened interest in the Chinese (probably he had expected 
some stories about the war with Japan, or another tale iddin), 

had resumed his toffy-sucking process. At this point my companion, 
who had been fidgetting on our bench, suddenly out in and took a 
hand. " You remind me, Sir," said he, quite pleasantly, speaking 
to the second Elder, but addressing all throe, "of the ancient ana 
royal Irish family of O'Toole, whose records, as you will & course 
remember, went back for some millions of years ; and in whioh, at a 
comparatively late date, ooourred the famous entry. 4 N.B.— About 
this time the world was created.' " As this was told with perfect 
good humour, and with an inimitably oomic imitation of a brogue, 
the damsel and boy were greatly amused, and the Three Wise Men 
looked as black as the trio of Anabaptists in Le Prophet* when 
there is a danger of the truth being told by Fides, as to Jean of 
Leyden being no heaven-descended prophet out only her common- 
place peasant-born son. So girl and boy departed, laughing, to 



gather more sweets, and perhaps to recount at home the Irish .««/, 
which, thank heaven, is more likely to dwell in their memory than 



is the second-hand philosophy 4t falsely so-called" of the Three 

Wise Men of the Mountain. 

* 

Eodakers everywhere. Bathing, walking, resting, admiring the 
scenery, no matter what you are doing, out pops Mr., Mrs., with the 
Misses and Masters Kodaxer, and you are taken in the act The 
snap-shooting season is at its height. 

Startling to see staring advertisement over a shop in the Arcade. 
" Dark Boom for Amateurs." Sounds like a punishment. Bad 
amateur actor, or entertainer, sentenced to dark room would, proba- 
bly, deserve it. 

* * 

The visitor to the delightful Tom can have one penn'orth or two 
penn'orth of Torn. Twopence is the top prioe. Well worth it, as a 
treat, now and then. Ordinarily penn'orth of Torn will suffice. 
There should be shelters on the Tom. Immediate attention of 
I. L C. requested. 

* * 

The hedges in the lanes are redolent of honey-suckle ; and the 
Tom Walks are sweet with honey-mooners. 

Beware of taking too muoh of tie cream of Devon. " Is it possible 
to take too muoh r " asks my friend and companion, to whom half a 

Sound of it at breakfast, another half-pound at lunch, and a third at 
inner, are but as a dozen natives, at a single sitting, to a champion 
devourer of bivalves. I cannot resolve my friend's question. But, 
after emulating, as fir as my limited powers would permit me, his 
exoellent example, I had the following curious dream. For particu- 
lars, see next paragraph. 

The Dream.— I was seated opposite a lady, popular alike in the 
social and political world, whom I will designate as " Lady Jay." 
It am at a dinner-party, I thmJL though it might have been some 
other sort of entertainment, as there seemed to me to be, between 
Lady Jay and myself, the narrow width of a very long table, the 
ends of whioh were out of sight. This table was covered with a 
white cLothjjnot too dean ; ana there were no knives, forks, plates, 
or dishes. The room was inconveniently crowded by persons, inex- 
tricably mixed up. none of whom, however, incom- 
moded tie in the least, or, indeed, seemed to take 
the eli ghtest notice of our presenoe. Somehow, this 
struck me as delicate oonduot on their part. Lady 
Jar was insisting that an Archimandrite could, or 
could not, do something or other officially. But, 
having more than once demonstrated to Lady Jay 
that this aot, whatever it was, had no essential 
bearing on his oleriosl position, I continued to take 
very aught interest in the discussion ; at least, I 
thought I did not, until, on Lady Jay suddenly 
becoming dreadfully in earnest, and most positive 
as to her being in the right, a Whip of the late 
Government, whose name I could not recall, but 
with whose lineaments I was perfectly familiar, 
interposed some conciliatory remarks. Then Mr. Gladstone, in 
the absence, unaccountably sudden, of both Lady Jay and the 
Government Whip, strode up and down on the hearth-rug, rubbing 
the baok of his head with his left hand ; whereupon I beoame aware 
that we were no longer wherever I had been until the appearance of 
Mr. Gladbtokb on the scene, but that we were in the library of the 
Prime Minister's official residence in Downing Street I was seated 
in an odd sort of spider-legged arm-chair. Mr. Gladstone, bringing 
himself to a halt, turned round, and asked me. pointedly, " Whether 
I could play the piano." Being rather nettled at the tone of this 





that "if I would oblige Aim by not continuing my discussion with 
Lady Jay, in which I had been," he admitted, " absolutely right"— 
and here he made some facetious allusion as to ladies in general, of 
which I could not catch one word—" I should," he went on, " have 
a seat m the Cabinet" Oddly enough, this offer of his did not strike 
me as anything so very extraordinary ; and I at onoe replied, * No, 
thank you, I'd rather not." But Mr. Gladstokb would take no 
refusal; he said, " I have come to a decision on this subject,' 1 and 
then abruptly disappeared, through the wall. Whether it was a few 
minutes, or hours, afterwards, I could not for the life of me deter- 
mine, being only oonscious of some time having elapsed, before I found 
myself in anavenueontheBayswater side of HydePark, walking up and 
down with Mr. JomrMoBLiT. Our conversation there was, I suppose, 
on the subject of Bulgaria, as this topic was continued by us in a land 
of narrow box-room, with hat-pegs on the walls, on which bathing- 
towels were suspended; there were also trunks on the floor, and 
school-desks all about, on one of whioh Mr. Mokley rested his elbow, 
swaying himself backwards and forwards like a pendulum, while 
always talking to me (I was seated on a box), and uttering platitudes 
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about Bulgaria. I interrupted him by laying curtly, " It is no use 
talking to me like that, as lam in the CabtneL" Mr. John Moblby 
was staggered: but, recovering himself, he turned to Hbbbbbt 
Gabbvxb (to whom I apologised for not remembering his title, while 
he, sitting on a smaller box, smilingly refused to enlighten me), and 
asked for corroboration of my statement. Whereupon I produced 
an autograph letter o/Mr. Glajmjtoitb'b to me. which entirely satisfied 
Mr. Johk Moblby, who, haying handed it to Hbbbbbt Gabd* bb. 
now candidly disclosed the schemes of the Government on the subject 
in question, puttinsr forcibly before me " how toe are going to deal 
with Bulgaria" Not a single word of what he said oould 1 under- 
stand. Still, as a member of the Cabinet, I felt bound to give his 
explanations my grayest attention, my difficulty being not to expose 
my hopeless ignorance by any inappropriate question. It was with 
some new-born sense of importance that I found we were onoe again 
in Lady Jay's oompany, this time in her drawing-room, and seated 
in a low chair, while John Morlet had brought with him the school- 
desk, on which he was still leaning his elbow, and still swaying and 
swinging like a pendulum. Lsdy Jay was all for resuming her dis- 
cussion about the Archimandrite, refusing to credit the assurances 
given by Mr. Mobley (balancing himself on his elbow) and myself as 
to my being; in the Cabinet secrets. At this point rushed in someone, 
who was alternately Hbbbbbt Gabdnbb and a Ponsonby, until he 
settled down into being Hbbbbbt Gardnek for certain, who 
exclaimed excitedly, "I have just seen Mr. Gladstone! He says, 
4 It i$ absurd to suppose that his letter ever meant anything of the 
sort/'" I quietly demanded the restoration of Mr. Gladstone's 
letter to me ; so did Mr. John Mobley. The protean representative 
of Hebbebt Gabdneb or Ponsonby, or anybody else, replied simply. 
'• I haven't got it." This seemed to perfectly satisfy everybody, end 
no further questions being forthcoming, Lady Jay seized the oppor- 
tunity to declare triumphantly, addressing me personally— -John 
Mobley and the protean representative having disappeared— how 
the had " ascertained from a Cardinal that " . . . . But what was 
the solution of the difficulty, or what was the original difficulty itself. 
I shall never know in this world, though I may do so in the World 
of Dreams, as here I awoke, and was so impressed with the reality 
of the events that had passed, and with the present necessity for 
recording them, that I at onoe entered them in my note-book, and 
here they are. 



CABBY; OR, REMINI8CENCE8 OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

(By " Hansom Jack.") 
No. III.-SPORT-THE OVAL-GOOD OLD W. G. 



Sportsman? 

i 
'Ighl : 



You bet ! Wherejs^ the Cabby as isn't ? It 's born 

's livened by some- 
Wy, 



RTBMAjrj xou Det I wnere's tne uaooy ai 
in the bones of us, somehow, I fancy, 
ly improper, I s'pose; but life 's dull, and it' 
thing a little bit chancey. 



ig a little bit chancey* 

Trying your luck 's a temptation to most of us, own it or not. 
there's old Billy Bablow 



Got as excited at winning a pig in a rsffle as though 'e 'ad broke 
Monty Carlow. 

Wot did 'e want with a pigP But 'twas pickings. Fifty-to-one 

ohanoe pulled off ; that 's wot done it. 
Bill swears 'is crook onoe run third in some 'Andioap. Wouldn't 'e 

like to 'ave owned it, anJrunitP 
I 'ave drove cast-offs myself before now, broken-down old bits of 

blood. Ah I it's rummy 
How "cracks"— of all sorts-come down in this world. It's fur 

easier, pYaps, to be oocktail or dummy. 

Still I like "form," and I cannot help backing 

it, when there's a ohanoe, in a oss most 

pertikler. 
But all kinds tf sport cum exdtin' to me, down 

from raoin' to crioketin',— J 'm not a 

stickler. 
Few things more nicer, when summer sets in, 

than a ohanoe fare out Eennington way in 

the day-time. 
Bless yer. I 'ye sit by that old Oval hoarding 

two hours by St. Mark's— ah ! and more, 

during play-time. 

Perched on my box with a heasv leg ojok-oyer, 

J'm quite at 'ome in my private pavilion. 
(That 's wot J call it), a puffing my briar. Ah I 
cricket 's the sport, after all, for the 
million. 
Slap over from 'Arlevford Road to the Gasworks, I sweep the whole 

field and pay nothink. Wy, bless yer, 
Young Thobhtojt onoe slogged a naff-ball through my winder as 
idlstoo 




Seen Gbjlgb spank up more than one of 'is oenturies, done " while 

I waited," most kind, like boot-soleing. 
I know the old " Surrey Bins;/' and its chaff; and I'm not a bad 

iudre of a bit of good bowling. 
Lor! when the Mayblossom's out. and Gbacb in, with young 

Richabdboic pounding away at 'is wicket. 
Jack isn't eager for no blooming fare as will take 'im away from the 

pick o' the cricket. 

Well I remember that blue-gilled old buffer as wanted " King's 

Cross, and look sharp I " quite steroato 
As Tenor Tim calls it. 'E weighed sixteen stun, and 'ad got a 

round face like a blooming tomato. 
" Engaged, Sir ! " I arnswers, quite heasy and haffahle. Lor ! 'ow 'e 

turned, did that angry old u 
Talked to me like a Dutch unci* 

a f ourpenny dosser. 

"Engaged. Sir, who by? "-"Muter Grace "I 

sez, artful, a-tipping the wink on the sly to 

the Peeler. 
44 Hordered me sharp for six-thirty, hay, con- 
stable ?" "Riant," sez the Slop. ''Better 

try a four-wheeler. 
Afternoon's 'ot, and you're not a lightweight. 

Sir!" Oh lor! 'ow old orumpet-xaoe slanged 

me and cricket. 
Swore 'e'd ask W. G. if 'twos true, and 

wanted to call 'im away from the wicket J 

" Oh. shut your face and eat snuffers ! " I sez 



r old josser, 

i uncle, 'e did, or some Hemperor enubbin' 




the bowling just then was a-bein' fair collared, 
And I 'ad missed two or three boundary 'its, all along o' this 



You 



u fare," 
ou ain't : 



'e floundered and hollered, 
no sportsman!" That finished 



cost me two bob,- 



. stood it with pleasure. 



im proper, for 'e was a 
deaoon, it seemed, out by Stookwell \ 
And didn't know Ladas from lucky 8%r Visto % or Shbbwsbuby's 
44 out " from the " drive " of young Bboctwbll. 

Well, I do get orioket-oraoks for my fares. How the crowd gathers 

round with their eyes all a-glisten ! 
And 'ow big I f eel ; and lor ! wot a temptation to look through the 

trap for a squint or a listen. 
I 've often druv Bishops and Premiers and such ; but I doubt if the 

whole 'Ouse o' Lords took together, 
Would match— say, Tom Saybbs, or Stoddabt or Gbacb after one of 

their six hours' slambanging the leather. 

Sportsman t Oh yes, in my own 'umble way. But I ain't got the 

fever like Jerhy-go-Nimble I 
Poor Jbbby! 'E carn't resist no sort of gamble, from Derby or 

Oaks to the pea and the thimble. 
Mad on it, Jbbby is. Bad when it's that way, the mischief in fack 

I like sport and a flutter 
A bit within bounds; and if faint the best biz,— well there, life, 

after all, isn't all bread-and-butter ! 



44 Hail, divinest Melancholy ! " Decidedly the town of Penarth 
must adopt this Miltonian line as its motto. At a meeting of the 
Public Works Committee of the District Council, a letter was read 
in which a citizen complained bitterly of the frivolous name given to 
the street wherein he had his habitation. Gay Street! How too 
shocking ! " The whole neighbourhood objected to it," and not even 
the assurance that the thoroughfare had merely been thus designated 
out of compliment to a noble lady of the locality, whose Christian 
name was " Gay/' served to allay the righteous indignation. Away 
with the demoralizing title and the base insinuation borne with it ! 
It was proposed that the street— being in the vicinity of All Saints- 
he known for the future as ** Amen Corner," a name suitable to the 
unswerving sobriety and solemnity of the city. The proposal was 
put to the vote and carried with only a oouple of dissentients. Is it 
possible that there are even two Penarthiana in favour of gaiety ? 

A Mattbb of " Gobsb."— Why will picnioers persist in being 
so careless ? The Liverpool Courier reports that a party of them 
succeeded in setting fire to and destroying some 200 acres of gone on 
land belonging to Lord Cholmokdbley and Sir Philip Gbby 
Egbbtof, at Broxton Hills, in Cheshire. Not only was the furze 
completely burnt, but a " valuable fox cover" was also destroyed. 
Shades of Jorrocks, M.F.M., and his huntsman, James Pigg % the 
44 canny " Kovoeastrian I Pity that these reckless alfresco diners- 
ready enough with their indignant resentment if turned off any 
domain— oould not be apprehended, and summarily dealt with. 
Sportsmen will echo the words— adapted to the case in pointr-in 
Mandley Cross, " Cut 'em down, and hang 'em up to dry ! " 
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THE CONTRARINESS OF THINGS. 

H*. "Teat littm Tup or oubs to Bovuwm hito qaxm on, 
Sh*. "Nothiko im domb oon off— kxobft Bmtoml" 



um Aiil' 



8TRICTLY ACCOIDING TO PRECEDENT. 

(Fragment of a Xofnemee found between Fleet 
Strut and the KaatekiU Mountains.) 

Rip Yak Warns had slept (thanks to a 
hypnotic tranoe) for a considerable time. On 
opening his eyes he called for a paper. He 
esgerly glanced through the oolumns, and 
was absolutely baffled by the nature of their 
oontonts. 

44 What is the matter P" asked a bystander, 
who had watched his movements, not without 
amusement. " Can 1 help you P " 

" WelLyes," replied the sleeper awakened. 
"When I oommenced my slumbers all the 
world was talking about the Armenian ques- 



tion. Pray tell me, are the Powers going to 
ooeroe the Turks P" 

"No one knows, and no one oares," was 
the prompt reply* 

" And then there was the excitement about 
our relation with the French in Africa. Will 
the matter lead to international compli- 
cations P" 

"My good fellow, the matter does not 
attract the smallest attention." 

44 Onoe more, there was the boom in gold 
mines. Sorely that is a topic of interest to 
some one P" 

44 No, I fancy not," came the answer. 
44 Perhaps a few stockbrokers think about it— 
but I doubt it" 

"And how about the rese rve of ammuni- 



tion P Have'we gotjenough Cordite powder 
or have we not P" 

44 Really I don't know, and don't oare," 
smilingly replied the person Rip had accosted. 

44 And how about the Shahzada P " 

44 1 believe His Highness has left England, 
but the movements of the Afghan Prince 
remain nowadays unreported in the daily 
papers." 

44 You astonish me I" exclaimed Rip. 
1 4 Does nothing interest you P " 
X"Well, not such out-of-date matters as 
those to which you have referred. My good 
friend, you are talking of things that hap- 
pened ages— or to be quite accurate, about 
three weeks— ago. They belong to the past" 

44 Then what is now engaging your atten- 
tion P" 

44 Why, one subject to the exclusion of 
all others— how to spend the recess ! " 

44 Oh, indeed 1 " exclaimed Rip ; and being 
a reasonable sort of person he again sought 
the rood servioes of the hypnotist and went 
to tleep, hoping to return to consciousness 
when his countrymen 
holiday. 



had finished their 



THE THREE CHOIBS. 

A Song of the 172nd musical meeting of the Three 

Choir* of Gloucester, Worcester and Hertford, 

which opens at Gloucester on Tuesday, Sept. 10. 

Ant— 44 The Three Bavene." 

There are Three Choirs— melodious three!— 

Doion-a-doum-a-awn-hey-doum ! 

They are as fine as fine oan be, 

With a down!— 
They're going at Gloucester for to meet, 
By Tubal Cain, they're bad to beat. 

With a down, deny, derry down! 

Gloucester— Worcester— Hereford I Three ! 1 1 

Down-a-down, &c. 
Hear them perform the "Mass in C"! 

With a down!— 
Cownr, Schutz, Pakbt, Lloyd. Macfarben I 
Ton bet your boots they won't be barren 1 

With a down, 6>. 

Albani strong, clear Edward Llotd I 

Ihwn-a-down, $c. 
Bur Davus— won't he be enjoyed P— 

With a down '— 
And then there 's clever W. Hann , 
A brick, as fiddler or as man ; 

With a down, $0* 

Again, Miss Rosalind Ellicott ! 

Down-a-down, 8fc. 
That Bishop's daughter knows what ' s what, 

With a down!— 
Then C. Lie Williams, Gloucester's pride, 
Conducts— himself and all beside. 

With a down, 6>o. 

They'll all go off, each Great Old Gun, 

Down-a-down, oJ«., 
Handel, Beethoven, Mendelssohn,— 

With a down /— 
Nor. 'midst the old Titanic lot, 
Shall Henry Pubcell be forgot, 

With a down, fyc* 

Ahl well-a-day! London admires,— 

I)own-a-down>a-down-hey-d<>wn 

This Festival of the Three Choirs. 
With a down!— 

So heaven spare, musio for to foster, 

Hereford, Worcester. 4 * Good old Gloucester !" 
WUh-a-down-derry-derry-derry- 
derry-down! 

News fbom the Provinces.— A gentleman 
who was trying to out a joke hurt him t elf 
severely. He says he will never agtin 
attempt the experiment, and his family exp.esa 
themselves satisfied. 
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A HASTY INFERENCE. 

"AND, MX BEAK, IF YE FOINB MlSTHKKSS ▲ BIT HOT-TEMPERED 
AT TOIMI8, TB MUSTN'T MOIHD IT. THE FAMILY HAVE BLACK BLOOD 
IN THEIR VE1X8. JU8T LOOK AT THEM POBTEAIT8 OF THEIR AN- 
CESTORS ! w 



ANOTHER DIALOGUE OP THE NIGHT. 

Scebts— 7%* 8hade$ at Nightfall. Swiftian Interlocutor* at before. 

Mr. Neverout (reading). " I oannot but with some pride, and 
much pleasure, congratulate with my dear oountry, which has out- 
done all the nations of Europe, in advancing the whole art of 
conversation to the greatest height it is capable of reaching." 

Colonel AlwiU Ha! ha! ha! 80 wrote the Dean in the Eighteenth 
Century. I wonder what he would say now ! 

Mr. Neverout [continuing). "The whole 
genius, humour, politeness, and eloqnenoe of 
England are summed up in it." 

Miss Notable. Oh la! Let anyone now 
take a matron down to dinner, or sit out a 
dance with a pretty girl ! 

Lord Sparkish. " The whole genius, 
humour, politeness, and eloquence of Eng- 
land" must have gone out with full- 
bottomed wigs and hooped petticoats. 

Lady Ansuferall. I protest that a neat 
repartee, or a " smart turn of wit or 
humour, is the rarest of thiogs nowadays. 

Lord Smart. Save among cabmen and 
costers. 

Sir John Linger. Faith, my Lord, your 
street Arabs and gutter-snipes have a smack 
of it. They are the true Neverouts and 
Notables of the time. 
Miss Notable. Sir John, you do me proud I 
Mr. Neverout. Out on this pestilent, level- 
ling democracy, which brings even wit to its last refuge, the gutter I 
Colonel AUmt. Better lie, like Shebjdan. with Wit in the gutter, 

than perch, like H r, with Dulness on the Woolsack ! " 

Mr. Neverout. Egad! Miss Notable has wit at wilL 
Miss Notable. And Mr. Netebotjt would be Echo, were he not 
Narcissus. 




Lady Smart. Humph! We've had the "humour" and the 
" politeness," now for the eloquenoe, 

Mr. Neverout. " Chlos, 01 every ooxoomb jealous. 

Admires how girls can talk with fellows." 

Miss Notable. In dinner's blanks, in dancing's whirls, 
The fellows cannot talk with girls. 

Lord Sparkish. Well capped, i' faith! 

Sir John Linger. Will the New Woman talk, I wonder P 

Lady AnsweraU. Nay ; as she claims all Man's special privileges, 
from votes to cigarettes, from bioyles to latchkeys, the will hardly 
f oroffo his most cherished and distinctive one— taciturnity ! 

Mr. Neverout. There was a travelling fellow awhile ago who hung 



himself up In a cage in the tropical forests, to study the Ian; 
of— monkeys. Why did not he turn his attention to the equally 
scanty, inarticulate, and unintelligible utterance of that Society 



Dguage 
squally 



Simian, the haw-haw " Masher "—is not that the term for an up- 
to-date dandy, my Lord P— of the banquet and the ball-room P 

Lady Smart. Ah ! now the eloquence-tap is turned on ! 

Mr. Neverout. But not like the Mulberry One's, at the main, your 
Ladyship! 

Miss Notable. Ah! if they had but companies to turn on talk at 
pleasure, as they do gas and water ! 

ColonelAhoit. As it is, it conies like fountains in the desert or Trafal- 
gar Square— only in intermittent spurts and squirts, not like the water 
company's never-failing servioe, on the ** constant supply " system. 

Sir John Linger. Humph! An East-end fishmonger's comment 
might throw some light on that subject, Colonel. 

Lady Sparkish. WelL Sir John, we must admit that the growth 
of Science keeps pace with the spread of Stupidity. So doubtless the 
time will soon come when pocket-phonographs will obviate the neces- 
sity of individual vocal efforts, and leave men to give undivided atten- 
tion to their dinners, matrons to their daughters' marriage-chances, 
maidens to the marriageable men, and marriageable men to their— 
moustaches ! 

Mr. Neverout. Unless, indeed, when we know all we shall be 
silent about everything. 

Lord Sparkish. Quite likely, my dear Neverout. Already talk 
— except in spurts and spasms— is confined mainly to childhood— first 
or second, (ft the Seven Ares of Man— I say nought about Woman, 
ladies ! — why, the fi rat and last only are loquacious. 

Lady Smart. In which oi the two garrulous stages would you 
place Parliament, my Lord F 

Lord Sparkish. The Commons in the former ; the Lords in the latter. 

Colonel AUoit. And the Hibernian Members ? 

Lord Sparkish. Oh, faith ! an l( iligant M blend of both/ ! ! 

Lady AnsweraU. Well, / agree with sweet Willi ah's Gratiano, 
that — " Silence is only oommendable 

In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not rendible." 

Mr. Neverout. While your Ladyship speaks, speech will ever be 
silvern! 
Miss Notable. And silenoe is not yet golden— in the Shades. 



A BATTLE Iff A SODA-WATER BOTTLE. 

It appears that the enterprising commanders of the Royal Artillery 
stationed at Dover have recently been getting themselves disliked by 
the members of the National Alliance of Mineral Waters Associa- 
tions (Limited), by producing gaseous waters at the canteen under 
their control, and offering them for sale to their comrades in garrison. 
According to a story laid before the Secretary of State for War. the 
representatives of the scientific branch of the army in question have 
had dealings with the gallant West Surrey and the equally gallant 
West Biding, much to the disgust of the trading producers of non- 
alooholio compounds. The 3rd Battalion of the King's Own Rifle 
Corps (late 60th) are also at Dover, but there is no evidence to 
show that these warriors have preferred "R. A. aerateds" to 
brands as yet better known to the consumers of effervescing 
drinks. According to the Daily Telegraph, this labour, savouring 
more of peaoe than of war, enabled the controllers of the cannon to 
contribute some £40 in prizes to the garrison sports held at Dover on 
Saturday last Whether the financial srame was worth the athletic 
candle is a matter that must be decided by military experts quali- 
fied to weigh the respective advantages of burning ** villainous 
saltpetre" and preparing that exhilarating liquid known amongst 
civilians as "funde." Admittedly, lemonade and its companion 
" ginger pop " when they scintillate are grateful drinks, but it would 
scarcely be advisable if through the. no doubt, well intentioned efforts 
of those conoerned, the Royal Artillery gained an equally appropriate 
but less impressive designation. It would indeed be a sad thing if it 
ever became necessary tor some General to have to sing out, "Here, 
you Sir. in command of those Royal Ginger Popgunners, limber up 
your soda-water manufacturing apparatus and retire at the gallop; to 
the canteen in the rear!" Such a direction, if delivered in the piping 
time of peaoe would sound incongruous, and might prediot disaster u 
uttered in the hideous hour of war, digitized by VjOOQLC 
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THE CRICKET THREE. 

Gbeat Grace to youns; 
Maglabbh yields hi* 
plao«, 
And Kaf jmnrHJi fol- 
low! after Grace. 
Mid Harrow's noblest sons 
let Mac be reckoned. 
Who tops the list with 
such a mighty second. 
A nd well 1 know that Rak- 
jit's fame will stand 
Firm and secure on 
India* s ooral strand. 
Oft have I seen upon the 
level sward 
That 's owned, or used to 
be, by Mr. Lord, 
While countless thousands, 
watching ball and bat. 
Rang out loud oheers and 
waved th' applausive 
hat, 
Oft have I seen that 
orioketer or this 
Bat, bowl, or field, or 
oatch for even miss), 
And oft, astounded by some 
piece of play. 
Have marked with letters 
red th' auspicious day ; 
Yet ne'er before three 
heroes have I seen 
More apt and splendid on 
the well-rolled green : 
Men of one skill, though 
varying in race, 
Mac la bin, Rajtjtt- 
pjotji, Grand Old 
Gbacb. 



Old Saw He-set. 

Mb. George Nathaniel 

Cubzon [zon," 

May be a " superior pur- 
But Mr. Tommy Gibson 

Bowles 
Is the sturdiest of souls : 
And " those who at Bowles 

will play 
Must expect rubbers,"- 

men say 1 




MUCH ADO. 

1 Mamma-aa ! Boo-hoo ! We 's oettno t Tom up 'tatbs an* see what 's 
be matter wnr us 1 " 



THE LAY OF THE 
LANCASHIRE LA8S. 

["What will Lancashire 
think to- day when the read* the 
declarations of Lord Gsorob 
Hamilton and Mr. A. J Bal- 
four ? "—L*dt Jfrrtury.] 

Oh, was it for this that I 

rushed to the poll 
To register votes for the 

Tories P 
When they told me repeal 
was the Unionist goal, 
Were they tales of (Stan) 

hope, or mere stones P 
The snare of the Fowlbb 
they 'd help me to scape 
They vowed— on each Lan- 
cashire platform. 
But Indian Finance their 

excuse P A poor jape ! 
I thought they vxnUd rise 

above that form ! 
Oh, Abthub, oh, Gbobgie! 
Reeds broken and rotten 
I fear you are both, on 

reviewing it. 
You hinted at taking those 

duties off cotton, 
Tou don't seem to cotton 

to doing it 1 
And now, when I'm trying 

your pity to move. 
Why seem you so desf to 

my prayers P 
Perhaps you are bound to 

dissemble your love. 
But oh!— mutt you kick 
me down stairs P 



That excellent associa- 
tion, the Society of Women 
Journalists, has just issued 
its fiwt annual report. 
From this interesting docu- 
ment, the world learns that 
the members have derived 
many benefits from a body 
that could justly adopt the 
motto of " Defence, not 
Defiance.' 9 The institution 
very properly claims for 
the authoress the right to 
receive no wrong. 



OUR BOOKING-OPnCE. 

I have just finished Napolion et Usfemmss, by Fbedebio Massoh. 
On the oover is ** dix-huitieme Sdition," which snows what a suooess 
the book has obtained. The author is au apologist for Napoleon. 
The Emperor can do no wrong. What in the private individual is 
rank blasphemy, is, to this author, in the 
Empiror only a pardonable weakness. 
Whatever Napolboh may have been as 
the "Man of Destiny " and as the greatest 
military genius of his time, he was, if 
most of these stories be true, as a man, a 
satyr, a cad (there is no other English 
word for it), and a snob. Satyr he was 
apparently always ; satyr and cad in cer- 
tain instances, especially as regards the 
" Walewsxa affair," in which so many 
personages took part; everyone of them 
outraging morality, and all disregarding 
the sacredueas of marriage ; thoush to 
Madame Walewsxa herself must be ap- 
portioned the least share of the guilt in 
which all were steeped up to the hilt. Madame Walewsxa yielded 
herself ss a victim to a most cruel combination of circumstances ; snd 
of this Napolboh availed himself to the utmost It was in his power 
to have behaved as a gentleman for once, but he allowed the oppor- 
tunity to slip. That he appears, on one occasion, to have permitted 
a poor terrified, artless victim to escape is put forward trium- 
phantly by his apologist as a proof of his magnanimity ; but even a 
satiated animal will refuse food, though if the food be in his 




sion he will play the dog in the manger. He had a tigerish admi- 
ration for the deepest tragedy, and abhorred farce and oomedv. He 
could play like a child with the one ohild of whom he hoped great 
things. Cad he was always, in his dealings with men and women. 
As an imperial cad he was toadied by his grovelling courtiers ; but 
when there is muoh to be gained by toadying a cad, and every- 
thing to lose by not toadying him, all will be toadies from the 
highest to the lowest The exceptions are rare. A thorough snob 
did "the Corrioan upstart" show himself in his eager anxiety for 
recognition by the royal and aristooratio families of Europe, and by 
his servility to the Austrian Bmpsbob, in order to obtain the hand 
of the high-born Marie-Louise. If ever tyrant deserved defeat and 
disgrace Napolboh did so. like Cardinal Wolset, what " best be- 
came him in his life was the leaving of it" Those interested, and 
who is not, in M the Napoleon Legend," should not fail to read this 
book, says The Studious Baboh be Book- Worms, 



The annuel " Timmer " Market or Timber Fair, has been waking 
the echoes of sober Aberdeen " with lively din." The Aberdonian 
youth, so says the Daily Free Press, " shook the nerves of peace- 
loving citizens by the hideous and discordant noise of tin trumpets 
and corncrake* ." This is odd, for one might imagine that the Cale- 
donian ear, which attunes itself so easily, willingly, and often to 
the screeches of that national instrument of torture the bagpipe, 
would hail the comparatively soothing strains of tin trumpet and 
corncrake with eager enthusiasm. Not to, however. For the " bra' 
laddie " the only music is that which is emitted by the bagpipe. It 
appeals to his delicate artistic sense, and, like a muoh advertised 
remedy, " it touches the spot" Vim la bag{pipe)aUll€ I 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P. 
Souse of Comment, Monday. September 2 — A fight for Lords 
and Ommros to ree Lord High Admiral Johm rested between 




When in doubt, consult the Cap'en. 

Cap'en Tommy Bowles and Arnold-Footer, imbibing nava infor- 
mation at the pores, as Joey Ladle, in far-off-days, deep in the 
recesses of his employer's oellar, took his spirituous refreshment. 

•* H^w hsDpy coald I be with either were t'other instructor 
away," said Joeim, rabbins; his pleased sides with rapturous 
content. " Or, h sprier still/' he added, eotto voce, •• if both would 
take themselves off!" 

In his seoret heart the Cap's* looks npon Arnold-Forbter as a 
landlubber. 

" He wouldn't," he iays t with fine scorn, ** know how to belay a 
sheet when a ship was stepping fore and aft under a booming north- 
wester. I'd lay a rope's end to a bumboat-man's back that he 
couldn't pass a spare spar through the man-hole without first pulling 
up the trysail." 

Abkold-Forsteb, on his part, suspects the Cap's* hasn't seen 
nearly so much of the wild ocean as casual observations dropped by 
him msy indi<*ate. He makes mueh of oertain variations in the old 
salt's story <>f how he came to lose his hand in the servioe of his 
country. There is, oertaioly. some doubt as to whether it was the 
Prince Consort or Albert Prince of Wales who pent him that 
famous letter accompanying* the hook which at this day enables the 
Cap'ew to overhaul the estimates. But this i« due rather to wealth 
of experience than to poverty of veracity. When a msn has seen 
everything, gone so far, and knows so much as Tommy, he may be 
forgiven if occasionally he mixes up a name or two, a date, or an 
episode. 

8ome uneasiness in ministerial circles last week upon observation 
of Macartney going about his country's business in white ducks. 
These are, so to speak, Cap'en Tommy's colours. Always ducks 
them when he goes on the warpath against the Admiralty. For 
the Beoretary of all men, he tie only man, to follow Tommy's 
example in this respect didn't look well. Was said to be a hint to 
whom it might ooncern that if the department didn't treat him with 
more respect, Macartney would carry over to the enemy his stored 



wealth of naval knowledge. Since Private Hanbuby got his 
stripes, and is now referred to in debate as " The Honourable 
Corporal,'' Cap'en has no party. # With Macartney forming the 
nucleus of one, who knows what might not happen P 
Howe relieved to-night to find Secretary to Admiralty has hauled 
down sign of rev« It, and put on 
ordinary trousers. If there was any- 
thing in the incident, all is well 
now. That there may have been 
appears from the Cap en's unusu- 
ally embittered tone when the 
subject is alluded to. 

44 Call them ducks 1" he cried in 
scorn. "They were only white 
drawers. No member of this House 
should attempt to walk up the floor 
in ducks unless he is prepared to 
keep on his domestic staff a man 
who has made the garment a life- 
long study ; who knows how to wash 
it, starch it, iron it, and, above all, 
to fold it up." 

Business done. — Appropriation 
Bill brought in. 

Tuesday.— One decided advantage 
of ohange of position of sections of 
parties on formation of new Ministry 
is to bring Silomto witbiu reach of 
Hempber Joe s knobstick. In last 
Parliament, united against common 
enemy, Silomio was most d«-feren- 
tisl to "my right hon. friend," 
while Joseph's respect for patriotio 
instinct of Swszi Chief, who»e 
fathers, having come over with the 
Conqueror, went out in the May- 
flower, was sometimes past expres- 
sion. Now Himprer Job has come 
into his kingdom ; his knobstick is 
exchanged for a sceptre, whilst 
Silomio begins to reslise something 
of the feelings of the Red Man when 
harried by nis haughty ancestors, 
like him, Silomio ( s possesions are 
taken from him. His Civil Lordship 
of the Admiralty is given to another, 
and that otber the son of his former 



trusted right hon. friend. 
When, therefore, to - night 
Silomio, from his arid exile 
below the gangway, sinfrs 
again his old song with its 
low lament— 

Swaziland, my Swaziland ! 

and when Hempber Joe, to 
the delight of scoffers oppo- 
site, rolls him over and over, 
pinks his fluffy eloquence with 
soornful stiletto, no wonder he 
turns at bay, and reminds 
L Himprer of things he said 
about Hercules Robin* ow at 
a time he sat untrammelled 
on Opposition benches. 

Shaft goes home. L'Hem- 
prer very angry. ** A state- 
ment that ought not to be 
made," he says, withering 
Silomio with direful look. 
Ministerialists loyally cheer; 
Opposition lightly laugh ; 
Silomio, buffeted on all sides, 
comforts himself with thoughts 
of faithful friends in far-off 
Swaziland. There is at least 
one spot on earth where he is 
appreciated. Soon he may 
shake off from his mocassins 
the dust of civilisation, and 
hie him thither. 




" Swszilsnd, my Swaziland ! " 
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Business <&m*.— Appropriation Bill read seoond time. 

Wednesday.— Lo I the roor Indian Budget at last 'lis the poor 
relation of Parliamentary Bills. At oommenoement of every Session 
Members interested in India protest against Budget being postponed 
till very last hours, when most people are gone away, and those who 
remain are hopelessly weary. Sbcbstabt of State promises amend- 
ment. Here we are something later than usual. Yesterday's sitting 
was solemnly set apart for Indian Budget Other things— Chitral, 
Cotton Duties-orowded it out Meekly looks in to-day, hoping it 
doesn't intrude. 

Strange peace fallen over House. Geobgie Himtltob's voioe 
echoes over spaces desolate as the outlook of the rupee. Not a single 
Irish Member left to object to anything. For them the scene of 
conflict is transferred to Ireland. There the inoffensive Tm stands at 
bay, Justih McCarthy haying; at length dealt him that 4 * good hard 
knock" the imminenoe of whioh £. R. lately forecast in these pro- 
phetic* pages. There William O'Brien, with wet handkerchief 
mopping wetter eyes, tells stories out of school of Trie's unnatural 
naughtiness when good Mr. G. was bringing in his Home-Rule Bill, 
and upon other enticing oooasions. There patriots bang their 
brothers in pursuit of peace, and hate each other for the love of 
Ireland. 

44 Did you ever,'' I in week moment asked the unsympathetio 
Sake, "read The Dead of Ckmrnacnois, a Gaelic lyric of a time 
immemorial P There are two verses of the musical Ifag1i»h ren- 
dering that haunt me when I listen to an Irish debate. 

In a quiet watered land, a land 
of roses, 
Stands Saint Kieran's city 
fair; 
And the warriors of Erin in 
their famous generations 
Slumber there. 







Exit Toby. 

Business done.— All. 

Thursday.— -Parliament prorogued, 
best it may till February next 



Many and many a son of Con* 
the Hundred Fighter 
In the red earth lies at rest ; 
Many a blue eye of Clan Col- 
man the turf covert, 
Many a swan- white breast." 

"Pretty," said Sam. 
with quite unexpected 
approval. "First line per- 
fection. But, you will ob- 
serve, the poet studiously 
refrains from affirming the 
final extinction of the 
family of the estimable 
Conk. *Many and many 
a son,' he says, im the red 
earth lies at rest. One at 
least is left. They in 
their time had Conn the 
Hundred Fighter. We 
have Tim the Hundred- 
and-Fifty Fighter." 

World must go round as 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

In the London correspondence of a provincial paper it is stated 
that "Lord Hothfikld, who reoently gave up the errors and 
heresies of Liberalism to seek security in Conservatism, has been 
elected a member of the Carlton. His oharacteristio exolamation on 
entering the club the first time after his election was, * Thank God, 
I can now have a quiet rame of whist,' meaning I suppose, that his 
mind was now at rest." This explanation of Lord Hothfield's 
meaning does credit to the ingenuity of the correspondent. It is a 
sublime speotaole, that of a Radical peer forswearing his errors 
merely that he may have a quiet game of whist at the Carlton. 
Such a coruscating specimen of the wit and wisdom of our here- 
ditary peerage should go far to reconcile even Mr. Labouchsric to 
the existence of the House of Lords. 



Con fusion on your programmes, your turbulenoe, your din : 
Tour tattered mob of Radicals, how blind they are and lame. 

Lord HoTBFiXLD proudly loaves your ranks, the Carlton takes him in ; 
Behold him in the whist-saloon enjoying of his game. 

Some men are led by blighted hopes to leave the ancient fold, 
And some by mere oonviction, and some by thirst for fame ; 

And some because the Government were far too fond of gold ; 
Lord Hothfixij) quits the Radicals because he wants a game. 



A Quiet game his Lordship loves; ex-Radical and peer, 
with what a wealth of irony he puts his foes to shame ; 

And Labbt's self amazed forbears the customary sneer, 
When Hothfhld in the Carlton sits enjoying of his game. 

I have been reading about the harvest festivals 
with which the country has been lately teeming. 
They are all made on one pattern. The interior 
of the building is very tastefully adorned with 
fruit and foliage, supplied by friends oonneoted 
with the church and others. The subject of one 
reverend gentleman's discourse in the morning is, | 
"Put in the sickle," In the afternoon anutlier 
reverend gentleman discourses on •* A * troll ! 
through a corn-field," and in the evens r p a third 
clergyman poses his congregation with the 
question, " What shall be done with the 
tares?" Thank-offerings in aid of the church 
funds are then taken, the choir sings special 
harvest hymns, and somebody invariably " presides " at the organ. 

The temptations of the fruit are sometimes, I am sorry to say, 
irresistible. I have seen an absent-minded landed proprietor steadily 
pluck and eat his way through a whole bunch of grapes, while the 
preacher held forth on the symbolic meaning attached to fruit The 
attention of the congregation, I need hardly say, was breathlessly 
oonoentrated not on the preacher, but on the devourer of the grapes. 
At a festival I attended last year, the fruits of the earth were 
represented by dead rabbits on the window-sills of the church. 

Bt the way, why does one always "preside" at the organ P At 
the first blush there would not seem to be anything peculiarly 
presidential about the playing of the instrument, but then I may be 
dull, For instance, I have never yet understood why young 
tobacconists are always alluded to as " commencing." Other traders 
are content to begin or to start, but a tobaooonist must apparently 
44 oommenoe" or Se eternally disgraced. 




Oh, dealer in the latest brand 

Of Claro and Maduro, 
One question agitates our land, 

From Ballater to Truro. 
In Belfast I have heard it put, 
Where men the Home Rule 
whim rue; 
'Tii asked amid our London 
soot. 
And in the realms of Cymru. 
On gray St. Andrews 7 windy 
links, 
So niblioky and eleeky ; 
In far Glenlivet, famed for 
drinks: 
In Auld Athenian Reekie. 



Where Cornwall's rock -bound 
coast defies 
The surge of the Atlantic, 
One puzzle -question takes the 
prize, 
And drives the public frantic 
One matchless question fairly 
burns, 
It leads us all a dance, 8ir ; 
Te men who profit by Returns, 
Return me quick an answer ; 
Explain, tobaooonist to me, 
Without unduly fencing, 
Why those who end in smoke 
should be 
Unceasingly commencing. 



Mb. Henbt Blackburn has been visiting Manchester and Liver- 
pool, and has confided his impressions of these great cities to the 
editor of the Manchester Guardian. He admires Manchester for 
"its admirable tramway, street police, and other traffic arrange- 
ments," but there is sn amari aliquid in the shape of the Manchester 
street Arab. Mr. Blackburn has all an artist's tolerance * but, as 
might be expected of a black and white artist, he feels bound to draw 
the line, and he draws it before street Arabs. He thinks it worth 
while to mention— 

"A pedestrian's experience of his, generally, free fight with the street 
gamin culminating on Saturday afternoon last st 2.15 by being tripped up 
and thrown down in the middle of the road near the Central Station, and only 
saved from further contact with the said tramoars by rolling quickly round 
and round into the gutter. This rapid act was witnessed, doubtless, by 
several of your readers, two of whom rendered timely assistance. I am aware 
that it is the rule in any household or community for a guest conform to 
its ways for the time being, and not to complain of any contretemps; but, 
having had a second encounter (of less consequence) on the very steps of the 
entranoe to the Walker Art Gallery in Liverpool, on the same afternoon, I 
venture to think that the juvenile -and in some respects perfectly delightful 
—street vendors of matches, flowers, and football newspapers have a little too 
much of a free run in both tnete cities." 



At List.— Mr. Lairs, the Magistrate, appealed to by an Indian 
gentleman as to whether he— the I. G.— might "turn round upon " 
rude itreet-boys, who called him " Lulali " and asked whether he— 
the Msgistrate-would like it himself, replied that he had lived too 
long in the world to care about such matters. This imperturbable 
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VESTRY. 



Strange Minister {to Elder). "Do you come up to the Pulpit 
fob the Collection f " 
Elder. "Na, na. We 're no partickler to a Bawbke here!" 



THE END OF CEORCIE'S AND JACKY'S HOLIDAYS. 

[A Second Extract from the Note-Book of Mr. Barlow the Younger.) 

Now that the summer vacation it drawing rapidly to a dose, it 
may be at well to record the end of the holidays of my two interest- 
ing charges, Georgia and Jackt. Some little time since I wrote 
the story of one of their exploits. The two lads 
do not live a very eventful life even in their 
hours of recreation. During the mid-annual 
reoess 1 usually choose some delightful spot for 
our temporary home, combining the joint charms 
of change of scene and increased economy. The 
fashionable watering-plaoe of Drabrville-on-Sea 
has a suburb in which apartments may be ob- 
tained at a very reasonable figure. The reason 
for this lowness of prioe is no doubt to be traced 
to the fact that many of the residences are in the 
habitation of the superfluous live stock of a very 
prosperous pork merchant, having his house of 
business in the neighbourhood. However, in 
spite of our distance from Drainville-on-Sea, my 
lads have been fairly oontented with their lot. 
v* They have been able to fish, to olimb trees, and 
to take long walks. 
" Bevered Sir," said, on one occasion, Georgie, who is generally 
accepted as the spendthrift of my brace of students, " it would give 
great pleasure to Jackt if you were kindly to give me a shilling 
with whioh to purchase Japannese caramel cannon-balls. I have 
reasons for beUeviog that his medical attendant, Dr. Cofftn 
Blockhead, considers that this delicious sweetstuff, or, I should say, 
pleasing physio, would be of much benefit to him." 

" Why is the lad ill?" I asked, with an anxiety tempered with 
incredulity. 

" No, revered Sir," promptly replied Georgie ; " and I fancy that 
Dr. Cofftn Blockhead regards the composition, which may be 
obtained at a penny the ounoe, or two ounoes for three halfpence, 
rather at a preventative than a curative. Were Jackt to nave a 
shilling's-worth, he would not only possess enough to ward off the 




abaft of the destroyer himself, but would be able to give me a 
sufficient quantity to parry the insidious dart of disease ; and that 
you might be satisfied that the money was expended in the life- 
protecting oompound in question, I would willingly undertake to 
make the purchase." 

Here Jackt protested that he was quite old and conscientious 
enough to be trusted with the cash himself* 

44 Not that I have any doubt of my respected oomrade's probity," 
he quiokly added ; " but in matters of business one cannot be too 
careful." 

" My dear pupils," said I, " nothing would give me greater pleasure 
than to aooede to your request, had I the means at hand. I fancy, 
in spite of the opinion of Dr. Cofftn Blockhead— a physician whose 
name I now hear for the first time— that I should nave to consider 
the cost of Japanese caramel cannon-balls at an incident properly 
ohargoable to pocket-money. Unfortunately you both exhausted 
that fund a fortnight sinoe, by causing me to defray the expenses of 
a donkey ride, wnioh mounted up in the aggregate to no less an 
amount than one shilling and eightpenoe halfpenny." 

•* But surely, revered Sir," suggested Georgie, who has a bent 
for mathematics ; ** as our parents allow ut half-a-sovereign a week 
each for the purposes of recreation, the sum you mention, although 



vol. on. 



not inconsiderable, would scarcely hav< 

" Stop 1 " I cried, with some snow of severity ; ** von really mutt 
not argue with me. I do not give you all your ten shillings a week, 
as I am reserving a portion of them to form the nucleus of an old-age 
pension to whioh you will beoome entitled on reaching eighty. The 
scheme is not without complications, so I reserve its description in 
detail until you are both bid enough to understand it Enough to 
say that I must repeat the present advanoe of a shilling is im- 
possible." 

After this rebuff the lads were silent, and I regret to say not 
altogether oontented* However, they toon, with the elasticity of 
youth, regained their spirits, and were as merry and at happy at 
ever. They absented themselves from my society more frequently 
than before, and when I saw them, seemed to be unusually pros- 
perous, or to use an expressive colloquialism, "flush of money." 
Georgie oontinually appeared in gigantio oollars that oould have 
only been acquired at considerable expense, and Jackt at often 
carried a new wa)king-stiok with a fairly costly handle. On one 
occasion they came home with a gift for me. It was a mug with a 
rough f ketch of a mule or some less noble animal on the side balanc- 
ing the handle, and was labelled " A Present from Drainville-on- 
Sea," I was gratified, but my satisfaction savoured of curiosity. 

During the absenoe of my pupils I frequently visited the neigh- 
bouring watering-plaoe. Amongst the many distractions of the 
sands was one * 4 entertainment" whioh caused me considerable 
embarrassment. Two ** mysterious minstrels " disguised in wide- 
awakes, blue spectacles, and comforters occasionally made what is 
known at a "dead set" at me. These vocalists (who were small, 
but noisy), did a roaring trade amongst the excursionists. They 
seemed to have a long repertoire of songs. They vocally narrated 
the adventures of a young person from the country, who seemingly, 
with a view to enjoyiog the restorative effects of sea-bathing, 
appeared with " her hair hanging down her back," and the vagaries 
of a body of revellers who preferred to parade 
the streets "nine in a row," instead of in 
couples or singly, when they were in a condi- 
tion subsequently recognised by the presiding 
magistrate with a fine of five shillings. These 
ditties were not altogether unamusing, and I 
might have enjoyed them had they not been 
supplemented by a song dealing personally 
with myself. This last effort was mere dog- 
gerel, but it was to intuiting that I was forced 
to give the vocalists into custody. I explained 
that the lines were calculated to cause a breach 
of the peace, and the local polioeman removed 
the singers to the station-house. 

This last adventure caused me some annoy- ,, 
anoe, and I returned to my suburban lodgings aJW 
in the hope that in the cheerful conversation of my charges I might 
forget my chagrin. Neither Giorgie nor Jacket were at home. 
The hours of dinner, tea, and supper passed, and they still put in no 
appearance. This caused me considerable surprise, as, although not 
very regular in their habits, they were aooustomed to pay attention 
to the fixtures of meal time. Late in the evening, a pofioe constable 
called, and explained to me that two boys had sent for me, as a house- 
holder, to bail them out. 

The remainder of my narrative it clouded with pain. I would 
willingly stop at this point. But, with a view to completeness, I 
oontinue. On reaching the police-station, I learned to my indignation 
that the " mysterious minstrels," and my charges had the same 
identity. This discovery will ever be a cause of deep regret to 
myself, and, I think I may add, for very praotioal and sufficient 
reasons, to Georgie and Jackt alto. 
D i g i t i zed by Vj(J(J*J Lc 
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RECIPROCITY. 

Columbia. "Sorbt text abb fabtibo compact akd going hohi— thb oomtbst fob thb Out bad buoh a lamb coholusioh I " 
Britarmia. "Wbll, mt dbab, wbosb vault wa» rr I Oonsidbbito that I umsbbtabb to bulb thb Watbs, tou subblt 
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A SKETCH FROM LIFE. 

Chorus (slow music). "Wi'n a rake old— faib old— biokety, rackety Crew 1" 



A DIALOGUE OP THE NIGHT. 

Scem— Ths Shades at Nightfall The 
Swifiian Ladies alone. 

Lady Smart. Well, ladies: now let us 
have a cup of discourse to ourselves. 

Lady AnsweraU. Tea and tattle ! That is 
all the men used to think us fit for. 

LadySparkish. But how times have ohanged 
—above stairs I 

Ladv Smart. Fie ! Say rather below stairs, 
Lady Spabxish. Up and down are arbitrary 
or relative terms after all. in the universe. 
And I 'm sure there are no fine drawing-room 
manners in the modern modish world. 

Miss Notable. Heigho ! Methinks, never- 
theless, I would fain take the air of a London 
Season once again, however fallen off from the 
dear dead days of Mr. Spectator, 

Lady AnsweraU. Hush, child! What 
would Charon say if he heard you? Though 
in truth I am much of your mind myself. 

Lady Sparhish. Better their vivid vul- 
garity than our vapid gentility 1 

Miss Notable. La, yea I Our vaporous 
" fine manners " give me the vapours. 

Lady Smart. They do not have "vapours" 
now, above— well tf other side the Styx, let us 
say. 

Lady AnsweraU. Indeed, no, nothing so 
simple and womanly, i' faith. They have 
substituted neurotio pessimism— and onloraL 
Lady Smart. Worse far than our occa- 
sional sly sippings of —strong waters 1 

Lady AnsweraU. What said the 
satiric Dean P 

" Now all alone poor madam sits 
In vapours and hyiterie fits ; 
A dreadful interval of spleen 
How shall we pass the time between ? 
Here, Bitty, let me take my drops, 
And feel my pulse, I know it stops; 
This head of mine, lord, how it swims 
And such a pain in all my limbs! " 



dear 



Miss Notable. Whereas now it would be:— 
" Now sad and sole poor madam lies, 
Insomnia holding wide her eves : 
1 Past ten, and not a single wink. 
Though I turned in at four, I think ! 
If I don't get some hours of sleep, 
To-day's appointments can I keep ? 
And 'tis the Prince's garden-party ! 
Oh ! to be buxom, hale, and hearty 
Like some mere milkmaid, who can drowse 
After a frolic and a bowse, 
Upon a tumbled truss of hay ! 
I must have sleep. Bbtty, I say, 
Bring me the cognac and the choral ! ' 
—You may supply the modern moral ! " 
Lady Sparhish. La, child, you are a* much 
a blue-stocking as the modish she-scribblers 
of the century-end. We used to leave all 
that sort of thing to Grub Street. 

Miss Notable. Tilly-vally! Grub 8treet 
has been made genteel since the ladies took 
to haunting it. ^Tis now no shabby Alsataa, 
but a swell sanctuary. Faith, one o' these 
odd-oum-shortlies— as we used to say— I'll 
e'en write "The Journal of a Modern 
Lady " (in imitation of the Dean) up-to-date, 
for 1895, instead of 1728, to wit. # -■ • 

Lady Smart. Have aoare, child! Already 
you simper like a furmety kettle, and slop 
over like an ill-made junket. Soon you '11 be 
as smug and self -conscious as a new member 
of "The Souls." ifyou be not watchful 

Miss Notable. Well, but now the men are 
away, what really think you, entre nous, 
of the New Woman movement P 

Lady AnsweraU. Why, that 'tis older 
than Mast Woolstonecroft, and, in fact, 
originated about the time when Eve took 
the first bite at the first apple. 

Miss Notable. HeighoT 'Tu fine to sit 
here in the Shades, and say so : but I own 
I should like well enough to ruffle it in new- 
fangled clubs and select coteries, to be the 
talk of the town as Aphra Been was, only 
in the irreproachable company of popular 



savants and Bishops' sons ; to see my niminy- 
piminy neurotioisms go into their tenth 
edition, have my anti-matrimonial mouthings 
discussed in monthly magazines and religious 
newspapers, and— have a free slap at the 
monster, Man, whose best voluntary treat- 
ment of us means, at bottom, nothing better 
than a golden cage and a silken gag. 

Lady Sparhish. "Fine words I I wonder 
where you stole 'em! "—as the Dean said con- 
cerning Chief JustieeWBOTSHED'sooach-motto. 
Miss Notable. Humph! Did he not also 
say, in dealing with The Furniture of a 
Woman* s Mind— . 

" For conversation well endued 
She calls it witty to be rude " ? 
Lady Sparhish. What do you mean, Miss? 
Miss Notable. Ha! ha! ha! Not much. 
But, as Lady Axsweball used to say, when 
we had a dish of tea and tittle-tattle to- 
gether in the sweetsoHd, wicked, bewitching 
old modish days, "You know I'm old Tell- 
truth, and love to call a spade a spade." 

Lady Sparhish. Oh, I see. As the dear 
old Dean also said— 

" Say, foolish females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 
Are you on vioes most severe 
Wherein yourselves have greatest share Y" 
[Here arises a general criss-cross clatter of 
contradictions, and the gentlemen come 
in to Join the ladies. 
Mr. Neverout (quoting)— 
" Now voioes over voices rise, 
While each to be the loudest vies ; 
They contradict, affirm, dispute, 
No single tongue one moment mute ; 
All mad to speak and none to hearken, 
They set the very lap-dog barking." 
We were disputing, ladies, as to whether 
these lines were Swift's or another's. Can 
you settle the point ? 
Miss Notable (snappishly). Oh, ask a police- 
Woman III 



a New' 




OUR OWN TORRIST IN NORTH DEVON. 

On Torrs Walks, Itfracombe.—" Here they oome by twoe and 
twos. In twos on Torn they swarm." Quotation adapted. " Two " 
form a Company Limited on Torn Walks. The third person present 
is *' out of it." They tell me these oouples are all honeymooners. 
Perhaps; hut if they are not, they ought 

to be. That'salL 

* 

Maybe these duologues are only private 
rehearsals. Practice makes perfect. I 
have no special information on this mys- 
terious subject. 

On the obove^nenHonedHoneymooners — 
** Marriages are made in heaVn," 
When begun in Northern Dev'n. 

A descriptive writer says, " In the Torn Walks are to be found the 
most bracing spots in all Hfracombe." From what I have acci- 
dentally observed, I should correct the above sentence thus :— " In 
the Torrs Walks are to be "ound some of the most em-bracing spots 
in aU Itfracombe." 

* 

Rara Avis in Ibrr-w.— Seldom are birds seen flying about, and 
still fewer hopping about, the Tom. My jocose friend Willy 
Waostaff says "Birds only go 'hopping' in Kent." Good-bye to 
W. W. Somehow, as a rule, the birds do not affect the Tom. I 
fancy the twopence for entry is a prohibition. Onee I saw a lonely 
bird on the penny path ; but that was a pigeon. 

I have seen a whole flock of rooks cawing querulously—*' quirring" 
would be a better descriptive participle— on and about the lower 
part of the precipitous, rocky Tom ; but never have I seen them 
perobing on the highest point of the Tom, which is as inaccessible to 
these birds at twopence as would be the aforesaid lower portion to 
the unwinped pedestrian even at a halfpenny; unless pedestrian 
should arrive at rookery by accidentally tumbling over from above, 
in which case it is much to be feared he would probably be " left till 
called for." # % 

One of the most interesting sights on the Tom is the occasional 
appearanoe of a kindly gentleman, carrying a snow-white oookatoo, 
with a magnificent yellow orest, perfectly tame, and perched on his 
owner's wrist, just as the parrot used to perch on the wrist of our old 
friend Robinson Crusoe. 



The parrot, unchained, is a genuine " Bird of Freedom" ; bnt he 
never misuses his liberty, nor abuses his privilege of speech, but, 
from time to time, he erects or lowers his erest. and expresses his 
approbation of things in general, or his disapprobation 01 anything 
in particular. A great companion this Polly. 

Recent Solar Discovery.— I picked it up on Tom Walks. The 



Not knowing anything about the politioal bias of the majority at 
llf raoombe, I should say the voters must be chiefly Torr-ies. 

Of the steamers plying between ilfraoombe, Swansea, Bristol, and 
other neighbouring places, it cannot honestly be said that "they 
are no great shakes." If the Master of the Bolls possesses any 
nautical authority, it might be advantageously exercised in regard 
to some of these steamers. 

The rule for debarcation and embareation (on the Swansea, Hfra- 
oombe, &o., steamers) appears to be, ''Insure the least amount of 
convenience to the greatest number possible." The inconvenience 
might be modified (to put it gently) were the following suggestions 
acted upon:— 

1st From Hfraeombe pier there should be four sets of stairs (or 
more) instead of two. 

2nd. Make an upper and a lower deck to pier; the Utter for 
shelter during rain and storm. Tour hardy sea-dogs seem to be 
perfectly unaware of the existence of water descending from the 
olouds. With them the rain is "mnubibus." ^^~" 

3rd. There should be two steamers to any one place, one departing 
jut a quarter of an hour before the other's arrival. Gall them 
••Box " and " Cox "—as they both occupy the same harbour. Thus 
the pier would never be inoonveniently, or dangerously, crowded by 
an outgoing and an incoming crowd at the same moment. 

4th. Bigger steamers. 

5th. Greatly improved catering, on board, absolutely necessary. 
More hands to wait at table. 



6th. Other improvements essential, but not necessary to mention 
here in detail. m \ 

On board an excursion steamer I would retain the musicians, espe- 
cially the cornet ; so many persons " oome out for a blow " that the 
absence of this member of the orchestra would be seriously felt 

On board our steamer " The Brighton," to Tenbu and back.— I 
think we must have had "the Something-can minstrels," whose per- 
formance was so graphically described by Dicxevs in Pickwick as 
enlivening Mrs. Leo Huitteb's garden party, when M three of them 
grunted and the fourth howled" ; only that, on this occasion, there 
were about eight or ten of these minstrel boys from Cardiff, who, 
having left their Welsh harps behind them, sat in the centre of the 
upper deck, inflicting their delightful melodies on such of the 
passengers as were unable to ret out of earshot without either going 
below, where it was "stuffy," or into the fore part of the vessel. 
When these Cambrian Choristers were not singing they indulged in 
a little rough and ready play with each others caps, a humorous 
proceeding that seemed to afford them almost as muoh pleasure as 
did the sound of their own voioes. for the applause with which they 
greeted every specimen of their skill in vocalisation was touchingly 
unanimous. In this demonstration of mutual approbation I did not 
notice any passengers taking part. 

Now suppose a party of amateur and comic musicians, a party of 
amateur choristers, and a Salvationist chorus all on board at the 
same time, and suppose that all these different parties had com- 
menced simultaneously, each party giving its special form of enter- 
tainment, would life be worth living on board that steamer P Surely 
the captain, or the company, could put up a notice that only the 
paid professional musicians would be allowed to play and sing on 
board, and so stop this Excursionist Babel. 

Advioe to passengers by steamboat proposing to lsnd at Lundy 
Island— DonH. Lundy is a most interesting island, though it doesn't 
lock it. Further Advice.— Stay on board and read all about Lundy 
Island in your Murray's guide, and, probably, you will then have 
acquired far more knowledge of the place than is ever obtained by 
the majority who are permitted and even encouraged to crowd the 
rowing boats plying between the steamer and the shore. I, mot qui 
parle, saw the men bailing the water out of these boats as they re- 
turned from shore ; saw the men and women jammed up together 
trying to keep at least their ankles dry ; and if there had only been 
some playful 'Arries among the lot, just a lurch to one side, 
or the other, would at least have shipped enough water to have 
drenched them up to the knees, and then one frightened person 
might in terror have capsized the boat. I do not know who regu- 
lates these matters, I only describe what I saw with my own eyes 
and what struck me as being decidedly perilous. Is it impossible to 
build out a pier at Lundy Island ? If impossible, cannot some 
regulation as to the number every boat is to carry be enforced P * 

The perfumes of Ilfraoombe (I think I saw the " Perfume d'Hfra- 
oombe" advertised as sold in bottles at a local hairdresser's) are 
various at various times. Always on the Torn is the perfume 
perfect. But in the lower part of the town they are select and 




fume in the road by the tennis courts, where the donkey chairs 
and cabs stand, is, as may be imagined, most delightful when all 
the flys and donkeys are there at midday, afternoon, and evening-. 
And in the early morning the faint reminisoenoe of yesterday's 
donkey and cab-stand perfume is, it need hardly be said, most 
exhilarating and delightful to the unbreakf acted passer-by. 

* Since writine this Tour Own Torrist is glad to find his remarks antici- 
pated by the Western Daily Press (Bristol, September 6), which hints at 
improvements about to be made in the landing of passengers both at Lyn- 
mouth and at the Mumbles. Let the condition of things be bettered also at 
Lundy and at Ilfraoombe. 

New Version. 
(For the Nursery of the Future.) 
Thebb was a New Woman, and what do you think P 
She lived upon nothing but paper and ink. 
Though paper and ink formed her favourite diet. 
This noisy New Woman could never keep quiet I 



•• Cubbutt " Rbcobds — The Cunard steamer Alepno f with a cargo 
of 1500 tons of currants on board, has succeeded in raisin' the 
record between Patras and Liverpool, having accomplished the 
voyage in 9 days 21 J hours. This vessel has the honour of being the 
first in with the new currant crop, and, as a reward, she will be 
allowed •• enhanced freights." 1500 tons of currants fully entitle 
her, we should say, to " take the cake." 
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CABBY- OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

- a / . . (By <• Ransom Jack.") 
No. IV.^OFF DUTY-HARMONY-" HANSOM UP!" 

Cabby off deoty's a elubable man. So— perfeok K— says tome 

pen-driving party. 
Why s oertafalygenelmenI Wot do you think P There is few thing! 

like 'ones to make fellows 'earty. 
Your ooaohees, and carters, and oosters, and tueh, not to name 

racing cores, are in general most ohummv. 
And if doing London on wheels every day didn't make Cabbies feel 

in one swim, 'twould he rummy. 

A flick o* the lash or a crook o* the elber may be all we've time for 

when meetin' or passin', 
Bnt bless yer, we're all on the same job you see, and oarn't be too 

pertiklerinrankin' an' olassin'. 
Dirty pertaters, of course, doabound, 
but we don't shore on side if a 
chap 's a bit decent, 
And consequent elubs are a bit in 
our hue, likeways free- and - 
cades. I 've joined one quite 
recent 

y O gfngp Well, they do say I've a pipe 
> like a blackbird. Vat that^s 

ty tommy-rot, in a manner o' 
speakm'. 
Wish I could touch my Jm Chow's 
mornin' flute o'er a mealy and turf with my tenorish squeaking. 
Stul, I 'm in request when the 'armony 's on, and I just do my level, 

along o' the others. 
I tell you there '8 talent among us sometimes, though the ohippers 
nickname us the Htjliaboo Beotbtebs, 

One smart " little mash," from out Pimlioo way. known as " Babbit 

thb Baud," or " B. B." or •• Thb Bustbb.^ 
Can write 'u own songs. You should just 'ear *im tip us %% A Tanner 

a Mile," or " The Broom and the Duster." 
Chbvalibb himself couldn't top 'im in patter. 'E'swrit me a song— 

me an' 'im being pally- 
It 's called " Hansom Up /" an' the first night I give it— with thanks 
to B. B. !— 'twos a regular rally. 

It took 'em all suddent, and knocked 'em. I tell yer. " Now Jack," 

sez the Chairman (Old Bubgo), hironio, 
" Thai larst wos a gusher as made us feel sniffy; toon up sutthing 

lively, and give us a toniol 
Young SoBAe o' Lamb's love-songs are like sweetened gin, Jack, 

toey want a kerreotive, a Scotch, or a Bitter." 
"Bight BuBeo!" sez I, "I will give yer dry fizz 'stead o* 

pep'ment," as set 'im an' Vioe on the titter. 

HANSOM UP! 

Oh. lirripi-dumple-day ! I was born out Barntbury way, 
An' I out my heye-teeth early, you can bet,— 

You can bet ! 
I 'ad 'ardly took to tooka, when I mounted on the box, 
And larnt to tyke it smilin', dry or wet,— 

Dry or wet ! 
[e nyme is Bob Fitzoibbons. I Ve a light 'and en the ribbons, 
And mates christened me the Piccadilly Pup,— 

DillyPup. 

1 with my smart muff-coloured bowler, and my natty button-'oler, 
I arnser to the cry of Hansom Up ! — 

Hansom Up!! 

Jl<m*m-T)p! Ah, that's the word. It 's our war-cry wot is 'eard 
From Putney up to pleasant Pentonville, — 

Pentonville. 
And then I *m on the chivvy! Lardy toff or mild old miwey 
I can drive with demon dash or cautious skill,— 

Careful skill. 
For the pace that tskes yer dandy, when the Four Hexpress is 'oawy, 
Will scare old Mother Miggs and 'er img-pup,— 

Puffy pup! 
And to take it 'ot or easy, as the hasphalte 's dry or greasy, 
Is the diplymattio dodge of Hansom Up !— 

Hansom Up I 

For to tool a dashing Forder, rubber-tyred an' all in order, 
With hivory quissing-glase an' reading-lamp,— 

Glass and lamp. 
I can teH yer 's none so dusty. Yer old Growler's mre is crusty. 
* With a Ueomin' bottle nose, or bulgin' gamp.— 

. Green old gamp. 



Meny 



But a pair o' smart swell mashes^ trim merstache an' long heye-lashes, 
A-drivin' to the Hopera, or to sup,— • 

Spoon and sup, 
Is a mighty different matter, an' yer drives up olitter-elatter, 
When you 'ears the Capting's 'orty Hansom Up!— 

Hansom up I 

Ah ! to twig 'em tittivating in the mirrors, while you 're waiting 
For the Bobby in a Piccadilly block, — 

Dilly block. 
Or a-dabbin' lips and noses with soft puffs, as smells o' roses, 
Or a readin' yaller books as some might shock, — 

Scare or shock, 
Is perticularly funny, and seen fares means— mostly— money. 
Wy sometimes yer 11 git a tip for Stakes or Cup,— 

Stakes or Cup, 
From a covert-coated dandy, or a weed or nip of brandy, 
When there 's winning in 'is 'ail of Hansom Up !— 

Hansom Up! 

Oh. Bads may talk of Bansom, but rive me a dashing Hansom, 
A silk topper, and a decent run of luck,— 

Cabby's luck; 
With a bay f oss to my liking, and you won't ketch me a striking, 
Not witnout good cause, as some old pals 'ave struck, — 

Lately struck. 
Things may go a trifle 'ard 'twixt bad weather and the yard, 
But the* won't knock out the Piccadilly Pup, — 

IHlly Pup. 
On my " Shrewsbury and Talbot," I 'm as right as rain— or all but,— 



there 's music in the 'ail of Bansom Up !— 

Hansom Up! 

" Haneom Up!" I can tell yer, was ohorussed a good 'un, and took 

most tremenjous. Collection that night— 
For a broken-down Growler a-twist with rheumatics— was sometbink 

to brim 'is wife's heyes with delight. 
Oil, charity 's charity, but when a Princess presides there's a extry 



strong pull at yer parse. 
And ditto with * armony I That 's 'uman nature ; we 're just built 
that way— an' it nught 'a' bin worse ! 



"AFTER THE PLAT IS OVER." 

Scnr»— Smoking-room of recently re-opened Old-Established Club. 
Members discovered partaking of light refreshments. 

First Member (sipping a lemon squash). Yes, the Royalty is 
decidedly improved in appearance, and the audience, too, is quite 
up to the standard of the old Ixtonplus Blaek-evea Susan days. 
Quite a pretty house, and quite a distinguished set in the 
auditorium. 

Second Mem. {lighting a cigarette). And the play P 

First Mem. Distinctly amusing. Both Boubchteb and his wife 
excellent, and Kate Phillips, as a sorrow-stricken cook, capital. 
Not quite sure whether it would not have been better to nave left 
M. le Directeur in Franoe. He was there to the manner born ; but 
in England— well, to put it plainly, the Home Office in Soho is not 
in the least like the Home Office in Whitehall. 

Third Mem. {finishing a glass of "improved" soda water). But is 
it intended to be P 

Second Mem. I don't know, but a good many of the audieooe 
(presumably the gentlemen of the pit and gallery) will adopt the 
assumption. After all, to be a member of the Civil Service is some- 
thing, even in these degenerate days. The sketch of official life in 
Soho will not enhance the dignity of the— shall we call it P— pro- 
fession. But concede that the local colouring is appropriate, and TA* 
ChiU Widow is simply first-rate. 

Third Mem. Better than Bogey at the St James's P 

Second Mem. So I have been told. And how about the Garriok P 

First Mem. Alabama, with Wxllabd. Not particularly exciting. 
We know how good a man the popular actor can be, but for stage 
purposes he is much more pleasing as a villain. And Tools is back 
again in his own theatre P 

Second Mem. So I have been told. If, as report has it, the visit 
is to say farewell, it will be a sad one/ Take it all round, there is 
no better actor in the world than the hero of lei on parle Irancais, 
and the embodiment of Pau Claudian. 

First Mem. I quite agree with you* Has any one been to see 
India at Earl's CourtP 

Third Mem. I have. About as fine a spectacle as they make 
them. The Empress Theatre, worthy of its name— the entertain- 
ment appropriate to its surroundings. Quite eclipses Olympia 
in its most prosperous days. And if you want to see how a few 
scrape of waste land can be converted into a region of gardens, 
museums, theatres, and palaces, just mount the Great Wheel, and 
look down upon the scene below you. t 

[Enter the Waiter, when the chat about things theatrical %s 
interrupted by orders for cooling and other drinks. Curtain. 
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STILL 



Angelina. " And you wosft forget to but ▲ Tor or Coooattna." 

[Edwin ties a knot in his pocbt-handbrchief. 
Angelina. " And you wotft forget to call and see dear Mamma." 

[Atari* ties another knot in his potfat-homdbrtMef. 
Angelina. "And oh, Edwin dear, you won't, you womTt forget to thine sometimes 
of your poor little Wipe, left all alone for the day I" 
[Edwin tiss a third knot in his pocket-handkerchief. 



IN MEMOBIAM. 

HEHBY RICHARD HOWARD. 

[Captain H. B. Howard, who wm reputed to 
hare been John Lbbch's " only pupil," ana who, in 
the Fifties and Sixties, contributed many pictorial 
drolleries (mostly signed with a trident) to Mr. 
Punch* $ pages, died on Aug. 31 last, in his 81st year.] 

Friend of old days, when Leech's pencil 

charmed [warmed, 

Each heart that graoe. allured and humour 

How fast the years have fled 
Sinoe that irreparable loss 1 And how 
It stirs old memories to learn that now 

His pupil, too, lies dead*! 



A lesser light, but linked with the great time, 
Three decades sinoe, when in his glorious prime 

Leech left us, in full fame, [stent care, 
And Punch, who makes old friends his oon- 
Upon his page of honour spaoe must spare 

For humorous Howard's name. 

"Oh! the Days of the (South) Kerry 
Dancing."— The latest figure introduced into 
that diverting danse excentrique, the Hiber- 
nian Can-Can, is known as "the Irish 4 split.* " 



TEE BALLAD OF BECHVAHA. 

The answer Mr. Punch would lib Mr. Cham- 
berlain to be able to mob to Khama, 

[" Khama, the Beohuana chief, will not consent 
to come under Rhodes if the white man is to be 
free to * convey ' his subjects' land, and to poison 
them with strong drink*— Daily Chronicle.] 

Air—" Orion*." 

We sympathise with your great woe, 

Beohuana. 
There's little rest for Chiefs below, 

Beohuana. 
In sultry olimes, in dimes of snow, 
The drink will oome, the land will go, 

Beohuana. 
The ways of Trade were ever so, 

Beohuana! 

The Chartered Company seems growing, 



"The Piller 
family doctor. 



of the House." — The 



The liquor interest is crowing, 

Beohuana. 
Bung is blowing, drink is flowing, 
Rhodes like one o'clock is going, 

Beohuana. 
Where they will stop there is no knowing, 

Beohuana! 

In'hlacKJkingdoms, as in white, 

Beohuana, 
Men are given to getting " tight," 

Beohuana. 
Khama, it is a grievous eight. 
And you, you seem to have done right, 

»x.^r Beohuana. 

Sinoe you'your troth to us did plight, 

Beohuana! 

Sober, industrious, fond of peaoa, 

Beohuana, 
Fou 've kept your tribe. May it inoea<e, 

Beohuana. 
If vou would have the traffic cease, 
Why should your heart not have that ease , 

Beohuana? 
-Sobriety is the best polioe, 

Beohuana! 

It is a vile, corroding curse, 

Beohuana. 
We do not wish, quite the reverse, 

Beohuana, 
That, just (o fill a huckster-purse, 
Tour tribe should go from baa to worse, 

Beohuana. 
Twere a foul shame! That's true and 
terse, Beohuana! 

Let Gain go hang, let Bung be Mowed, 

Beohuana, 
Rather than drunkenness corrode, 

Beohuana, 
The realm whereby Molopo flowed. 
To Khama Britons much have owed, 

Beohuana; 
The boon you crave should be bestowed, 

Beohuana 



A RIVERSIDE RONDEL. 

Afloat the water-lily lies. 

Lolling gold hoad on soft green coat, 
The swans drift by in stately wise 
Afloat. 

Faint music from the warbler's throat, 
The moorhen in the sedge that piles, 

The plash of oars, a distant boat, 
The passing flash of draffon-flies— 

Such sights and sounds I dimly note, 
The while I watch with straining eyes 
Afloat! 

Modern Instance of Patience on a 
Monument. — The Powers sitting on the 
Ottoman. DigftizecfByXJV^ 
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BUNG" IN AFRICA. 



Right Hof. J. Ch-mb-bl-k (to Knre Khama). ■•■ LOCAL VETO' FOR BECHUAN ALAND f H'MI— A RATHER 
TICKLISH BUSINESS! UPSET A GOVERNMENT HERE THE OTHER DAY!" 

["Khama, the B jchuana chief, arrived in England and wai received by Mr. Chamberlain at the Colonial Offioe. ... He deaires to be assured 
in the power of excluding intoxicants absolutely from his telTito^ies. , '— The JVmtfS.^j zec | foy yjQQ V 1(^ 



Digitized by 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Commercial prosperity con- 
tinues to attend the cheery 
eoster as he hawks his wares 
about the Liverpudlian streets, 
and the situation is getting 
hawk ward for the local trades- 
man, who declares that the 
itinerant Tender's opposition 
draws away customers from his 
shop. So momentous, indeed, 
to the welfare of the Lancas- 
trian port has this CocRney 
Crusade become, that the mag- 
nates oi the City Corporation 
assembled in Committee todie- 
cuss means for "making the 
coster go back to Louden." 
Among other weighty reasons 
for the expulsion of the in- 
truder, it was stated that " a 
gentleman trod upon a banana 
peel the other day. and fell" 
Whether the peel was de- 
posited by an offending coster, 
or by one of the many bare- 
footed but picturesque and in- 
genuous youths of the town, 
history does not relate. How- 
ever, the neat gravity of the 
crisis may be understood when, 
towards the end of the debate 
on the question, we are told 
that the ohairman observed 
that, "if this thing was al- 
lowed to go on, perhaps a oer- 
tain alderman and himself 
would start a barrow with a 
picture on it, and go about 
selling fine arts." Chorus of 
aldermen : — 




REVENQE 



SWEET. 



Beach Musician (to constant Non-Subscriber), 

'APP7 TO PUT ANT GENTLEMAN THAT BBELLT 
BUTE OK THE FREE LlST I " 



" 'Sum we should be most 
can't afford to oontri- 



Eound the town ! Up and down ! 

Anything to earn an honest brown: 
Ciyic costers enterprising, 
Up-to-date and early-rising, 

Why we '11 hawk our blooming pic- 
tures round the town ! 



Bbaxmab Castle is to be re- 
stored, "The alterations on 
the building are to be mostly 
internal." says the Daily Free 
Press % ll and the external ap- 
pearance will remain as at pre- 
sent, so that on rounding Creag 
Choinnioh "—a good ooigne of 
vantage this, by the way— 
44 the traveller will have no 
difficulty in recognising the 
castle." Good. Beau Bbuic- 
MELLonoe snubbed a sovereign, 
but we should hate to run the 
ruk of outting a castle. The 
same authority further in- 
forms us that the edifice in 
question ** stands on a grassy 
mound between the Deeside 
road and the river Dee, and as 
it is not surrounded by trees it 
forms a rather conspicuous ob- 
ject in the landscape." Dee- 
side-dJy this smacks more of 
Erin than of Caledonia, and 
calls to mind Pat OTeeoajt's 
remark— " Shure, me bhoy, 
an 1 1 wasn't in the room atafl, 
at alL I was hidin' behind 
the nre-shcreen I " 



Litebaut Peovxbb. — Too 
many characters spoil the 
novel. 



THE AGE OP LOVE. 

(To the Editor of "Punch.") 

Sib,— Is it possible, in the so-called end of this so-called nine- 
teenth century, to dream of such a thing as the Age of Love P The 
man of to-day, if he be wise, thinks not of the face and form of the 
woman he may care to marry, but asks himself the question. " Will 
she make me a rood wife P Can she olean chimneys, cook and mend ; 
is she capable of discussing intellectually subjects of interest— suoh 
as dentistry, hunting, symbolism, and so forth— with her husband P 
Can she grind the organ, play the comb, is she active at orossing- 
sweeping and cradle-rocking, quick at smiling away one's smiles 
and frowning away one's tears, ready to greet all my friends with the 
same amiability she shows to me, is she prepared for intelligent 
begging-letter-writing, ean she scour, skirt-dance, recite, carve, 
mangle, and fence P ,r Too often he is bound to answer, "No, she 
cannot ; so what good is she to meP " I do not mean to say that all 
women are like this. Heaven forbid 1 But good housewives are few 
and far between. There are many girls of the period who are 
deficient in one or even more of the accomplishments above-men- 
tioned, so how can she be fitted for the wife of a middle-class man P 

It is all very well to love, but a vastly different matter to marry 
suoh women as these. Good sound reason and common-sense are 
better articles to possess. We cannot have too much of that— indeed, 
we often get a great deal more than is good for us. so that in my 
humble opinion friendship, common-sense, logic, and grammar are 
worth more than all the love any man or woman ean rive ; and it is 
all very well to sneer at pessimists, but in my humble opinion they 
have only themselves to Blame for it, and through all ages it will 
ever be the same until there is some alteration. 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, A Sensible Psbbhobt. 

Alma Villa, Sevastopol Road, Balham. 

Sin,— There is an old saying with which we are aU acquainted, and 
which affirms that " there are as pretty kettles of fish in the sea as 
ever came out of it." If you will permit me, I will quote my own case. 

At the age of seventy-two I married the man of my onoioe. We 
had been married for seven days, when, alas ! the truth forced itself 
relentlessly upon me that my husband was suffering from depression 
of spirits. His nature, which had always been a gay and joyous one, 
became apathetic ; he seemed indifferent to my society, and before 
many weeks were over he bored himself to death. 



I think before eighty is only April sort of sunshine, which only 
brings flowers, Ac, into bud ; it is June, July, and October sunshine 
that makes, or the want of it that mars, the harvest. There are 
many of my own and the other sex still unmarried, pure, gentle, and 
loving old women, who, I think, would gladly enter matrimony. 
Alas ! Love is laughed about and joked about, but the souls it has 
ruined are few. Trusting you will find space for my poor scribble, I 
am. Sir, Tour obedient servant, Happt Brow* Bess. 

Earlsu>ood % September 14, 1895. 

[Space forbids farther insertions of letters on this subject.— En.] 



THE CONQUEROR. 



[Mr. H. N. Pillsbuey, a young American master of twenty-two years, 
won the first prize in the Chess Tournament at Hastings.] 

Two Battles of Hastings— when young scholars rattle 

Their " dates" off— henceforth may be reckoned : 
If WruiAM the Norman did win the first battle, 

'Twas Pillsbttkt pulled off the second. 
A very young player old S-rxnrrrz to taokle, 

Or enter the lists against Lasxsb I 
When History's Muse is henceforth on the cackle, 

One question a scholar may ask her, — 
41 Oh, which was the greater, ohess-champion or war-man P " 

In chess there is no hanky-panky ; 
Less fair was the win of the tricky old Norman, 

Than that of the quiet young Yankee I 

The "alliterative" epidemic, in connection with the names of 
marine resorts, is spreading to an alarming extent. A Welsh news- 
paper heads a quotation from the Western Daily Press by the 
taking title of "Improving Hfraoombe." This, however, has 
nought to do with the excellent mental and physical benefits derived 
by visitors to the North Devonian pleasure port, but refers to 
District Council resolutions for the improvement of the place itself 
—a Quixotic idea, which seems identical with that of "painting a 
lily." To the senbe of the "Seaside Series," whose penchant is for 
" apt alliteration's artful aid," we beg to oner— without any extra 
oharge— a few suggestions to go on with: — Soothing Southend, 
Winsome Whitby, Congressional Cardiff. Sweltering Swansea, 
Peaceful Penzance, or " piratical " ditto, and so on ad nausea-am. 
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BALL VERSUS BALL. 
Aw Aurora Eolooub. 

The rivals, Cricket Ball and Football, like 
Menaleas ami, Damcetas, defend their favourite 
Sports, and make their friend Pinch {like 
Palemon) judge of their verformances. 
Football. Ho! Hurry up and put yourself 

away! 
September 's here, and Cricket 's had its day. 
Ton and your Bat have had a wondrous 

boom, 
Now for a manlier sport, and Me, make room ! 
Cricket Ball. A manlier sport P Tell that 

to sordid Tykes I 
The "brass," and not the game, is what he 

likes 
Who kicks your swollen and unshapely form 
Through snow and mud, in fog and frozen 

storm ; 
And in pursuit of silver pots and pelf, 
Makes a dishevelled mudlark of himself ; 
Then calls it— Sport! 0, there! don't talk 

tome. 
J'm not a slave to sludge and L. S.ED. 
Football. Pooh! If I'm kicked you're 

spanked. The foot of Guirar 
Hurts less than does bis bat. Pray is it fun 
To bide O'Brirh'b buffet P Have you scored 
After two hours— at Hastings— with big Fobd P 
Grace thumps you for nine Centuries in one 

season, 
And after that you crow with little reason ! 
Cricket Ball. Oh, Grace and Gura lay on 

to me tn lave, 
Ford's •• gentle tap," Brum's "friendly 

•hove" 
Hurt not mv feelings more than a slight slsp 
From rosy finger* hurts an amorous chap. 
But you stand kicks for halfpence. Ques- 
tion it P 
Well, just you read about the Football Split 
And the two rival Unions ! 

Football. That 's all fudge. 

The North is of true Sport the truest judge! 
How aboat Grace's Testimonial P 

Cricket Ball. Not 

A sample of the Hunting of the Pot, 
But a free tribute to a sportsman prime, 
Who plays the game right through, and 

laughs at Tune. 
Bat rowdvism and mere greed of gain 
Will spoil the noblest sport. I tpeak with 

pain. 
Football You spheric Pharisee! Don't 

sniff and brag, 
Go join the Bat iu his green winter bag ! 
A hum-drum hibernation is your doom, 
The wiater season 's mine, for mo make room ! 
Cricket Ball. Alas ! 'tis true ! Retirement 

is my lot. . 
The bright green sward, blue skies, and sun- 

shinenot, 
September sees an end of. I rejoioe 
The Surrey Cricket Club has given its voice 
Against the money-mania that would make 
The Oval turf a frozen swampy lake, 
Pounded by heavy-footed Football orsoks. 
Galloping r> forwards," elephantine u backs." 
It makes me shudder on my shelf to think 
Of that men sward, smooth-surfaced as a 

rink 
Where sturdy Arm. out and drove amain. 
And Richardson sent "rippers" down like 

rain; 
Where the white-nanneTd fielders sometimes 

flopped, 
While saucy Surrey sparrows pecked and 



To thini o? it all trampled, pounded, 

ploughed. 
By fierce footballers, whilst a furious crowd 
Howled in a hideous ring. 

Football. Ob. shut up, do ! 

The S. C. C. 's are an old-fashioned crew, 




C> S * tt *{ 



THE PITY O' IT!" 



"Wstl, Simpson, how ro vou loi the Hot WiATRRf" 

"Cau't stand it, Sir! It 's hawvol 1 Ain't got no Stomach for mt victuals, Sml' 



Who soon will find they are not up to date, 
And they '11 be sorry— when perhaps too late. 
Football's a manly sport for Titan lads ! 
Cricket BaU. But spoiled by huokster 
cliques and noisy cads. [and then. 

FootbaU. Cricket is slow, quite stodgy now 
Cricket Ball. But 'tis a sport for friends 
and gentlemen. 

Palemon Punch. 
In either sport such honest pleasure lies 
That both most win, as each deserves, a prize. 
Tbe summer sport is each true Briton's care, 
But Football's death would leave our winters 

bare 
Of numerous joys. DamoBtss sweetly sang 
And clear the music of Menaleas rang ; 
41 Best equal happy both," in friendly strains 
Palemon said to the Virgilian swains ; [you ; 
V Long live and prosper both," Punch says to 
But beware the howling harpy crew 
Who 'd knock the 4 T' out of our good old Play 
And make it all a matter of mere Pay ! 
The rowdies follow where the hucksters lead, 
Football beware of ruffianly greed ! 



You 're treading far too near that fatal trap ; 
Avoid it, or you '11 suffer. Verbum sap ! 
You. cricket ball, to bounoe be not a slave. 
Let championships " and " averages " have 
Their proper place. Let love of Number One 
Spoil not good sport, good fellowship, good fun. 
In short, whether good lock or bsd luck comes 
Just " play the game," like gentlemen and 

chums! 
So having given his verdict f omewhat loth, 
Punch ends with wishing the best luck to 

both! 



Goosr Aim Gander.— A sapient Somebody 
(or Nobody) modestly proposes that, in taking 
a poll for a Free Library, everybody who 
does not take the trouble to register his vote 
at all shall be counted as if he had voted 
a jam j* the proposal 1 Well, what is sauce for 
the goose is saaoe for the gander. Suppose 
that all who don't take the trouble to vote 
should be counted as voting for the proposal. 
There's at least as much to be said for that 
as for the opposite plan. ^kJLV 




ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Osimro must be a glorious place. From an advertisement which 
hat appeared in an evening contemporary I gather that "the 
multitude, anxious to spend an elegant ana fashionable sojourn in 
the country, has rendered itself this year at Ostend. It is a long 
time since such an opulent clientele has been united in a seaside 

resort. At the fall of day the 
vast terraces of the fashionable 
restaurants, situated along the 
sea-bank, present a fairy aspect. 
There is quite a confusion of 
dazzling costumes upon which 
sparkle thousand gems, and all 
this handsome cosmopolitan society 
passes through the saloons of the 
Kursaal dub, in which one hears 
spoken all known languages as at Babel and Monte Carlo, and of which 
the attractions are identical to those of the latter place/' This is the 
first time I have heard of a similarity to Babel being mentioned as 
an attraction. But no doubt an opulent clientele has peculiar tastes 
of its own, especially when its dazzling costumes sparkle with 
thousand gems. 

If a small Belgian town (naturally not Ostend) I onoe saw the 
following notioe hung over the door of a washerwoman's establish- 
ment:— 

Anglian linge tooke here from 1 sou 
Short, cols, soaks, sleep-shert, pokets. 
I eet my hatt. 

The last sentenoe puzzled me for a long time. Finally I came to 
the conclusion that it was not intended so much to be a statement of 
actual fact as an enticement to English people, who would of course 
take all their washing to a lady commanding so gay and accurate a 
knowledge of an English eatoh-phrase. 

My third example of English as she is spoke is from a notioe 
issued by an out-of-the-way hotel in Italy, which had changed its 
management :— 

The nobles and noblesses traveller are beg to tell that the direction of this 
splendid hotel hare bettered himself. And the strangers will also find high 
comforting luxuries, hot cold water coffee bsth and all things of perfect 
establishment and at prices fixed. Table d'h6te best of Italy France every - 
were. Onclean linens is quick wash and every journals is buy for readers. 
Beds hard or soaft at the taste of traveller. Soaps every were plenty. Yery 
cheaper than other hotel. No mosquito no parrot no rat. 

And this (though the connection is not, at first sight, yery clear) 
brings me to the V iear of Sparkbrook. Only the other day he was 
presiding at a meeting held in aid of the funds of the Christ Church 
(Sparkbrook) Day Schools. Alluding to the importance of maintain- 
ing Churoh Sohools, he said (I quote from a Birmingham paper) that 
" though he did not want to touch on politics, he must express his 
thankfulness that they had a Government in power which was 
favourable to Churoh Schools, and which was pledged to construct, 
and not to destruct." The Vicar's feeling for emphasis is admirable. 
The sentence gains immeasurably in force by the perversion 
41 dc struct." Aid we ought to be specially grateful to him for re- 
fraining from the other alternative. 
If he had said, as it was open for 
him to say, "which was pledged 
not to destroy, but to oonstroy," 
the effect would have been terri- 
ble. 

I was staying at a London hotel 
a short time ago and had occasion 
to write a letter in the publio read- 
ing-room. Sitting down to one of 
the writing-tables and opening the 
portfolio I found that a previous 
occupant hadleft in it an unfinished 
letter which, with all necessary 
apologies, I here transcribe in full : 

My darling Harry,- I am fading 
like a flower deprived of its natural 
nourishment without you, my darling, 
my own little smperpop 

Now what, in the name of Dr. Samuel Johnson, can a " sniper- 
pop" be P 




How shall I name you P Darling, 
dove, 
Partridge (or any other bird) 
Are not the names I seek, my 
love; 
I want just one caressing word, 



In vain I turn the lexicon, 
The word I want is not yet 

made. 
Must I entreat, to ease my 

pain. 
Divine Philology in vain P 

Ah. little nowadays it boots 
To imitate primeval man ; 

Our Aryan ancestors had roots 
With which to formulate their 
plan. 



They used them all— they had 

their fun— 
And left us not a single one. 

Yet, oh my Harby, something 

tells [succeed— 

Your own she may, she must 

What 's this P Yes, yes, ring out 

the bells ; [I 'm freed. 

From grief s dark thunder-cloud 

No longer shall I droop or drop— 

Eureka, "little Sniperpop." 



One word which, whether old or 

new, [you. 

Shall prove my depth of love for 

Without it all my power is gone, 
Without my own I feebly fade : 



If the Newcastle Daily Journal I read that " for some time a 
certain amount of feeling has existed at Graworook on the question 
of horse-shoeing." This culminated in a challenge by Joseph 
Delafield to George Lath ah, both these gentlemen being master 
blsokimiths. A match for £5 was soon made, " each man to shoe the 
foot of a draught-horse in the quickest and best style." Here there 
must be some mistake, since if each man did the job in the quickest 
and best style, the result obviously must be a dead heat However 
"the match commenced on Saturday morning at the shop of Lathak. 
After Lathak finished his work, which oooupied forty-three minutes, 
the horse was driven to the shop of Delapiblu, who ocounied forty- 
one minutes in the operation. Large crowds were on the spot to 
witness the match. Mr. John Chapmaic of Whittonstali, the judge, 
gave his decision in favour of Lathajt." 

There is something very snorting and attractive about all this. 
One man wins the match, the other can console himself by the 
reflection that he had two minutes the better of it on time. There 
seems to have been no grumbling, and (although the fact is not 
stated) I have no doubt the parties met at an enthusiastic dinner in 
the evening and toasted the good old English sport of hone-shoeing. 
The authorities at Oxford and Cambridge might do worse than 
institute a horse-shoeing competition between teams of under- 

S'aduates, who would of oourse strike blue nails into blue shoes with 
ue hammers. A "blazer" would be particularly appropriate to 
such a contest. 

OUR FASHION LETTER. 

{Extracted from the " Poppleton College Gazette.") 

Deajl Thomas,— As September advances, the wave of fashion is 
onoe more filling our best academies, so that a few hints as to the 
latest modes may well be of service to you. Have you seen the new 
double pocket P It is quite chic. It is constructed simply enough by 
making a large hole in the side-pockets of your coat, thereby you will 
find there is an useful space beneath the lining, in which suon neces- 
sary trifles as a lump of toffee or a Jew's-harp can be oomfortably 
disposed of. Buttons will not be much worn, especially as the term 
advances. It is rumoured that Fobkbr major has gone into tails ; and 
if this be true, probably others will follow his example before long. 

My old friend Richard — a well-known connoisseur in such 
matters— strongly recommends the new confectioner's shop near the 
school. The Turkish Delight sold there is quite admirable, I am 
told, and a single bar of the stick-jaw, if used carefully, will last for 
an entire day. Talking of shopping, I have been to the bookseller's 
lately. What a misfortune it is that the publishers do not issue 
Messrs. Bohn's Classical Library at a lower price ! The present one 
is almost prohibitive to those of us who wish to avoid a certain 
amount of drudgery, and to please our excellent pedagogues at the 
same time. 

Have you heard rumours of a boom in marbles P Hitherto one has 
aasooiafed the game with the lower classes, but I understand that 
two Upper-Fifth gentlemen were seen to plav it last week. If so, it 
will soon be widely popular. By the way, the report that Johnson 
minor is seriously ill is absurd. The truth of the matter is, that this 
daihing sportsman had undertaken to eat thirty oraoknels in ten 
minutes, without drink of any kind. The result— he lost by half a 
cracknel— was to cause him some temporary inconvenience, but he 
is now completely restored to health. 

Here are two recipes, which, I think, you will like :— 

1. Bacon d la Dormitory. Procure a piece of bacon, and cut it 
into strips. Impale these, one at a time, on a penholder, and frizzle 
them slowly over the dormitory gas. (Care should be taken that the 
tutor is out, as the fragranoe caused by the bacon is considerable.) 
When sufficiently done, ohop np with penknives, and serve hot. 
Condensed milk should be drunk with this dish. 

2. Marrons d la Poppleton. Place tome chestnuts between the 
bars of the fireplace. Do not break the skins. Presently the roasted 
nuts will fly into the room with a loud report, and much amusement 
will be caused if they happen to hit anybody on the face. They may 
then be picked up and eaten. Sherbet is an appropriate drink with 
which to accompany them. Yours ever, Williax. 
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SCRAPS FEOM CHAPS. 

AsTOF-ismve !— The Eng- 
lish Cup, won by the Aston 
Yilla Football Club last year, 
has been stolen. Between 
boots and football a strong 
affinity exists ; and it appears 
that a cordonnier, a member 
of the club, obtained a loan of 
the trophy, whioh ho proudly 
placed in This shop window. 
On a pedestal, in the midst of 
all sorts and conditions and 
sizes of shoes, it stood in sil- 
very splendour— a sovereign. 
as it were, o'er a kingdom of 
soles — and was the gaping 
admiration of the "idle pro- 
geny" of the neighbourhood, 
who, as is well known, evinoe 
ever an absorbing interest in 
all things appertaining to " the 
rolling circle's speed." And 
the knight of the Sooous and 
Cothurnus, the adept con- 
structor of Jessaxy's slipper 
atod Giles's " hobnailed,' r the 
owner of the store, lulled him- 
self to sleep singing "Dear 
little Boot-ercup, Sweet little 
Footer-cup " and dreamed that 
the goal of his ambition had 
been reached, and that he had 
reoeived the appointment of 
Sole? and Heeler Extraordi- 
nary to all the Football Clubs 
of the United Kingdom. But, 
alas! he awoke one morn to 
find that a burglary had been 
oommitted. and that the Cup 
had vanished! "It would 
appear," says the Liverpool 
Courier, "that the thieves 
wanted the cup for the value 
of its stiver!" Oh! impos- 
sible! Gentlemen who thus 
aoauire valuable articles of 
gold or silver do si not for the 




THE RETURN OF THE NATIVE. 

Tom. "Sax yb'vb gotten back, SahdebsI" 

Sanders. "'Dbd, ate. I 'vi just gotten back." 

Jamie. " An* hoo did 'e like London f " 

Sanders. "Od, ir's an ootlanduh place ton! Test tell't me 

THET 00ULDNA UNNEBSTAUN MA AWOOENT I " 

John. "AWOOENT! I NEVER HEARD TELL THAT FlFB FOLK HAD OVY 
AWOOENT ! u 



coarse gratifioationlof?an T at<r» 
sacra fames, but rather for 
the satisfaction of an artistio 
craving, a laudable desire to 
contemplate, in poetic solitude, 
the beauty of the objects. 



"BY PROXY." 

Mobjb lovely than the summer 

morn 
That floods with light a 

southern shore 
And smiles upon the yellow 

, oorn 
Thy sister is, sweet Lenobe ! 

And yet, Lbnobe, dost thou 

not guess [to thee, 

What draws me now from her 

What prompts mo thus thy 

hand to press, 
And from thy lips seek, Fate's 

decree P 
Call me not fickle; for Til love 
With fondness growing e'er 

more fond ; 
More tender be than gentle dove 
ToVrds her I prize .all else 
beyond. 

Dost thou not guess— or wilt 

thou not— 
Thethoaghtsthat inmy bosom 

dwell P- 
Then "lend mo all the ears 

you've got," 
And rU the mystery dispel: 

More lovely than the summer 

•ky 
Your sister is, whom I adore! 
I would propose— but I 'm too 

shy; 
Pray ask her for me, kind 
Lbnobe! 



Final "Valbtbie— Lon- 
don " Decision. — " Quoth 
Dun-Raven, ' Never more ! ' " 



"8EBMON8." 

Sib,— I have read some correspondence on this subject in the 
Daily Telegraph. Nothing very original. But, Sir, I must ask a 
question which I fancy wiu set denes and laymen a 
thinking. This is it : Why should not a successful 
sermon have a good long run t 

A play that makes a hit runs for weeks, for months, 
for years. Audienoes oome from all parts to hear and 
see it. They oome, too, by night, a most inconvenient 
time, and not by day. Now, why should it not be the 
same with a sermon P 

Let us suppose that the Rev. Mr. Silvebtbdkpet, 
of St. Simons Within-and- Without, preaches a first- 
rate sermon. For years past, popular preachers have 
been regularly advertised in the newspapers, and 
church-goers nave been accustomed to look out for 
announcements as to where Mr. Silvebtbumpbt, or 
any other popular preacher, is to appear and discourse. 
The actor, on tour, goes round with one play visiting 
different towns. Why not the preacher with one 
sermon t 

Perhaps the sotor has a repertoire acquired in oourse 
of time: so miaht it be with the preacher. That a good 
sermon, once delivered, should be lost, is as hard on 
the preaoher as that a good play should be performed 
for one night only, and then, "be heard no more! " 

My remedial suggestions are : first, let critic attend " first morn- 
ing" or "first afternoon" of a new sermon. Let him praise or 
condemn it. 

Secondly. No critics: but simply an advertisement under a 
column headed " Churches," announcing that Mr. Silvkbtbtopet 
or Mr. Desrhukfeb, or whoever it may be, with all his titles. 
Canon, Archdeacon, Bishop, Yicar, &c, &&, set out in full, will 
preach at such and such a time, at such and such a chuioh. Also, 
I think the title of the sermon should be given. There is sometimes 

vol. en. < 




an attraction in a title. Then, that sermon being a success, let it be 
thus advertised:— 

ST. SIMON'S WTTHIN-AND-WITHOUT.— The 
Rev. Mr. Sh.vbbtbdicpet's Sermon, entitled 
Charity ; or, How We Live Now, having aohieved 
an Enobmoub Success, will be repeated Evert Suit- 
day at 11.30 (or whatever the hour may be) until 
further notice. 

I maintain that, as there are crowds attracted from 
all parts daring two years to visit a theatre between 
the hours of seven and eleven nightly, in order to see 
an amusing or thrilling play, and a popular actor 
(likewise twice a week for matinSes), so, in like manner, 
there would be crowds to come from ail parts to hear 
a good sermon and see a popular preacher once, or 
even twice on Sandav. 

I remain, Sir, yours, A. Lambkik. 



Sib,— About sermons I have this to say, or sing,— 

A sermon for Sundays, oh ! preach, preach to me ! 

Let those who don't like it complain ! 
But should it delight me, the seats being free, 

I 'm likely to hear it again. 

Yours, Kkott Moobb. 



Pitch-ed Out.— A motion for the introduction of tar-macadam, 
instead of granite, as pavement for the Aberdeen streets, was rejected 
by the Town Council after a lengthy and lively discussion upon the 
subjeot. ' What really gave the coup de grdce to the cause of the 
Tar-maoadamites was a councillor's statement that " he had often 
got a wot foot in a tar-macadam street (' Hear, hear /')." This 
alarming assertion effectually " queered the pitch "—to use a slang 
expression-- for the would-be innovators, and a granite and dry feet" 
won the day by fourteen votes to nine. 
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MEDI/EVAL GUNNERY PRACTICE. 




THE FIRST SHOT. 



4%ti& m ^\> 




THE RESULT. 



POETIC LICENCE. 



Sir Lewis Morris describes the United States as :— 

She 
Who sits august and free, 
A crowned Commonwealth from tea to s?a." 

But why " crowned " P America will surely resent the monarchical 
suggestion. Might not this be more appropriate, Sir Lewis P :— 



Who owns the Big Couotree, 



She 



Where Niggers are, and Silver may be free, 

A dollmrM despotism, under three 

Great tyrants-" Boodle," " Lynch," and « Tammany." 

How 's that for high-falutin, mellifluous Morris ? 



S! 
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€tity Utarj Jebingjram. 

The young stewardess of the " lona" who met 
wi»h a terrible death on that ill-fated vessel 
in the heroic effort to rescue a child. 

[" She was such a rood girL She wu so happy in 
her new work, and bleed the sea."— Her Mother.] 

OiriT M a Gateshead girl," whose name, 
Though loved, was all unknown to fame, 

Until that testing morn, 
That moment fierce of sudden fear ; 
To-day to English hearts as dear 

As English girl hath home ! 

That awful instant set it fair 
Amongthe records high and rare 

That glorify our State. 
A girl's heart simple, cheerful, fond, 
To desperate duty oould respond, 

In the great moment, great. 

What more have History's heroes done P 
Or with what readier valour won 

The golden meed of Fame P 
Only charred ashes left to sight! 
But on the immortal scroll we write 

Another gentle name. 

Such a good girl I And loved the sea I 
white-cliff d isle, while such as she 

Light a poor English home. 
The Viking blood, the Nsxson strain 
No fateful hour shall seek in vain 

To serve thee on the foam. 



AS THE LAW SHOULD BE. 

{From " The Legal Intelligence " of ike Future. ) 

Mb. Justioe Punch then addressed the 
prisoner in the following words :— " Prisoner 
at the Bar, you have been rightly found guilty 
of ommitting the heinous crime of writing 
and causing to be published a pernicious form 
of composition known as a * Penny Dreadful' 
The jury who have tried you have had no 
trouble in coming to the conclusion that you 
are solely responsible for the fearful results 
that have followed the appearance of your 
latest contribution to criminal literature. Had 
not Red-handed Bob left the printers there is 
every reason for believing that the manor- 
house would have never Been burnt down, 
and that poor Mrs. Smith would have been 
still hale and hearty. Kay more, the twenty- 
seven burglaries and fifty-six other crimes of 
even a yet more serious character would in 
all human probabilities have never been com- 
mitted. For all this terrible work you are 
primarily responsible. In days gone by you 
would have escaped the appropriate penalty 
of your wickedness. But now that the Per- 
nicious Story Punishment Aet has become 
the law of the land. I have the power, as I 
have long had the will, to treat you with be- 
coming severity." His Lordship then passed 
sentence in the customary torn. Later in 
the day the publishers and printers of Bed- 
Handed Bob were convicted of being acces- 
sories both before and after the xaot, and 
shared the fate of their colleague in iniquity. 

VIRG1NIBUS PUERISftUE. 

(A Bint to the Purveyors of Tainted Literary 

Food for Youth.) 

Thi varlet who vends unwholesome victual 

Is sharply punished, if caught in the act ; 
Whv should the scoundrel expect acquittal 

Who sells bad books to our boys P Sadfact! 
We know that youth loves not goody boring, 

That little pigs have no relish for pearls ! 
But where's the excuse for foul garbage 
pouring 

In innocent souls of our boys and girls P 




" Look hire, Sohxumpbivhaqbn, you must help us at oub Smoking Cokoibt. 
plat thb fluib, dox*t you ? " "not vbbt dbbi ish ajtypotty apout." 

"HOW'S THAT?" "DEY VOsff LET MM I" 



You 



OBERLANDED A LA MODE. 

Up in railwav ; all Switzerland is now " up 
in railway." Revisiting simple spot opposite 
Jungfrau; here twenty years ago. "Simple I" 
Eleotrio light; shops; telescopes: 
tourists everywhere! They sprawl 
on hillocks like Bank -holiday - 
Virginia- Waterers ! Just heard 
one ask waiter, "'Ow many feet 
are we 'ere above the seaP" "One 
ton sing eight 'undred mitres." 
"What's the good of meters P" 
What indeed P Eleotrio light 
everywhere. Everybody tele- 
scoping chamois, and buying pho- 
tographs; photographs chiefly of 
other places : all the same when 
you return home. Men attired 
like golfers ; women in gaiters ; 
exercise, principally shopping. 
Simple Switzeresses outside toy- 
booths, talk excellent English, 
but all in national costume. 
N.B. National oostume can be 
purchased. 



There used to be only half an inn here; 
there are now five hotels, with a beer- 
garden, and inevitable casino. Dancing every 
night Like to watch fair, fat, sentimental 
German waltzing solemnly. Elderly Darby of 
Albion, too. capering the newest 
ihuffles and r ev erses, would sur- 
prise his wife Joan t at home. 

I was glad to let him return to the 
primitive little place I remember 
on our honey moon." That is what 
s he thinks. Climbing! Not a bit 
of it! Most here, when fagged out 
with shopping, take guide and por- 
ter up the "Shamhora." Therefsa 
"Shamhorn" album now wherein 
proud mountaineersexhibit flights 
of fancy in their records that one 
could never guess from their ooun- 
tenances. At table d'h6te not a 
few of Svenoali's opinion, that 
"only the dirty want to wash," 
But the water is superb ! so are 
the Alps. Yet am I Obcrlanded, 
and must go lower to feel higher. 





OUR OWN TORRIST IN NORTH DEVON. 

Mem. at Ilfraeombe.— Capital boating and fishing here. Likewise 
plenty of stoamering. Lovely soenery everywhere about in this 
neighbourhood for pedestrians, equestrians, "carriage-folk," and 
1 donkey-chaise people. Special mem. for 
,\ equestrians and drivers ;— M Hire on the 
*jK>t % " whioh sounds like some direction at 
billiards, but is meant for advice to riders 
and drivers. Picturesque oaves on coast 
to visit in rowing-boat, or in canoe which 
you can paddle yourself. With fair 
weather, and good waterproof, you can't 
be dull at Ilfraoombe. 

Mem.— " For outward application only." 
Before starting for a long and genuinely 
oountry walk, put in your pocket a water- 
«^^ j n.* iV JP™* sponge wrapper. It occupies no 
space, and, Hie an objectionable person in a small party, is always 
there to be sat upon. Strong crook-handled stick with pointed fer- 
rule indispensable. 

• 

Were Ilfraoombe a Frenoh watering-place, how delightful it could 
be made. Imagine the restaurants, the dejeuners d la fourchette. 
under oover in bad weather, out in the open air in fine ; the good 
banda; the ©anno: the fabUssement, with excellent reading and 
writing-rooms, billiard tables, library, first-rate oonoerts and fair 
dramatic performances ; petite chevauz, petite soupers alfresco, and 
every possible opportunity afforded for enjoying life en ptein air. 

2 propos of restaurants, therS i*s a splendid ohanoe for starting a 
first-rate Frenoh hotel in Ilfraoombe. with well-devised gardens, and 
at such a superb height, that while it would be open to all the most 
refreshing breezes— for it is impossible to feel the full benefit of 
these m the valley— yet would it be warm and ooay during the 
coldest months, of which, in an ordinary yeir with well-regulated 
seasons, there cannot be many. 

Ilfraoomberg boast that the snow does not lie in these parts. I 
nope the Ilfraoombers who gave me this information are, so far, 
bke the snow. 

Of course there are golf links. *The links-eye'd golf man looks out 
for these at once, and though he has got 
to go some little distance for them, there 
they are— at last Equally of course 
there is lawn tennis, and plenty of it 
dose at hand. A shilling an hour: 
41 net profits." 

* 

Per Steamboat j5o* Tenby.— Tenby 3s 
desonbed on some of the excursionist 
handbills as " The Naples of Wales." 
Jf Tenby, is the Naples of Wales, then 
Margate is the Monte Carlo of Kent 

Tenby Pier being in process of con- 
struction, there is no landing exoept in 
small boats, of whioh there appears to be 
a better supply than is usual on such 
excursions. But as even these boats cannot be inn ashore with their 
\Z3EI* a v? 2? ^ v BW YH t a ™ 8 of boatmen extended to carry 
ladies, and boatmen's broad shoulders on which gentlemen, unable 
towade, can ride piok-a-baok. Anyone over fifteen stone had better 
rematn on board. 




. A guide-book, written by Mr, and Mrs. S. C. HAXL-names held 
!SiTf^lT Wmemb ?^ l0e Si ^orities on Irish legends- describes 
S^J^°i Tenby Z* bjW v *or the greater portion of the year warm, 
dry and bracing'' May be; was not there " for the greater portion 

jjmng Tenby with Hastings, Ventnor, and Torouay, that it, though 
M^'rt f 18 n ™^ess invigorating' ^ShouldS't have 
thought it But— very glad to hear it 

* 

•« #£» i&iftS* J$ T f5 by - *"* ***** *• ** ""^^ *** •» 

3 p in it after the aff-ojater eeaaon, we eaw an ogre-like gourmand 




Fromllfracombe to Lynton.— tie** Watermouth Castle. Lucky 
W atermonth ; quite enough to make one f s mouth water. 



Near Goombe-Martin is Hangman's Hill, where a sheep hanged a 
man for stealing him. 

* 

In the character of Mr. P.'s Own Inn-speotor I venture to pro- 
nounce the Valley of Bocks Hotel at Lynton delightful. Here 
everything is unpretentiously English, and even the waiters are not 
all foreigners. The supply of certain articles of food may on occa- 
sion run short (whioh ought not to happen), and consequently you 
©an only complain of what you donH get. very rarely of what you do. 
The other hostelnes may be equally good, but of these Mr. P.'s Own 
Inn-speotor, being un-ubiquitous, cannot speak from experience. 

The Valley of Books Hotel is so-oalled because it is not in the 
valley but high up, and thence you can go down by the easiest possi- 
ble descent, i.e. per water-worked tram-way to Lynmouth. and so 
remount Here we go up up up, and here we go down down down 0, 
all day at threepence a head per journey, reduction on taking a 
quantity of tickets, not persons. 

^ A 1 !? ^ ew oomes in my complaint I do not know what numbers 
this "ascenseur" will carry with safety, but that it oan not carry 
more than twenty, all told, inside and out with anything like com- 
fort, L not being "Your Fat Contributor." will honestly affirm. 
Whether the proprietorship is in the hands of a company, or in those 
of 8ir Tit Bit Newfes is of no importance. If Sir T. B. N. has the 
sole management, he may be trusted in future to look after this 
'factlts descensus " well and wisely. 

* * 
The drivers of the Ilfraoombe four-horsed coaches are all good 
whips; not showy, but otrefuL Pretty sight to see Copp's maiL 
the Defiance, brought at a trot between the two gate-posts, and tooled 
round the small lawn up to the Valley of Books Hotel. Lynton. 
N.B. Put your name down early for box-seat in Coppy-book. 

Notice that the Defiance guard is a master of horn blowing. He 
tootles most of the popular tunes of the day with windy wanations, 
humourously causing deep bellowing bass notes to issue from the 
instrument whanavar iha nna/ih im MaoSno* hxr • finM /vf *•++!* TV« 



instrument whenever the ooaoh is passing by a field of cattle. The 
unfair advantage of these animals, as their peculiarity 

10 horns, then art unahU in rtturn th* hlnttt / 



guaru T8>K08 an W«m buvmiu^oui uivbu ammtiui, m uavir ikj 

being to have no horns, they are unable to return the blow ! 



Plenty of bathing ; well managed*: might be much better. Advice 
grabs for "bain de toa*".— Take a boat, 
towels, spirit lamp, oan of fresh water, &c, 
&c., discover natural bathing place on coast, 
snugly fixed up among the rooks,— and there 
you are. Don't forget to have with you refresh- 
ments for after bath. 

It grieves me to be compelled to quit Dfra- 
oombe just as the real sport is beginmag. I do 
not allude to the North Devon Stag Hounds, but 
to the arrival of September wasps, and very fine A 
automnanats. This morning had a glorious run * 
over tables and chairs, killing the wily wasp in 
the open, that is, on the window pane, with a 
slipper. Luokily "pane forte et dure." or there A Bathing Cove 
would have been smashery. Cut off his sting, if possible, with 
purpose of presenting it to youngest lady of party. Killed a second, 
but less wily wasp. Ban him to earth in jam pot A third, whioh 
entered by the door, after a rapid burst through the hall, showed 
some fine sport, and on ratting away in the open (window), went 
to ground somewhere in the rose bushes, when the pursuers, armed 
Sn™f tJfb' tl i5P er8 » *°^ lW^-kaives, gave up the pursuit, and 




Later in the day killed a splendid gnat with very big head and 
. Quite a pantomime gnat. Send him as specimen to 



large wings. ^„„ ^^ __„ _ w±r __ ^ 

Sir ATjerarus DnuBioLAitm Useful as model for " property gnat " 
at Christmas. Or, nail him to wall, as warning to other gnats. 

Final Note. , — Ilfraoombe ought simply to be perfect Spare 
mendly criticism, and you help to spoil the place. But I say to 
the I. L C, in all friendliness, addressing them in French, " know- 
ing the language,'' like Jeames, "Messieurs, fai raison, moi; vous, 
—voue avez Torre." And now, I am off to Cromer. 



"Itebum Crispiot8 I "— Bravo Sims Beeves! Suocum to the 
front again, the evening shirt-front, inviting Maud for a stroll with 
mm in the garden, as fresh as ever I Glad to hear that in addition to 
'Torn Bawling," and out of compliment to the modern furore for 
cricket, Srjrirnic u going to produce, from his oheet, a new song en- 
titled WtH Batting," which is to be dedicated to " W. GK^But 
bnimuM, our prime tenor, wiU make it a duet, and singit with 
Grace. Tinst soon to hear that Simmum wiU give us \*The Lost 
Ball," M a oompanion to "The Lost Chord." 
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CABBY; OR REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

(By "Hansom Jack.") 
No. V.— ••GOING DOWN"— THE RACES— UPS AND DOWNS. 

"Qoimdown?" Not this year. Bin laid up with the Flo, like my 

betters, and still feel a little bit sguiff y, 
But when I am fit and 'aye just art a onarnee of a ran down to 

Epsom* I 'm on in a jiffy. 
Lor! 1 ow many times 'aye I drnv to the Derby, in all sorts o' 

oumpny, 'igh, low, and jest mejnm ; 
And seen some queer games, too ! Well, say wot yer like, it 's a 

'oliday bust, and it breaks the year's tejum. 

Tejum 's the doose, if yon arsk me; and dnlness does hooeans more 

'arm than the pious ones reckon. 
It 's iest when mernotony gives yer the 'ump that you 're open to any 

bad biz as may beckon. 
Grey flatting constant will set you a longing to paint the town red, 

jest by way o' variety : 
Leastways, it's so with a Cabby, /know, and no doubt it 's the same 

in more toppin' Soeierty. 

Ah ! I remember old Kenninrton toll-gate afore 'twos removed. 

Oh! thejams and the crushes! 
Onoe tooled down a fine F. 0. clerk, young and smart, with the pootiest 

paroel o' blue silk and blushes, 
'Amper 0. K., Larrvnargers had libbitum, fizz up to Dick, and a 

somethinkjpoete, 
like laylooks, laburnums and mayblossom in it, as made 'me— a 

mere nipper then— symperthetio. 

To see 'im a whisking the dust from 'er bonnet, arf tender, arf 
sorey, an' 'er 



To bridle up proud and becoming, was poety. Whose money, 

thought 1, my young nabs are you spending. 
'E parted like water, and backed 'em a buster ; and Mowed if I 

shouldn't with them heyes upon me. 
Dunno if '* spotted a winner, /didn't ! But 'ow they enjoyed it ! 

'Er smile reglar won me. 

Whea young 'uns is sweet 'uns, and sweet 'uns high-bred 'uns, it 
f etches me, somehow, to tee 'em philander, 

They do it so dainty, an' sorter respekf uL Bill Boon, 'e says 
I 'm a cackling old gander. 

All right, bilious Billy T You 'ye druv lovey-doveys of all sorts and 
rinks till you 're verjuice an' sorrel, 

But these weren't no Monday Bank 'Ohday Mashers, or shop-sweet- 
hearts out on the sooop, that'* a moraL 

Well, oloie to the Stand a old heagle-beaked buffer was doing the 

nice to a dregful of toppers, 
And one 'awk-nosed duchess, as yaller as mustard, with hoptica 

suggestive of bile or 'ot coppers, 
Dropped lamps on our little turn-out. Oh, Jemimer! I'm sure 

red-'ot needles was simply not in it, 
A savage old Pater, a jealous Miss Goldbags, and— husl Oh! I 

twigged the whole game in a minnit 

Quite spiled my smart cab as a dove-oote that day. Druv 'ome 

rather late, and a trifle less cheerful, 
Him wondrous perlite, but,— welL wandering-eyed, an 9 'er with the 

least little touch of the tearful. 
For me, I'd the 'umjp, though 'e paid like a prince. Didn't see 

them again not till twenty year after ; 
And then— well it gave me the doldrums somehow, though Bill 

Boobb declared that it moved '»m to laughter. 

'J? druv me and Bill to the Derby ! We'd dubbed for a friendly 

drag down. Bill an 9 me, and some others, 
And poor young F. 0. was our whip! 'E 'd gone badgery slightly, 

alone; not ox years but of bothers, 
/knew 9 %m at onoe, and I think 'e twigged 

a sign, only looked grave and civil. 
And when Billy stood 1m a drink, 'e I 

guess was a flash o* the devil 



but 'e made ne'er 
\ bowed low, just to 'ide what I 



I never let on, but addressed 'im respekful, and jest touched my 'at 

when we parted. Says Billy, 
•* You 're mighty perlite on the suddent, young Snapshotter ! " 

Well, I may be sentimental or silly, 
But /often spekylate 'ow them two fare, and if I '11 ever see them 

again: if thev 're married. 
I've tooled lots v pairs to the Derby sinoe then, and I tell you come 

curious couples I've carried. 



A brace o 9 young Sheenies as slep all the way, a 'Eathen Chinee 

with a helderly lydy 
Distributin' tracks; two hevangelist singers, as plump as Jsx 

Smith, and as black as Man Friday ; 
But if I poss e ss e d this 'ere clarevoyong power I'd try it upon 

Cremorne's year and that oouple. 
Wioh makes Billy say I'm as young as I was then, at 'art— though 

I mayn't be so nimble and supple. 




I approve of engage- 
no amusement 



& 




LBTTEBS TO A FIANCfeB. 

_. ADY 

ments— one 
time 

but that, after all. is of small im] 
ments in the abstract; I know a 
more harmless nor more agreeable for a young 
girl; and from my own experience I shall be de- 
lighted to assist you, with any little hints in my 
power, towards making the course of true love run 
as smoothly as possible. 

You have not described Abxhub very clearly— 
I am supposing, for the sake of argument, that 
lis name is Abxhub ; in your agitation you did not 
tell me his name, but I think you are the sort of girl 
who would be in love with the sort of man who 
would be oalled Abthub)— you have not. I say, told 
me much about him ; but from your letter I gather 
the following suggestive facts :— 

L You were made for each other. 

A simple and self-evident proposition— it needs no 
comment. 

II. He never loved anyone but you! Except 
once, many years ago; and he ha* told you all about it quite 
frankly* She was unworthy of him ; and married Another. 

Now I have no doubt whatever, Gladys, that you are quite 
jealous of this person of whom he has told yen, quite frankly, 
and who was unworthy of him, and married Another. I wish I 
oould convince you of the fact that there is no one in the world so 
little dangerous to you as the person to whom he has grown in- 
different. Fear rather the girls he doesnH know, the women he will 
meet, the charming people to whom ho has just been introduced, the 
cousins he has never made love to ! The past can not be the rival of 
the present : the future may. But this is a subject on which argu- 
ment is of no avail. Reason retires, snubbed: and retrospective 
sensitiveness remains. Now come his faults :— 

IIL He does not Uke the way you do your hair, and he has a book 
of dried flowers with their names written above thetn in Latin and 
violet ink, and he shows them to you when he comes to tea. 

These appear to be his only defects. I can understand that they 
cause you some anxiety, but with care I trust in time they may wear 
off. Like Buffok the naturalist (is it Burro* P) or somebody, I 
have, from stray bones, so to speak, to reconstruct, in imagination, 
the entire animaL My impression of him is somewhat vague, but on 
the whole satisfactory. It is charming of him to go home and write 
to you the instant he has left you— I think it only right, of course— 
when people meet every day they have a great deal more to write 
about than if they saw each other occasionally. One thine; in your 
letter pozzled me. He has been oalled to the Bar, but he did not go. 
beo&ose he had onoe been thinking of being a clergyman and he had 
conscientious scruples about the law. What can you mean P I am 
quite at a loss, but sinoe you say it was very noble of him and you 
love him all the more, I suppose it is all right You say his 
father has a maddening way of taking you a side and asking 
you in general to '* use your influence " with Abthub. He never 
says what about, but gives forth irritating platitudes about " a 
woman's tact" and "gentle feminine persuasion." You are quite 
right to agree at onoe and not ask for an explanation, as it would 
keep you away from Abthub longer, and it doesn't matter in the 
least. 

It is very curious about the day Abthub went shooting and told 

nhe had shot two braoe of grouse, and you found out afterwards 
as not true, he had shot thirteen. You ask me "how you should 
act." and say von have as vet " taken no steps in the matter." 

Of oourse, if you find him out in a little fib and let him know it, 
he will think you have a horribly suspicious nature and be rather 
disgusted at your want of trustfulness ; on the other hand, if you 
don't show it, he will think you extraordinarily stupid and easily 
daped. I think if I were you, I should whenever the subject is 
alluded to, pin on an enigmatio smile and be silent. This will be 
quite sufficient punishment for the boastfulness of his modesty. 
Write soon again. I am glad Abthub is to good to his sisters 
husband. A good brother-jn-law always makes an excellent flancf. 

Mabjobib. 



With congratulations and every good wish, 

Your affectionate friend, 

D i g i t i zed by VJ 



Qi. 
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Q. E. D. 

"Hqw rjnr tou ark, Erra I Looxnra at tovrsilf in thk Glass I" 

" Fau, Aust Emma? Mm tain/ Why I don't think mtsilf haw as Good-looking as I bsallt am I" 



NOT THE CHEESE! 



- (By an Old-fashioned Fellow. ) 

[" I would buy ' Cheshire/ if I could get it ; but I cannot. For vein I 
have been doing Durioess in most parts of the country . . . and I have nardly 
ever seen a Cheshire cheese."— "Fromaoe" in the correspondence oh "English 
Cheese " in the "Daily New*"] 

So they 'ye found it out at last, Ihe ether fellows, 
The mystery that for years I have bewailed I 

The cheese thst with long keeping merely mellows, 
The good " Old Cheshire." from our marts has failed ! 

You cannot get it now for love or money, 
That fair, and fine, and flavoursome old stuff, 

With it* amber glow as warm as virgin honey- 
So different from the Yankee's s »apy huff! 

Don't talk to me of fine Canadian Cheddar, 
Of Glotter, or of Dutch, or shams like these ; 

They may he oheaper. greasier, yellower, redder. 
But they're none ox 'em a patch on Cheshire Cheese I 

Why, I used to munoh it every day at luncheon ;— 

'Twas lovely with a glass of amber ale! 
Now a chunk as hard as any Bobby's truncheon, 

As dry as yellow soap, and just as pale, 
They give me when I ask 'em for Old Cheshire, 

Or a olammy stuff oalled Gray ere— all in holes. 
Ah ! M a crust of bread-and-obeese " was once a pleasure 

To honest appetites and English souls. 
I can do with Wiltshire, Dorset, Double Giostcr, 

Or even good old Stilton at a pinch. 
But the modern " Cheshire" Cheese is an impostor, 

From whose muokiness malodorous I flinch. 

What the dickens have they been and gone and done with it P 

The foreigner has mucked our market up, 
And it seems to me he 's simply having fun with it. 

Cheese hard as any steel shot from a Krupp, 
Or soft and green and oozy as a swamp is, 

They give me, with some oomic crack jaw name. 
But the^e foreign frauds— like Caesars and like Pompeys— 

In nastiness seem pretty much the same. 
The smell of 'em— sometimes— is something horrid. 

They are limp, and locomotive, and— oh, there 1 



The thought of 'em makes me go chill or torrid, 
Whether Gruyere, or Roquetoit, or Camembert I 

Then the Yankee with his tendencies Titanio 

Has sacrificed prime cheese to speed and bulk. 
Now they say that in our msrkets there is pinio ; 

That luckless dairy farmers shake and sulk. 
Well upon my Alfred David /don't wonder 

If " Cheddar" oheese is rotting by the ton ; 
For our worship of mere bigness is a blunder 

And I only hope the reign of it is done. 
Bat why should nby hood's " Cheshire Cheese" delirious - 

Like good old Ribstone pippins— fail and cease ? 
Of modern " Cheshire " I am most suspicious, 
. And whatever it may be, it 's not " the oheese " ! 



An Asinine Pkbfobmahce.— A certain gallant and deservedly 
popular colonel, whose love of politics is, perhaps not quite so 
fervent as his fondness for race-horses and greyhounds, has recently 
turned his attention to another and comparatively novel form of 
sport This takes the shape of an asinus doctus—% learned, or ac- 
complished, donkey—" who can he matched at jumping, eating, and 
drinking, or all three, against any other member ox his tribe in the 
world," and the erudite animal gave, for the oolonel's behoof, a 
private exhibition of his attainments in the grounds attached to an 
hotel in Norton. First. Ned jumped a 5ft 6in. bar " without any 
apparent effort : " then he devoured an ounoe of twist tobacco and 
half-a-pound of bacon with equal ease, but the thirst provoked by 
the latter comestible had to be assuaged by a quart of ohampagne 
which he "put away" with great promptitude and gusto. Re- 
freshed with wine he further proceeded to snow a dean pair of heels 
to a pony in a steeplechase, winning easily—" ears down " in fact 
Finally, with a fox- terrier dog as his jockey, he galloped round an 
orchard. The colonel was muoh pleased with the entertainment, 
and well he might be. There is a brilliant career in store for that 
donkey on the variety stage : or even in Parliament, where he might 
•• command the applause ox listening senates," while adorning the 
Hibernian benches as, of course. Member " for Bray." 
Bedsd ! here v s a leader, ye sons o* Killtrney 



Begorrah ! ye *11 not find a better I '11 lay. 
.Inn hould all yer braggin' and blusterin' blarney. 
And take a few hints from the Mimber for Bray i 
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VIVA ITALIA! 

Binunu {to Italia). "HEARTILY I WISH YOU WELL! BE 'LESS VISIONARY/ AND 4 MORE PRACTICAL 1 !" 

( M Hie financial condition of Italy in the last degree unsatisfactory and unsound, the Boman question ever looming in the horaon, and the 
certainty of internal dissension continuing to develop, must necessarily Blast all (air prospects for peace and prosperity in the young nation, towards 
which England has been inclined to look with sympathetic regard and almost maternal anxiety/'— Vide Daily Telegraph, Sept. 16, " The Raneem 
of Home." 

" An enormous debt has been run up, and the financial position of Italy has been damaged by the magnificent aims of her rulers." — Timee, Sept. 21.] 
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I/ILE DE WIGHT. 

J. Monsieur Punch. 

Deab Mistee,— After to have as- 
sisted at the Congress of Geographs at 
London I eome of to make a little 
voyage tPagrhnent—* voyage of agree- 
ment—to the Island of Wight. I am 
gone to render visit to one of my 
english friends who inhabits Sandown. 
I go not to tell you his name, that 
would be to outrage the privacy of 
your "Home, sweet home/ 1 I shall 
oall him "Smith." Ah. le brave 
garcon—lhe brave boy ! Eh well, this 
good Smith he invites me at him— 
ehet fat, how say you P— and I part 
from London by a beautiful morning 
of August, and I arrive to Ports- 
mout. See there the Island of Wight 
in f aoe ! I traverse the tea in packet- 
boat. I arrive to Bide, and, in fine, to 
Sandown. Tiens, see there the brave 
Smith on the quay of the station 1 I 
would wish to embrace him. Bat no ! 
We are in England. I go to give him 
a shake-hands. Voild tout. And he 
eonduots me to his house, and I see 
there Madame, who is charming, and 
his ohilds, Ah, the dear little ohilds. 
Bat I sneak not of them, because all 
that is the " Home, sweet home," and, 
as one says in english, the cattle of the 
Englishman is in his house. 

Sandown is a little town, enough 
coquette, very well placed at the border 
of the sea. In effect, there is a plage % 
a promenade, a jetie. It is not pre- 
cisely the plage of Trouville^ the pro- 
menade of Oatende ; but it is enough 
agreeable. Only, at place of the 
pretty little cabins, the tents, so 
charming, so ooqnette, there is some 
drolls of things, some boxes on wheels, 
which one calls " bathings machines." 
Oh, is, la! I mock myself of them. 
And of more! The ladys and the 
gentlemans can not to bathe them- 
selves together. They are there, all 
near the one of the other, but not 
together. Ah ?<? } c'estipatantJ Me 
I march all gaily in the water towards 
the ladys; I am in my oostume of 
bath, all that there is of most as he 
must— de plus eomme H faut, how say 




fyt.^ A; /' 



"DADDY'S WAISTCOAT!" 

{Sketched from Lift in Drury Lane.) 



youP Whea a man in a little boat 
agitates the arms, and ories himself, 
"Hi there!" that is to say, " JK tt- 
eot/"— and still of more which I 
comprehend not And my friend 
Smith he ories to me also, and he 
agitates the arms l and, in fine, I com- 
prehend that it is defended. What 
droll of idea ! 

One day there is the rtgates— the 
regattas. We go all on the little pier, 
and I see the Duokunt. the Watter- 
polo, the Greasepol. An, it is of the 
most amusing* I On the promenade 
there is the musicians, who play of the 
organ, of the banjo ; also the singers 
that you call "nigers." They are 
there all together, and one hears the 
valse, the hymn, the song of the Coffee 
Concert, all at the time. There is also 
a man who walks himself on some stilts. 
Se is very droll, and the assistance— 
r assistance — laughs much. Me I 
laugh as the other spectators. The 
evening there is a fire of artifice, and 
the little town is of the most gay. 
There is some " set-pieces," as one calls 
them, and I read " Welcome to our 
Visitors." That is very polite; I offer 
my thanks to Misters the Monioipal 
Councillors of Sandown. And there is 
one other which I see hardly, I see bat 

" Saooess to ." My friend Smith 

tells to mo that it is "Saooess to our 
Saloon Bar." That may be. But he 
is blagueur this Smith, he pleasant* 
— plaieante, how say your— some- 
times. 

A vra% dire— to true to say— San- 
down is well agreeable, above all when 
he makes fine. Et ilfaisait un temps 
superbe—hb was making a superb time. 
As to the other parts of the Islaod of 
Wight, I go to speak you of them in 
" fetf 



one other letter, 

Agree, &c, 



Augusts. 



The Beohuanaland potentate visiting 
our shores is voted by all " a jolly good 
fellow," and is generally admitted to 
be what, in Parisian parlance, is known 
as a bon Khama-raae. 



'Jewell's Apology."— Paste. 



PUNCH TO THE RUGBY UNION. 

( M ProfesrionalismUmegaL , '--J?r»<"JVwX<wp w 
adopted by the Rugby Union 'or the control of 
Rugby FootbmlL] 

Bowlaed Hill, and gentlemen all, 
Thanks for your efforts to " keep up the ball " 
Oat of the Moneygrub's sordid slime ! 
" Professionalism" and " Broken Time" 
Wanted the touch of a vigorous hand 
To keep the Amateur Football Band 
From the ereedy dutch of the spirit of trade 
And speculation, alas ! arrayed 
In spoil-sport fashion against true sport, 
On turf and river, in course and court. 
Keep it up, gentlemen ! Let not the shame 
Of money-greed mar one more grand English 



•'The New Womam" at the Lyceum, 
i.e.. Mrs. Patbigk Campbell as Romeo- 
Robertson's Juliet. Heartily can we "pat 
Campbell" on her delicate shoulder for her 
rendering of her share in the "Balcony 
Scene." That "The Campbells are comina/' 
we all know; but whether this particular 
Campbell, " of that Ok," has yet ''arrived " 
is the question on which we shall have more 
to say^'in our next" Soanieally, satisfac- 
tory. Dramatically, doubtful. 



UGLY. 

(A Pendmt to a pretty little "pome" eaUed 
"Pretty? by "Janet.") 

An ngly little artist had an ugly little dream, 
Of an ugly little world built on an ngly little 

scheme: [tried 

He took up his little pencil and incontinently 
To make ugly little pictures of that world so 

uglified. 

He drew ugly little figures just like evil little 
imps, [shrimps, 

With ugly little bodies of the hoe of parboiled 

With ugly little faces of a subterhuman sort. 

Each a dark Gehenna phantom or unnatural 
Stygian "sport" 

He limned ugly little mannikins as pale as 
tallow dips, [under lips, 

And ugly unsezed women with protuberant 

With ugly scarlet tresses, or with sable 
porters'-knots, 

And with noses like a satyr's, and with eyes 
like inky blots. 

He daubed ugly little backgrounds, all as 

meaningless as mud, 
And uaiy little sunsets all suggesting fire 



And ugly little arabesqaes which little seemed 

to mean, [and unclean. 

Tet were oommonly suggestive of the cruel 

Then that ugly little artist kicked up ngly 

little heels, 
And indulged in grim grimaces, and in grae- 

some little squeals, 
And he cried, " Hooray ! On Loveliness shall 

man no longer feast. 
I have proved that Art's true subject is not 

Beauty, but— the Beast I " 



MBS. MAMMON. 



[Ooe of the latest journalistic attractions is said 
to be M finance made easy "—for ladies !] 

WhatP Finance made easy for ladies P— 

If that 's the last oonquest of Mammon! 
" Sweet home" may henceforth be a Hades, 

Domestic enjoyment mere gammon. 
To babies, and bonnets, and kisses 

'Tis sacred; and 'twere a pity, 
To find our fair matrons and misses 

Devoted to " Funds" and " the City." 
Let home be all innocent honey ; 

With (she) Bulls and Bears do not rend it. 
All women should know about money 

Is what they know now— how to spend it ! 
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PSYCHOPHILOPHRENOPHYSIOGNOMY. 

(Some further WrinkUs by an Amateur Delineator.) 



[" A hint as to the manner you look at people, when delineation 
them for your own purpose, to that they ehoula not be cognisant 
you are taking mental notes. Keyer stare at anyone straight in the 
fare ; and if whilst looking you should oateh your subject's eye, 
quickly avert your gase without moving to something about them 
that they may be wearing, or to the next person ; you may for the 
moment appear to be looking into vacancy, or making a mental 
calculation, without staring; at anything in particular." — Fro- 
jeseor 0., in a weekly journal] 

To be a tuooessful delineator you should cultivate the art 
of squinting. Do this readily and naturally, without any 
apparent effort This completely baffles the subject, for 
even if yon catch hie eye, you may safely defy him to oateh 
yours. Beside, it economises time. In a crowd yon can 
often thus kill two birds with one stone, or stony stare. If. 
however, nature has denied you this accomplishment, instead 
of fquinting, you may wink the other eye. But this is 
sometimes misconstrued, as it has a rawer challenging 
effect. You may find yourself (if the subject is a lady) 
head over ears in a flirtation— or in a somersault down the 
stairs -aooording to oiroumstanoes, before you know where 
you are. 

Aoouire the habit of taking physiognomical snap-shots. 
Praotiee this until, by merely glancing at a person in a good 
light for. say the twentieth of a seoond, you can secure a 
mental pioture of his or her character, habits, and hobbies. 
Ton can develop and intensify, if necessary, these useful 
little views at home, bringing out further details as to the 
subject's bank-balaooe, latest affaire de cceur, or number of 
first- ojufins-once-removed. All these noints can be eluci- 
dated with a little patience and imagination. 

Always, in conversing with a ohanoe aoquaintanoe you 
may meet in the street, gase steadily at the brim of his hat, 
or study his neoktie with a fixed and critical stare. This 
will make him think there is something wrong. Ho will 
fidget, and bf oome nervous, revealing the inmost secrets of 
his souL You then easily bag your instantaneous view, 
and depart abruptly with triumph. He will out you dead 
next time, but tnet doesn't matter. You have added him 
to your collection, and can tail in quest of fresh specimens. 

Dome ladies rather like their new bonnets being examined. Learn, 
therefore, to do this with respectful admiration, and be prepared 
with an instant and favourable criticism. It is as well to master a 
few technical terms, so as to avoid, for example, confusing an 
aigrette with a toque. 

If, on the other hand, your lady viotims resent their head-gear 
or hair-dye being too closely examined, you must fall back on 
mental arithmetic. Calculate how many barleycorns it would take 
to go round the equator, or how many white beans there are in five 
bltok ones. If these sums are too hard to be done on the spur of the 
moment, work them out at home. and. learn the results by heart, 
before sallying forth on your head-nunting expeditions. 

Never ask a policeman without scanning narrowly his features, 
nor, if sitting behind a 'bus-driver, omit to secure his profile. Inter- 
view every crossing-sweeper you pass. Organ-grinders, also, are 
fairly inexpensive material to work upon. All these common objects 
are readily accessible, and frequently prove perfect mines of (charac- 
ter, if you onlv dig deep enough below the surface. But the earnest 
explorer will find the countenances of oibmen to be the most remu- 
nerative phreoo- physiognomical studies. Never mind their remarks if 
you can enrich your note-book with some hitherto undiscovered trait 
of human nature, with the inner meaning of some mysterious 
wrinkle, or with the true poetry of a wayward wart. Return home 
happy if the dav's achievements include the decipherment of a mole 
on a flower-girl's cheek, or the translation of some rare tint of 
oolour-mnsio on the nose of some loafer near a pub. 

Do not be content with the stores of faoe- reading lore that have 
been already acquired. Eaoh day fresh secrets should be revealed. For 
instanoe, it has only recently been ascertained that one freckle on 
the tin of the nose means a disposition to borrow money without 
returning it ; that three pimnles in a row across the forehead indi- 
cate unjpunotuality and insubordination ; or that a droop of the 
left eyefid signifies habitual impeeuniosity. It is still a moot point 
whether a nose can be both Quixotio and witty, and how to read a 
promiscuous eyebrow when combined with a constant upper lip. 
These, and many other mysteries, are waitiog to be laid bare by the 
amateur but ardent face delineator. 




PROTESTING TOO MUCH.! 

"And I hops you're a ICbmbbb of tab Chuboh of EkolakdP 
Applicant for Situation ae rage boy. " Oh tbs, Ni'iM-rur Hiob I " 



THE WHY AND THE WHEBEFOBS. 

Porter' (to passenger). Where for P Paeeenger. Wye. 

And Porter does not reply, '* 'Cos I want to know," but puts 
label on passenger's portmanteau accordingly. 



TOM THE GOLFER. 

[A Stanza on behalf of the testimonial now set on foot, aod promoted by 
Mr. A. J. Balfour, to Tom Mobbis, the Grand Old Man of Golf.J 

Aib— <« Tom the Tinker. 9 ' 



Tox the Golfer's a wonderful] 

For though seventy-five, up to now, is his spai, 

At hitting a ball or at laying a plan, 

He's a clipper is Tox the Golfer 1 
He can play the game, when not laving new links. 
The Golf -world of a brave testimonial thinks, 
And Punch inquires, with his ohoioest of winks, 

" Kow, Golfing- weld, what offer P" 




" Cheer, Boys, Cheer ! " 
(Ad Druriotemum, equitem gratiae egene ad 
mogietrum antiquum ffenricum RueeeUum.) 

" Chebb, boys, cheer I No more of idle 



"What chier, my hearties! 



Courage, brave hearts will bear us on 
our way I " 
Tickets I've got for Drury Lane to- 
morrow* 
Cheer, boys, cheer I I am going to see 
thatphy! 



Ladies detirous of " trying their luck" in the matter of marrying 
a title, had better turn their attention towards St Petersburg, 
where a Frenoh Count has made the novel proposal of starting a 
lottery— with himself as the prize. A million tickets sre to be 
istued at one rouble each. The winner is to receive, in addition to 
an aristooratio husband, the sum of 250,000 roubles ; the Count him- 
self will pocket a quarter of a miUim ; and the remaining half of 
the money is to be divided between charity and the promoters of the 
the "raffle." In the Parisian parlance of the boulevards, this enter- 
prising nobleman is decidedly a *' roublard." 
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addition to his interest in libraries and the support whioh he h 

given to struggling Tory papers, he is 

^ Jm> nrst-olass lawn -tennis player who h 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

I leabb from The Freeman'* Journal that " Lord Wtjtdsob, who 
presided at the Librarians' Congress, is an all-round num. In 

a 
. - has 

narrowly escaped playing for the amateur 
finals, and a cricketer who carries about 
with him still the marks of a blow whioh 
he received on the nose in the playing 
fields of Eton College." I assume, though 
the fact is not expressly stated, that tie 
blow was inflioted by a cricket ball, and 
not by the hostile fist of a fellow Etonian. 
It appears, then, that in his early youth 
there was about Lord Wirdsob's nose a 
something, a bridge, an angle, que scats- 
/e, whioh forbad the idea of complete 
roundness. The providential arrival of a 
sort of homoeopathic erioket ball removed 
the protuberance, and now Lord Wtjtdsob 
is totus teres atque rotundus. And. what 
is more, he still carries the marks about with him. Gallant Presi- 
dent of the librarians' Congress ! 




fytv 




As a small boy at Eton Lord Wibdsob, I hear, 
Played a good game of cricket, but failed as a sphere. 
But behold, he grows rounder, the older he grows, 
With a ball to each eye plus a ball on his nose. 

West Bbomwich has my profound sympathy. I read in a 
Birmingham paper that "there is a complete deadlock with regard to 
the mayoralty of West Bromwioh for the coming year. The deputa- 
tion appointed at the meeting in August have waited upon several 
eligible gentlemen to try and induce them to aooept office, but with- 
out any success up to the present. Alderman Rollasow has 
declined, and Councillor Bushell will not undertake the duties, and 
the committee are now doing their best to induoe Councillor Slatkb 
to take the position a second time." By this time, let us hope, the 
difficulty may have been removed, for imagination boggles at the idea 
of a town without a mayor. 

West Beomwich*s Committee-men, they fairly tore their hair. 

In all West Bromwieh's expanse they could not find a Mayor. 

Each deputy with anguish notes hi a prematurely shed loci. 

But, dash it, what are men to do confronted by a deadlock ? 

Bach portly Alderman his Aldennanjc self excuses, 

In vain they try the Councillors, for every one refuses. 

Declined with thanks by Holla son, the honour next they proffer 

To Bu§h:ell, who, in turn, declines their most obliging offer. 

Next, moving- on, they tempt a^ain their ex -Mayor. Mr. Slateb, 

" Bq thou," "' " * " 

With badge 

The breachi „ ... ._.. w , 

A vacuum a nuisance is, we ask thee to abate it : 

Oar edifice is roofless now, climb up and promptly slate it." 

If Mr. Slateb should ultimately decline the proffered mayoralty, 
the only suggestion I can make is that somebody should be 

fioked for the office. I don't quite know what it means, but 
know that every year some forty estimable gentlemen are 
pricked for the shrievalty of their respective oounties. One after 
another they arise in the Court of Justice in whioh this terrible 
ceremony takes place and declare that there are ciroumstanoes whioh 
absolutely forbid them to aooept the post of High Sheriff. One 
pleads a reduced rental, another asks to be excused on the ground of 
failing health, but the plea is allowed in very few eases, and in the 
end most of them are reluctantly pricked. The new cook on board 
ship in Cbtablbs Dickens's American Notes was boxed up with the 
Captain standing over him, and was forced to roll out pastry whioh 
he protested, being of a highly bilious nature, it was death to him 
merely to look at But he had to roll it out all the same. So it 
ought to be with an unwilling candidate for a mayoralty. 

Let us be iust to our American cousins in spite of boat-racing and 
yacht-racing fiascos. There are oertain things that they obviously 
order much better than we do. For instance, when the silly season 
presses they jast mark out one of their prominent literary men and 
have him attacked by highwaymen. At least this is what lately 
happened to Mr. Richabd Habdikg Davis, for I read in Harpers 
Weekly that " a considerable number of daily journals of average 
veracity in New York and Boston published accounts of Mr. Davis's 
encounter, differing to such a degree in details that eaoh paper 
seemed to derive its information from an independent source. The 
very variation of the reports was an indication of a basis to the 



original tale : but after all, the despatch whioh carried most convic- 
tion was one only four lines long, in whioh Mr. Davis was quoted 
as intimating that some industrious writer had lied about him." 



Nones again how magnificently they manage an earthquake. 
Little more than a week ago a telegram, emauatingfrom Tegucigalpa 
in Honduras, was published in the New YorkMerald. In this it 
was stated that "mail advices from Yetapan announced that a 
terrible earthquake had occurred in that seotion of the country." 
There were elaborate details. Three hundred parsons perished. 
Four thousand people from the outlying villages flocked into the city. 
During the night sheets of flame appeared at different points in 
the north-west rising to immense heights. A church tower crashed 
down, carrying with it the roofs of three houses. Just before day- 
light a prolonged shock rocked the entire town as though it were a 
cradle, and on the mountain side quantities of grazing cattle were 
enpulfed by lava. At Covajunea thirty-seven houses were laid in 
ruins : at Cayusoat twenty-nine houses collapsed. A later despatch 
states that 353 bodies have already been recovered." In short, this 
earthquake was carried out in a style of lavish completeness, and 
no expense was spared to make it a record convulsion. It is unneces- 
sary to add that it never happened. There wasn't a single quake in 
the whole of Honduras. Like Falstajjps assailants, and like the 
highwaymen that waylaid Mr. Richabd Habbtjjg Davis, it wore a 
suit of buckram. And of all qualities of buckram the American is 
unquestionably the best. 

It appears, moreover, that Cain and Abel lived in Central 
America, and that the mausoleum of Abel is still to bo seen in Yuca- 
tan, with all the inscriptions complete. Somehow or other a 
migration to Egypt then took place, and the Sphinx was erected by 
Abel's widow as a monument to her murdered husband. All this 
has been discovered by M. lb Plongiobt \ and, to confirm the truth 
of the story, Mr. W. T. Stead is to publish it, bound in buckram, 
of course, " Julia's " share in this discovery is not stated, but there 
can be no doubt that she must have been hovering round. 

I am told that Cheshire cheese is in a bad way ; that the price of it 
has fallen so much as to make the total disappearance of Cheshire 
oheese extremely likely. At the same time it is said that Cheshire 
cheese is going down because the farmers wilfully produce an in- 
ferior article. It may be so, though I hope it is not. But if it is, 
why delay the punishment P To produce inferior oheese is as bad as 
robbery with violence ; and a dozen or so with a Cheshire oat ought 
to prove an effective deterrent to the most hardened offender. 



TRAVELLER'S CONVERSATION BOOK. 
(For English Tourists visiting Sebastopol.) 

I CAX atsure you that I had no idea of treating Rostia with 
disrespect. 

I was not born at the time of the Crimean War, 
end know nothing whatever of the battles of the 
Alma, Inkermann, and Balaolava. 

I really only require breakfast, and have no inten- 
tion of sketching the walls of that fortress. 

I was asking the waiter to clean my boots, and not for 
information concerning the strength of the garrison. 

I was not aware that the plaoe had been declared a 
naval port, and was therefore sacred from foreign 
invasion. 

As a matter of fact, I was not searching for tor- 
pedoes, but only taking a sea bath. 

I was as innocent in thought and intention as a 
hatgneuse at Margate. 

I am sorry that it has been necessary to confiscate 
my Gladstone bag, as it contains my linen and toilet 
requisites. 

Certainly my bath sponge is not an explosive. r ' Vd ; 

The programme of Cheer % Boys, Cheer, whioh is '** — 
said to nave been found in my bag, is of no political significance. 

It certainly was not intended to create a not at Moscow. 

It surely is unnecessary to cover me with chains. 

I really must protest against being detained in a dungeon three 
feet square, in lion of occupying a comfortable room in the hotel 
au troisieme. 

It seems to me harsh treatment to deprive me of all my goods and 
chattels, and then refuse to allow me to oommunioate with the 
British Ambassador. 

Well, of oourse, if I must go I must, and I suppose I ought to 
thank you for securing my ticket. 

But surely you have made a mistake. I wished a ticket for 
Hampstead. 

Very sorry that you should tell me that you are right from this 

I gather I am booked (without appeal) to Siberia! r^,r\\ 
D i g i t i zed by VjU(JtJ IC 
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THE WHEELING PASSION. 



Mr. WhtcUr, " I don't see what they want to build a great Wheel like that 

FOB! ' 

Mrs. Wheeler. "No. Why couldn't thet have had a Safety, and geared it dp 

TO ANT HIIOHT THET LIEED I " 



CRY6TALI8ED PALACFD FKUITS. 

Mb, Punch h«arl ily congratulates the Royal 
Horticultural Society en their grand stnw 
of British-grown fruit (none " made in Ger- 
many "), and the Crystal Palace Company on 
the excellent arrangement* made Icr the 
moat advantageous display if tbese magniii- 
wikt fruits dtfendus<—ior "forbidden fruit" 
they oertainly were, as, much to the disgust, 
trobably, of the apothecaries axd family 
doctors, the visitor could not taste any < f the 
luscious specimens attractively set btfure 
him. They were all " lesgommes du voisin," 
hot though * forbidden*' their appearance 
was anything but "forbidding." It came to 



an end last Saturday, when it is reported 
that all the fruits wtre a* My got out of 
the building except one skepy pear, whom 
nothing could arouse. 



The Tngot and Otjtgot Silver Case.— 
So far the polioe are to be congratulated. 
The detectives have acted with all the readi- 
ness and decision of a Shebloox Holmes. 
Result so far is that one Henry Bailey— 
iame of not particularly happy omen in con- 
nection with a certain Ola Bailey— is io 
custody, as also are fotr bars of silver. 
Bailey was taking four bars rest when 
arrested and removed. 



THE RETREAT 07 THE FIFTEEN 
THOTJSAHD. 

(A British Soldier's ViturofR.) 

[" The successful withdrawal, without a shot 
beiog fired, of the fifteen thousand men who held 
the long line from Peahawur to Chitral is a feat 
not lees remarkable in its own way than their 
victorious advance."— The Times.] 

Air—" The Burial of Sir John Moore." 

Not a shot was heard, not a stroke we smote, 
As we trod our home-journey unhurried. 

The racer* about us wrote thundering rot. 
But Sir Robert kept ocol and unflurried. 

We'd had heat to encounter, and frost to 
fight, 
Alternately freezing and burning. 
And row Uxba Khan and his hordes put to 
flight ; v 
We were quietly homeward returning. 

Through the Malakand Pass wo as conquerors 
pressed, [found him. 

And had vanquished the foe where we 
Now, the garrison rescued, the wrong re- 
dressed, [him. 
Low retired, with his thousands arourd 

Few and short are the words he has said, 
From palaver no aid did he borrow : 

But many a face at their hearing flushed red, 
As will millions of others to-morrow. 

Six months of hard struggle for heart, hand, 

and head, 

Rragh plodding, and comfortless pillow. 

Now the foe and the native would stay our 

home-tread ; 

There's news to despatch o'er the billow! 

Lightly they'll talk of the deeds we have 
done, 

And, some of them, ooldly upbraid us. 
But little we '11 reck if John Bull will read 

The tribute Sir Robert has paid us. [on 
But half of our heavy task was through 

When Low passed the word for retiring ; 
But the Fifteen Thiusand in form withdrew 

Though without any fighting or firing. 

We do not much care if we don't win renown. 
Nor shine over brightly in story ; 

We atk not a line— we crave not a stone, 
But we leave dear Old England the glory. 



THE RECENT ANYTHIHG-BUT-" DEAD-HEAT." 

First Sportsman. Awfully hot at New- 
market last week ! 

Second S. Thought it would be. Had 
"nothing; on," so stayed at home, blinds 
down, windows open. 



••SCRAPS FROM CHAPS."-" Coreed " 
Stout.— The Mitchelstown Guardians were 
debating on the stout supplied to pauper 
patients. A Mr. Dineen proposed, t4 Tnat 
in future the Treble X stout manufac- 
tured by Messrs. Murphy, Cork, be used 
in the workhouse instead of Gutnhess's." 
His argument was that "it would help a 
local manufacture," and that "the doctors 
all approved of Murphy's." The chairman 
suggested that they might "be doing an 
injustice to the patients by taking in 
Murphy's stout" Why not put the ques- 
tion to the patients P It is they who will 
have to " take in Murphy's stout," not the 
guardians, and they are not likely to " do 
themselves the injustice" of refusing it if 
drinkable. Murphy's stout is evidently a 
light brew, as it was "carried by one." An- 
other guardian described the resolution as a 
"blow which Guinness didn't deserve"; 
but Guinness survived the blow, and went up 
ten points on the Stock Exchange m xt day.. 
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EUPHEMISM. 

Man in Boa& |J Goiis along, old Chap, aud lbt '& Whh j 
cp to Ma* low/" 
Man on A'Aonr, "I ran** I 'll oar tou to xxeus* mi 

OLD MAH. I DON'T LIKB SOULLINO— IT— «B— HUBTg THE 

back of mt Head so I " 



PLAYING AT WOBK. 

A KlW MOBALITY. 

[" The working woman t>£ to-day, be she journa- 
iat, teacher, or what not. ia aifferinsr terribly from 
fierce competition, and this ia largely due to th*» 
fact thut women who are merely working for 
pleasure enter the labour market." — "An Old- 
Fashioned Woman" in the "Daily Chronic!*."] 

Warn the Cane of Labour was laid on Man, 

Toil's vitage gl'iwtrtd grimly, 
Alleviations of Fate's stern plan. 
The softening spirits in rear and van # 
Of Labour's maroh through oar Life's brief 
span, 

If teen, were glimpsed but dimly. 
Weariness followed, and dulness gloomed. 
On the path of mortals to hunger doomed, 
And poverty the spirit entombed 

As in all too premature oharnel ; 
The aohe of limb and the fret of brain, 
The slow weak poise, and the long dull 
pain, 



Grew all familiar ; the spirit-strain. 
And the sullen revolt again and again, 

Of the spiritual and carnal, 
fiat thougn men knew that work andjwoe 

Were all too closely n ighbmr ; ^ a 
One curse of Labour they did not know ; 
Th« blaok blight coming la'e and alow, 

Of the fools who play at Labour ! 

Labour ! Faith, 'tis m passing play 
But the pick-horse burden day after day 

To be grimly gravely lifted. 
A leaden weight, and a mill-wbeel round, 
By the player at labour but seldom found, 

Or the amateur— though sifted. 
Who has not seen a street-child run 
To turn an organ-handle— for f un— 

With gay, emtio vigour P 
But the grinder who turns at it day by day 
Finds An che la morte no pleasant play, — 

He works at it-'* like a nigger. 
So •* well-to-do women who crowd the ranks " 
Of Labour are playiog but childish pranks ; 

They are butterfly despoilers 



Of the honeyed hives of the working bees ; 
They lower the wage and lessen the ease 
Of the true fate-destined toilers.* 



fere J 



8o the butter- 



"Werk for _ 
flies say, 
(Though they oommonly stoop to the casual 



~W< 



elP&ve %$ blind-this sort of it. 



ff W. <VTV •• IMUJU IMIMm WAV VA IN 

To teach for pin-money possibly 's fun 

To those who 're but dabblers when all is 

heed done, 
Butjhe workers, when wages go down with 
a run, 
Can hardly see the sport of it. 
To play at philanthropy 's mischievous, much, 
For sciolists mar whatsoever they touch ; 

What if some Flower Girl Mission 
Dastroy a trade, which seeks other lands. 
Or throw out of work some thousands of 
hands P 
Philanthropy hath no vision 
Save of its pretty and pioturesque fad ; 
And the destitute drudges, angry and sad. 
Whom deft flower-mounting once fed and clad 

Shall And redress a rarity. 
Don't play at Reform, if you love your 

neighbour! 
Bat well-to-do women, your "playing at 
Labour" 
Works worse than playiog at Charity ! 
Work? Well doubtless 'tis pleasant and 

"funny" 
For well,"-" j ist a little pocket-money," 
To ape the bees who must make the honey 

Day in, day out, for a living. 
But workers who labour for " bread and 

oheese," 
Vnd not as a ohange from mere lady-like ease, 
Regard all such amateur, thim, busy-bees 

As neediog, not praise, but forgiving. 
What if your work-dabbling, now quite the 

rage. 
Oat down the genuine workwoman's wage. 
Or pinch the poor ill-paid sohool teacher P 
" Every woman should work all she 's able"P 
Maybe you need a new speoies of table, 

A eager than copy-book preacher. 
4 The Ant and the Grasshopper " P There 

lurkethCant! 
If Grasshopper labour-spurts starve the 

poor Ant. 
If well- to- d j woman woik helps to spread 
want, 
This new-bjrn blind zeal sense should 
bridle. 
There 's fit work for all, some with spade, 

some with tabor ; 
But Mad an, if feminine "playing at 

Labour," 
Whilst needless to you, wrecks one work- 
woman neighbour, 
By Jove, you had bettar be idle ! 

* " In every branch of work we see well-to-do 
women crowding iuto the ranka of competition, 
in coniequenco of which wages are lowered, and 
women who really want work are left to starve." 
Same Letter. 



"Alas, poob Yobick I "— Habby Path*, 
the last of the gocd old Joby-Gbimaldi 
eohool of Pantomime Clowns, "joined the 
majority," Friday, Sept. 27. Far many years 
past the Clown's Cbrutmas weloome, **fl.ere 
we are again I " has been omitted, and, in the 
future, we are not likely to hear the excla- 
mation revived. Farewell, Habby Payjib. 
"a f dlow of infinite jest, and of excellent 
fancy I " 

Eetolahd ajpd Ahebiga. — Suooesfiful 
Mablbobovoh Match, following upon un- 
satisfactory Dujtbavbf rao3. Miss Vabdkb- 
b:lt decidedly winning. Entente cordial* 
restored. Digitized by VjQOglC 
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A MOOT POINT. 

Mrs. Brown (on her honeymoon). "Oh, aren't you glad, Darling, we have ooxe this deliohtoul Toub, instead of going 

TO ONE OF THOSE STUPID FOREIGN PLACES f* 

[Darling is not quit* sure abovt it, as the Kills are of terrible frequency, and, naturally, he tows his bride up every one. 



LETTERS FROM A FIANCidS. 

Dear Mapjobie,— Thanks for your kind letter. 1 was hoping yon 
would he pleated about my engagement. 

It it most curious you should hare guessed, without my teUiar. you, 
and without even seeing his photograph, that his name is Arthur. 
I must tell you more about him. He is tall and handsome, also, not 
at all commonplace. He lot k§ a little like the old prints one sees in 
seaside lodging-houses, called " With the Stream," or *' Against the 
Stream," or •• Good-bye," or M The Return of the Black Brunt- 
iricker.' 9 He looks, in fact, far more romantio than the young men 
one generally sees : and the key-tote (if you will forgive the ex- 
pression) of bis oharaoter is his great dislike to modern ideas, 
especially to anything he o*Us " oynioal " I met him first at Lady 
Lyoh Tatmer's, but he has of r en explained to me that that was 
entirely accidental ; he was " taken " there ; he diaiikes her set, a»d 
has an especial ■version to the clever young men of the day. He 
has an excessive— and I must say I think unneoeatary terror of 
being mistakon for one : and says that if he had nut heard it was the 
very latest thing he w<>uld never real anything but Scorr. To the 
Morale aid cigarette, for women, he has an equally ttrong objection, 
and I think he «f en pre' ends not to see a joke because he has a 
nervous suspicion of its being whst he would call the New H amour. 
In the evening, on the bsloony, he qaoies Byron, and in the 
morning, in the garden, he reads Wileie Collins or Mrs. Henry 
Wood. He says he hopes I ►hall spend a great deal of time in the 
still-room, to which 1 hesrtily assent, 1 hough neither cf us know 
exaotly what a still-room i*, hut it sound* arret. Women, Arthur 
tbink^ shoald preserve fruit*, and a lady-like demeanour, and 
d» plain needlework, or p«rh*p« "tatting." Art embroidery 
he Cioks on wrh do ibt, and I believe he eon-id-vs it fast. Wh<*n 
I told him he seemed anxious I should not reap without haviag 
learnt to sew, he seemed hurt and we hastily changed the sub- 



jeot. I was playing croquet with him— (croquet he approves)— 
when he was lecturing < n fruit-preserving. " Shall you really 
expect me to make jam?" I said. "Would you be cross if 
I did?" he asked, tenderly. "Crosse I yes! and Biacxwell, 
too. if you like," 1 answered in my (occasionally) flippant way, 
whioh I always regret instantly after. Arthur threw down his 
mallet. " This -Gladys— this is the sort of thing whioh— whioh— ," 
&c We had a short quarrel, and a long reconciliation. Arthur is 
a great dear, you must understand, and I am very happy. He does 
not show me the book of dried flowers nearly so often now, and 
has written some verses about me, he is going to show them to 
me to-right, 

Arthur is very interesting when he talks of me ; it is when he 
discusses abstract su» j-cts— such as ohemistrr. or big sleeves -that 
he is not quite so amusing. He is dreadfully pn-ju«1i©«-d ab»ut 
•Jeeves. Do you think he will gradually get aoou«tomtdto them F I 
think he will by the time they have quite gune out I 

I am sure >ou will like dear Artbur. Of oourse one has to 
understand him. When he came down to stay with us, I said. " You 
must be very tired after your nhort journey," and I wis surprised 
how much it annoyed him I Dm't say anything of that sort to 
him— a* first He is apt to take things - j ust a litil< — seriously. It 
is rather a oharming quality in a man to whom one is engaged— 
don't you think so P ouoh a love as ours cannot fail to have an 
ennobling effect: as Arthur says, it seems to lift us above all 
thoughts of this world. Write son. I am longing to hear about 
the new skirts, and to show you my sapphire ring. 

Tour affectionate friend, Gladys. 



Froh Our Own Schoolboy, a Student of Lemprtebr.— Sot,— 
I have n-**rd Sir. Aethok Bilpour spoken of as ** the Latda of the 
House of Commons." Who is its Jug 



spoken of as " the LohU of t 
iptterP 
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AT CROMER. 

Wn \t middle-aged f requenU r of the Old Ship, Brighton, docs not 
recall the bland personality of Arthur Bacon, part proprietor and 
uriooipil representative of the landlordism of the excellent aioient 
hosttlrie : — 

Q don't you remember A. Bacon Bsn Bolt f 

8o sailing, so shiney, and brown ? 
How he chortled with glee when he taw us Bsn Bolt, 
And charged us an extra half-crown. 

The gammon of Bacon was admirable ; and his stric*. attention to 
the duties of servants toward) visitors to 
the hotel was "a side of Bacoit" not to be 
forgotten. A. B. was an ideal landlord, 
ever ready at his door to weloome the 
coming and speed the parting guest. 

" The Grand" at Cromer is not an 
enormous hotel : it is a Semi-Grand 
The example of Bacon aforesaid oould be 
therefore easily imitated. Warned of our 
arrival by letter, rooms secured, train 
punotual (from St. Panoras to Cromer) to 
within ten minutes, we drove up to the 
door of the Semi-Grand in our one-horse 
fly. Not a soul about. Surely the hotel 
( is open ? Yes, the driver knew that 
ig£^ **^2L much, M because he had taken some 

—~ people away from there in the morning.' 1 

These might have been the last rosea of summer, the last visitors at 
the hotel for the season I We waited ; no signs of life. " Should 
he (the driver) ring f " Certainly : a moat happy thought. He de 
scendeth; heringeth. We wait. Then the sound as of eomebodv 
coming. "A Boots in sight appears. We hail him with three cheers' 
—at least, we ask " if onr rooms are ready," and the Boots is of 
opinion that they are ; whereupon another Boots appears, and the 
paw of Boots lug our luggage into the hall, where we find an 
amiable lady with keys in her hand who invites us to inspect certain 
apartments. Our answer is an adaptation cf Hamlet $ command to 
the Ghost, " Lead on, we follow."^ 

We see : we refuse. These are not the rooms we had ordered. 
" No, they are not." So mnch is admitted. Then, perhaps, we had 
be tter depart and seek hospitality elsewhere. Our oeokoner would 
rather not put us to such inconvenience, and soon discovers what 
will suit us exactly. So we take them then and thire. They do 
suit us exactly : not down to the ground, as they are first floor. A 
room with balcony, in the shade all day, facing north, commanding a 
lovely sea view. What more oould mortal require f 

The air of Cromer, where there is "nothing between you and the 
North Pole"— so any na'icious reports to the contrary may be 
safely disregarded— is most exhilarating. But the du%t 0! The 
dust I On with the water- carts, and down with sandy dust I It fr- 
ail sand — everywhere. As to situation the Semi-Grand has a decided, 
aid tea- sided, advantage over the other hotels. 

Delightful view from front windows of the Semi-Grand. Of 
course the back rcoms are rather behind in this respect. Which is 
but natural 

Civility, and a desire to please, are the characteristics of the work- 1 
ing staff at the Semi-Grand, directly you know them individual! y and 
oDeotive'y. Bat, as the song saj s. " Ton 've got to know 'em fust. 91 

With the arrangements of the sake d manger as worked at the Semi* 
Grand under the superintendence of a distinguished and invaluable 
fonigner garcon en chef, very little fault can be found. The 
experiments of the youthful and lets-experienced subordinates who 
are probably there to learn English, are interesting from a certain 
p-iint of view, which is attained when, under the guardianship of j 
their chief, or one of his trusty lieutenants, you have had everything 
you require. Then you can sit and watch the recruits at their 
garconic exercises. , 

I wonder if the Generalissimo has them out for drill every morn- 
ing before visitors are up P Are there any colleges, or barracks, for 
waiters, where, as undergraduates, or recruits, they can learn their 
business P From what I nave seen I should say moat probably not 
But there ought to be ichools and colleges for waiters, with degrees 
conferred and diplomas given. Switzerland would be the place where- 
in to start this idea. * 

* • 

Were it not for the refreshing bre* zee. which rival and excel 
those of Margate, the Cromerites wonld be burnt to tinders. As it 
is, they are generally a delicate improvement on the colour of their 



own lobsters when boiled, u To this complexion must you come at 
last "— ii you stay long enough at Cromer. 

A Curiosity at Cromer* — Exactly iu front of where I am nsw 
seated, enjojiog the Cromerio morning breezes on the very edge of 
the cliff, and at a distance of about twenty-five yards from the 
Cromer Hands, there rises a remarkable wooden cfliffy, on the true 
impart of which 1 positively refuse to be enlightened by any native 
fTering me a mere matter-of-fact explanation. 

The object, which I sketch on the spot, in order that an expe- 
t it-need hind shall give i t artistio merit, 
appear* to be the gigantic wooden cafe 
11 made and prodded H for equally 
rigantic cocked hat, originally worn by 
Titanic Admiral, lonjr. tinoe laid up 
in sea-weed, with all the rest of his 
uniform, in the locker cf Mr. Davy 
Jones* Neptune's wardrobe kecpsr. 
This huge object is stuck on a nole, 
either ai marking the last resting- 
place, there or ihercib.ratB, of ooloesal 
Admiral aforesaid, or it ban been for 
ages left here as indicating the fate 
certain to await the ruthless and reok- 
leisly wrecked invader, It may mark 
th e fijpet wh ere e j uiet 1 y , on e dark night, * ~* 
i he Great K Arc Lt ox rehearsed, 



t night, 
, all by 



*ix 




himself t the i evasion of England; be- 
ing only too glad to escape in the Did Napoleon ever try to land 
early dawn, leaying hia cocked hat at Cromer, and lose hU celebrated 
behind him, which, as a Napoleonic cocked hat iu the attempt? 
relic, was mcloti i in a wooden case of 

three times its size, and here exposed, with the motto in best 
Cromerio French, addressed to Napoleon, should he ever have 
attempted to repeat his visit : — 

** Void ruf re eh apeau d comes ! Venn le prendre ! " 

The inscription is, by flux of time and sea-water, almost, if not 

quite, illegible. 

Or it may mark the spoL bann'd and anathematised, where was 
bu-iod, according to the awfully sohmn Masonic ritual, the mangled 
remains of The Man who couldn't keep a secret ! ! 



ANGLING EXTRAORDINARY. 

Ftton The Scotsman, Saturday. September 21, under the heading 
14 Angling, 11 appears this item or news from "Annan," placed be- 
tween tiehjng notes from " Loch Earn " and " Dhu Loch " : — 

Loch £abn,— Mr. Wathon, ashing on Lochearnhead Hotel water yester- 
day, killed tbirtj-tffo nice trout, 

A s x ah . — Tli *re w ere large supplies of all classes of stock. Best beef made 
7*. fyd. to It. iki. par §t one, and mutton Id, to l\d. per lb. There was a 
tT>wded attendance cf buyers from England and the South of Scotland, and 
the demand was good »I1 through. Store oattle had a slow trade, and were 
bad to stilL Quotation* :— Fat bullocks up to £15 17*. 6d. ; do. heifers up to 
£15 7t. Cid. ; do, cows up to £13 17*. W. ; calving heifers £12 12* 61. 
Limbs, lb*, to 2 l Jf. 3i. ; odd shnep, 33*. to 49* ; rams, 43*. 6d. ; half-bred 
hojrga, 41*. &*\ to 44t. ; itom do., 37*. to 41*. 9d. ; Cheviots, 38*. 9d. to 41*. 9d. 

Dhu Loch.— On September 13, Mr. Kynaston had fourteen fish, 4J lb., 
headed § lb. ; and on IQtfa, nm?, 4 lb., heayieat 1 lb. 

M Fat bulkcks up to £15 17s. 6i." would try the strongest tackle. 
Splendid epecimen of *' Net Profits." 



Tai Puixbt Spook .—Within the last week, so reported one of the 
Day- by -Days in the Daily Telegraph, a ghost has keen heard of at 
Putoey, Hundreds of Hamlets, Marcelluses, and Bamardos (with 
Ophelias, and other ladies} have gone out of their way nightly to 
ee the ghost, What should a riverside ghost he like f Obviously 
:he ** main- sheet " from a i ailing-boat is ready to hand, and for its 
head, at any neighbouring boat-house, there is quite a choice of 
"sodls." If any hair, there are the ••row-locks." The ghost 
must not, in our opinion, be expected anywhere with or against the 
it ream, bat in some *' dead-water." "Will the ghost walk 
to-night f " is now the Shakspearian inquiry ; to which the reply is, 
" Go to Putney I " 

AnoeltcalI— Kerr Akoell the Austrian portrait-painter, whose 
name, a* a ** noun of multitude," suggests " several Akoeloc rolled 
into one, 11 is now the Queers painter par excellence. Consequently 
he should be known in England as '* Her Akoell" May all good 
Anofu guard Her Gracious Majkstt! Still, clever aa Brother 
Bbush may be, it wiU take a lot of "Ahgdj" to equal one 
11 Asoflo," which hia Christian name was •• Michael." 
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ROMEO R0BERT80N AND JULIET PAULA CAMPBELL 

Mrs. J. P. C. " Bom eo, Romio ! whereforo art thou Romeo ? " 
Borneo Robertson. Because I bare played it before : but "0 Julibt, Juliet! 
wherefore art thou Juliet P " 
Mrs. J. P. C. Because you cast me for the part, and I wanted to play it 

Shakspeare adapted to the Lyceum. 

Juliet is, according to her nurse, just fourteen years of are. 
_* Tlie story is that of " Villitons 

and his Dinah": — 

There waa a rich noble in Verona 
did dwell, 

He had but one daughter an un- 
kimmun fine young gal, 

Her name it was Juliet, just four- 
teen years old, 

With a werry large fortune in 
siUver and gold. 
Singing tooral li {ad. lib.). 

The southern girl of four- 
teen equals the northerner of 
nineteen ; and this must ever 
be the initial difficulty whioh 
few experienced actresses oan 
surmount. Juliet is, in fact, 
a single girl and a married 
young woman rolled into one. 
ft Single," "double," and 
"there's the rub!" 
Mrs. Pat Campbell's Juliet 
„ , , , . takes the poison, but not the 

Master Romeo probably seventeen ar* ^e. Her Juliet has over her 
Miss Juliet certainly fourteen years old. ^ e shadow f Paula Tanque- 
ray. From the commencement, except in the Baloony scene, she is 
a Juliet " with a past." The baloony and the moonlight suit this 
Juliet. Good, too, is she when, abjectly miserable, she crumples 
herself up all in a heap, like the victim in a picture of Japanese 
torture, to that at any moment, without surprising the spectator, 
she might turn heels oyer head and straighten herself out at the 
f«et of the irascible old Capulet. Once again let me adapt a verse 
of the ancient ditty : — 

41 Oh Papa, oh Papa, I 've not made up my mind, 
And to marry just yet I do not feel inclined." 
(Aside.) To Launnce the Friar I '11 tell all my grief, 
And the reverend gent may afford me relief 

By singing (as a duet) tooral li tooral, &c. 

Judging from the Tanqueray model, Mrs. Pat Campbell ought to 
have been at her best in the potion soene ; but, she wasn't. As for 
the final stabbing, the might as well have tickled herself with a 
straw and died o* laughing. 

Watching Fobbes-Kobebtson as Borneo, I oould not help think- 
ing what an excellent Hamlet he would make ; perhaps when I see 
him in that character, I shall 




remember 
Borneo .— 



how good he was as 



" Hamlet Romeo amem. ventosus Romeo 
Hamlet:* 

But that 's another story; so suffice 
it that temporarily Fobbes-Robebt- 
sok is '* Our Only Borneo." 

The Bey. Nutcombe Gould, as 
Friar Laurence, gives quite a new 
reading of the part. His Friar has 
ever a merry little twinkle in his 
eye, as if quietly enjoying some in- 
tensely humourous idea. From this 
point of view, Mr. Nutcombe 
Gould's Friar, being a sort of Rev. 
Theodobe Hook, ever ready with 
a practical joke and an impromptu, 
is admirable and— inimitable. 

Mercutio's part is M full of 
plums" ; but these, in Mr. Cocra- 
LAir'g mouth, seemed rather to mar 
the distinctness of his utterance, 
as plums in a mouth have a way oi 
doing. The Apothecary, by Brother 

ROBEBMOH, WU not SO poor as he TTL IMWS 5 ao ^ "any ior an 
hisMi^iTwff^£^^ undertaking. Vault, opened, Ac. 
to the wondrous excellence of this " bit of character," what is there 
to be done with it except in a three minutes' acting illustration of an 
artistic "make up"? Were I offered the part I should bargain 
(after settling of course to receive a thousand a week) for a soene so 
arranged as to show the exterior and the interior of the shop. I 




Borneo Robertson ready for any 



would be "on" from the first, visibly sleeping under the* counter. 
The Ulterior should be fitted np with shelves just as Borneo describes 
it Then while Borneo is talking;, my Apothecary would be exami- 
ning his "till " ; he would turn it upside down to show there was no 
cash ; he would then in pantomime explain how famished he feels, 
and would search, even in an old mouse-trap, for a bit of * 
At last, [there being no d'nner and no hops of food, he, 



after a 




Mrs. Pat Juliet Campbell makiog herself into a Japanese Puzzle i 
takes a Father's Curse. 

Sintomimie exhibition of frenzied despair, would be in the act of 
rinking from a large bottle, labelled tC Poison,— for external appli- 
cation only," when he hears Borneo oalling him. Then he starts : 
while there is life there is hope I He answers the summons I And so 
forth. Then imagine the Apothecary with the money after Borneo's 
departure ! I As the scene is closing the Apothecary should be seen 
bucking himself up, anl preparing to go out to make a night of it 
at the nearest restaurant. Should Mr. Fqbbes-Robbbtson be 
making any alterations he is welcome to these suggestions. 



"THE CRAWL TO THE SOUTH." 

Sot,— In "the dead season," when despairing editors, oi their 
representatives, pant for something especially attractive, the maxim 
acted upon by those whom Providence has afflicted with the 
li cacoetkes scribendi" appears to be, '* When in doubt abuse the 
London, Chatham, and Dover." As a much-traveled Ulysses, 
experienced in " lines oast in pleasant" and unpleasint ,4 places," 
and as a sympathising fellow-traveller with 4% A £eaim Ticket 
Holder."— (a descriptive signature rather suggestive oi a "kettle- 
holder" that keeps your fingers from being burnt.)— I, the 
Ulysses aforesaid, emphatically endorse all that " S. T. H M " in 
the Times of last Thursday, has written. Having "orawled" 
North, South, East, and West, I can venture to affirm that the 



whioh this Ulytstss happens to be acquainted. When " S. T. H. 
attests that **/or courtesy and attention to the oft-times exacting 
demands of passengers the company's staff will compare not un- 
favourably with those of the Northern railways^ I beg "to say 
ditto" ; with the proviso, that, personally, I am, in a general way, 
of Mrs. Maiapbop s opinion, that ** caparisons are oderous." Sir, 
addressing you, Mr. Punch, as Universal Chairman of All Bail- 
ways, if I wanted to pick out a fine specimen of Railway Troops, 
[ would go to the London, Chat-witn-'em and Dover for both 
44 Guards ' f and " Line." Yeurs, Ah Iwcowbtaitt Teavbllib. 

P.8.— By the way, if names are for anything in the matter (and I 
object to * r calling names," though this must be done at every station 
on the line), then isn't the Brighton and S. C. the " Crawley" line ? 
I only ask. 

Education hot Peice-less. — The Methodist Times recently 
announced that Mr. Pbice-Htohbs is about to publish an explana- 
tion of his suggestions as to an ' 4 educational concordat." So the 
present form of the educational question is, 444 What Price' 
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EGOMANIA. 



Scene— The Bar Parlour of (he "Little Piddlinglon Arms " during a shower. 
Little Peddlingtowian {handing newspaper to Stranger from Lyndon). "Have you seen that Account of our Fishing Competition 
ih the Little Peddusqtox Gazette, Sir ! " " No. I 'm afraid I 'vb not I " 

"It'b a vert interesting Article, Sir. It mentions mv Name several times 1 " 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron has dipped into a refreshingly light and airy volume 
called The Impressions of Aureole, pub'ished by Chatto and. Windus. 
Just the volume for the tourist resting awhile from his Lmdou- 
seasonable labror?. Aureole does a little bit of every tbi a* and 
enjoys it all. She has the faculty cf 
appreciation for scenes iu town and country, 
at home and abroad. She "sails away in 
a galliant ship" like Boy NeiVs bride into 
Ioebergian regions, where ''we pray under 
our breaths for illuminating sunshine and 
the ice bink is aiven us in half-miraculous 
substitution* 1 " Half-mraoulous " is good. 
Half a miracle better than no miracle at 
all. 

Then on another oocasi>n writes 
Aureole: — 

•• We find our way into a gleamy wood, and I 
gather some crimson berries, oozing from a cool 
green bank like drops of blood, while unfamiliar blossoms flourish in gay 
clusters at my feet." 

" Personally," says the Baron, speaking for himself, " should not 
like to gather * drops of blood.' " Glad that the blossoms were so 
well behaved as not to be familiar. 

How delightful to be on board with our enthusiastic Aureole, and, 
if she will only trust one with it, enjoy for a few moments the loan 
of her "ivory lorgnette 1 * with "diamond initials" which "seem to 
gleam responsively when" says Aureole, "J sweep the horizon 
with ecstacy" 

Aureole, the gadabout and globetrotter, is delightful everywhere. 
The one touch of domestic nature does come in now and again, and 
her " dear Bill, her "handsome Bill," her rackety, good-half Bill, 




him "Whaton earth do you want ?" •"Want!' why a mutton chop, 
and a wife, and a whisky-and-scda, says Bill, brutally." And then 
they go to the "palaoe of luxury" and "dine with seven other 



spirits more weary than ourselves." 8) they might all dirge in 
chorus the old duet of " Again we come to thee, Savoy /" 

The Masked Ball story is.very well told—quite a little comedy ; 
and of course all the gay resorts at home and abroad are virited 
by the lively Aureole. 'Til a ske'oh of " How we live now," and 
must please a number of people who are "in the movement," and 
a great many more who are out of it, but who like to be up iu what 
is going on, and to imagiae that they also could b a of the gay world 
if only they chose. Fill me a bumper of cold (not iced) champagne, 
whioh, to Aureole, quaff* 

The appreciative Baron de Boox- Worms. 

P.S.— To those among his reading-friends who appreciate the clever 
and amusing work of " Gyp/' the Baron strongly recommends Le 
Cceur a'Artane. No necessity to send t> "Rue Auber" for it: 
aUez le cherchtr chez M. Roques, 64, New Bo ad Street, and see that 
you get i\ The Baron wishes you may get it, as you are certain to 
enjoy tie book immensely. Be prepared to be thoroughly enjoU by 
the artless Ariane. 



ROEHAMPION GATE AND THE L. C. C. 

The publio. represented by the First Commissioner of Works 
in the Liberal Government, testified towards " Priory Lane " (if 
we remember aright, a provokingly private road, leading, as a 
shortcut, from Wandsworth Common up to " Roehampton Gate," 
which is a dosed entranoe to Richmond Park) what Sam WeUer 
might have oorreotly described as a "Priory attachment"; but 
though its opening to the publio would have been granted freely by 
its owner, on condition that the London County Council and Wands- 
worth authorities should make, repair, and keep in order the road, 
the London County Counoil refused to take any part in the matter, 
and so Priory Lane, "with bars at each end," remains a "spot 
barred" to the Richmond Park-loving Londoner. The cost of 
making this mile and a quarter is over-estimated at £2000. But as 
there are, as the Daily Chronicle describes it. " bars at each end x " 
surely these " bars," if properly licensed, would bring in a splendid 
revenue from thirsty pedestrians, equestrians, and wheelers of all 
sorts and conditions. 
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"NICE FOR THE VISITORS." 

(Sketch outside a Fashionable Hotel.) 



THE LAST OF MOWGLL 

["The Man-pack do not lore jungle-tales."— 
Bmdyard KipUne in the P. M. Q. of Sept. 26. J 

SACRED 

To the Memory 

of 

XOWOLI, 

Alias little Frog, Mauling, Nathoo, and 

Master of the Jungle, 

Who, 

After buffering on in columns of print, 

Came to a Doubtful End 

In a series of Asterisks in an Evening Paper, 

And in the Paws of Baloo. 

He was 

Of Uncertain Parentage, 

Of Unprincipled Character, 

Of Carnivorous and generally Unpleasant 



Though he had one or two Good Points, 

On the whole may be described 

As 

A THOEOTOH-PAGED TOXTKO RASCAL. 

He had 
(In common with the rest of the Jungle- 
People) 
A curious and somewhat incomprehensible 
style of expressing HIMSELF 
In Metaphors and Master-words, 



Which 

After a bit 

Rather got on one's Nerves, unless, of course, 

You like that sort of thing. 

He was, however. 

Considered by some to be Good Copy, 

And, as snch^ 

His Temporary Extinction 

Is mourned by his Sorrowing Editors and 

Publifhers. 

He will probably reappear 

At a later date 

In three-and-sixpenny book-form, 

Where we wish HIM 

All possible suooess and a few elucidatory 

FOOTNOTES. 



And now, 

In the words of the Panther Baoheeea, 

Is the Time of New Talk. 



Daetjtg Peofheot.— When it happens, it 
will be remembered how Mr. P.'s own prophet 
said of the retirement of President Faubb. 
that it was "a Faure-gone oondusion." 
Verb. sap. 

Note.— That Russia was to be allowed 
to occupy Port Arthur seems to have been 
a Port-* Arthurian legend." 



SUMMER OUT OP SEA80N. 

[" There is a theory .... according to which 
Texas owes its torrid climate to the fact that it is 
separated only by a sheet of brown paper from a 
reserroir of heat not of solar origin. During the 
last few days it must hare occurred to many to 
inspect that the partition between ourselves and 
that great store or caloric must by some untoward 
accident hare been reduced to something of Texan 
tenuity."— The limee.] 

The summer had gone, from city and park, 
Bat— in mid-September— came back for a 
lark! 
And banged the thermometer up again. 
It made Mr. Bull mop, and puff, and 



It filled Mrs. Bull with amazement and ire, 
And throttled her poor old pug cup again. 
For fires had been lighted and top-coats 

put on. 
When— something amazing ooourrcd in the 
sun, 
And " heat-waves"iwent wildly cavorting 
About our old planet in fashion quite frantic 
The Briton was floored by the wonderful 
antic 
Played midmost his season of sporting. 
"EhP Ninety degrees in the (hade— in 

September P 
So monstrous a marvel I do not remember I 
Here, put away bsg, gun, and cartridges ! 
Bring in a cider-cup— ioed. My dear boy, 
Sport, at midsummer heat, who can really 
enjoy, 
By Jove! It will roast the young par- 
tridges!" 
" A hundred and nine! Nay, a hundred and 

ten! 
By Jove, it will melt oh! the point of my 
pen!!!" 
The editor howled in his snuggery. 
The dandy in shirt-sleeves sat down to his 

dinner. 
The City Police grew perceptibly thinner, 

The cab-driver sported a puggaree. 
It played up the mischief with pleasure and 

work, 
It played into the hands of athletes in New 
Tork, 
Who licked molten Britishers hollow. 
It set the 'bus drivers indulging in naps, 
It made evening papers use up all their 
"caps," 
And it hindered the flight of the swallow. 
It fogged all earth's oreatures from mam- 
moth to midge, 
It made the bees swarm under Blaokf riars 
Bridge, 
And owls play strange freaks down at 
Chiswick; 
And when it got over a hundred and nine. 
It worked on some portly old buffers like 
wine, 
On some elderly fogies like physic. 
summer's a guest we all part with in 

sorrow; 
But when she comes bank the day after to- 
morrow, 
(Instead of in six months, or seven,) 
Before her late sorrowing mourners are ready, 
Society's course she is apt to unsteady, 

Till we wish her in Tophet-or heaven. 
But there is one thing our late summer has 

done: 
It has widened the realm of the Spirit of Fun ! 

Ironical ? Nay, not a particle I 
We'll pardon this "heat-wave" a lot of 

small crimes 
Because — it has mads our own serious 
"ZYmes" 
Indulge in a humorous article I ! ! 



The Age or Love (computed by the Daily 
Telegraph).— Th* time of the Silly Season. 
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THE VERY LATEST "HITTITE" SEAL! 




This most remarkable seal, while not, perhaps, effoiding a complete solution of the 

Hittite" problem, presents many features of the greatest pwible interest. In general 

form it is of the shape known to the scientific world at the Kennington Ocal % and the tact 

in reality, affords the key to the partial decipherment of the "Piotc graphs" on the two 

faces of the seal 

At the upper part of the first face, shown above, is a double-headed goddess, wesring a 
oap with horns, whioh would seem to indicate that the well-known "Horns " at Kensington 
was, in early times, a temple dedicated to the goddess who specially watched oyer the ohanoes 
of some anoient pastime to whioh these incised figures manifestly refer. Beneath this goddf ss 
is a two-headed bird, hitherto supposed to be an eagle ; but we consider that its identity 
with the bird known to connoisseurs as the " Double- Duck, 11 U now folly established. 

Beneath this, again, is a curious dwarf figure with straddling legs, whioh, as occurring 
elsewhere, has been described as homunculue. He is evidently engaged in practising the 
pastime above referred to. On the right is a curious triangular object, in which we can 
scarcely be wrong in seeing a primitive tent or pavilion, an adjunct of great importance to 
the players in times of hunger. 

The other face bears a spirited "Piotograph" of more than ordinary realism, representing, 
we would suggest, the triumphal retirement of the homunculue at the conclusion of his 
performance, and the animated figures above would seem to represent the rejoicing adherents 
of the retiring player. The objeots above have sorely puzzled the student, but we think it 
may now be generally admitted that they depict the sun setting in splendour behind a 
reservoir of some gaseous compound such as may even now be seen at Eennington. 

It is even suggested by some that the homunculue may be aotually a portrait of some 
diminutive but distinguished Surri player of primitive times. 



WELCOME HOME! 

It is with great satisfaction that we read, 
in the oolumns of the South Wales Daily 
New 8, of a citizens' meeting in the Cardiff 
Town Hall, for the purpose of discussing and 
arranging plans the object of which is to give 
a suitable and cordial " Welcome-home Ee- 
oeption " to the noble owner of Valkyrie II /., 
upon his return from the United States. That 
44 gallant little Wales" should take the in- 
itiative in such a project is only natural, 
and John Bull congratulates Taffy, and 
sincerely hopes that his happily-proposed 
demonstration to the Glamorganshire peer 
will be carried out with all the sucoess it 
deserves. Lord Dunbjlvbh has done muoh 
for yachting, and his recent spwtsinan-like 
conduct under the trying eiroumstances he 
encountered in the * 4 trans-pond-tine drama/' 
The America Cup, fully merits recognition, 
not only from Wales, but also from the rest 
of the United Kingdom. Slightly parody- 
ing Btbon, we might address the following 
lines to Mies Columbia :— 

Laugh while thou canst— another race 
May make thee Cap-less, pretty Yankee ! 

But let the ships have " elbow " space 
Or else we '11 have to say, •' No, thank 'ee." 



Gil Blajb-e.— Chables Lamb declared the 
human species to be divided into two distinct 
races, the men who borrow and the men who 
lend, cf whioh he considered the former to be 
infinitely superior to the latter, and conse- 
quently designated them the " Great Raoe." 
Now, undoubtedly the great raoe in Paris at 
present is the female iaoe, the raoe of lady 
bicyclists who. not content with borrowing 
men*s hearts, nave appropriated the mascu- 
line garment as well. Tne enterprising Oil 
Bias newspaper recently " brought on" a 
novelty in the way of Courses d bicyclettee 
tor opera dancers, whioh took place with grtat 
eclat in the Bis de Bmlogne. The fair 
terpeichoreans. from " prima ballerina as$o- 
luta, who is famous from St. Petersburg to 
Utah." to the humblest rat, or ballet-girl, 
assembled in foroe, and, with "light fan- 
tastic toe" and *• twinkling foot" prestdng 
the treadles of their willing machines, keenly 
contested the various events, to the huge 
delight of a concourse of irivolous boulevar- 
diere. After the morning s sport the chic 
Bicycli-ennes were entertained at an elegant 
dejeuner, the menu of whioh, c >ropiled by an 
Anglo- Paiisian gourmet, amorised among 
its appetising items a new dish, to wit, 
(Eufe Cocoitee d •• I 9 Wheel." 



BOTJNDABOUT READINGS. 

Relieved for a space by my own decree 
from the mere labour of searching for topics 
in the newspaper press of the United King- 
dom, I have teen seeking recreation in the 
pursuit, how cften unavailing, of the par- 
tridge. *' Come down on Thursday next," 
wrote mv friend, Haetey. " for four or rive 
days. We are going to shoot our outrides." 
This was sufficiently alarming, but it was 
obviously better than shooting our insides, 
and accordingly on the appointed day the 
county of Norfolk received me. 

Would thst it were sufficient on these 
occasions merely to arouse the primitive 
sporting instinct of man, to revert to the fringe 
of barbarism and to sally out, scantily clothed, 
with sling or bow or snare, in quest of game. 
But alas, the curse of civilisation cannot be 
got rid of ; one has to think cf cartridges, 
cartridge-lags, oaps, boots, gaiters, stock- 
ings, and heaven knows what besides. And 
in the end the odds are quite ten to one that 
you forget your cartridge-magazine, or that 
your beautiful new pair of patent hammer- 
less ej-otor guns get left undt-r the seat of 
the railway-carriage aid beomne for a day or 
two the sport of station-matters and porters 
on the Great Eastern Railway. 

• ' Shooting the outsides " is a sport by itself. 
Tour one desire is to keep the birds off the 
land of your neighbours ; the one desire of 
the birds is to seek that land. Tour best 
covey gets up and pops comfortably into a 
lovely root-field a couple of hundred yard* 
away, bat you cannot go after it, for the field 
belongs to another property, and the derinve 
birdH can chirp and run at their ease, while 
vou tramp on, shotless. under a broiling sun. 
However, the outsides have to be made good, 
and now and then a slice of look rewards yon. 
For instance, if a neighbouring vicar has 
given notios thst after a certain date he means 
to thoot over his own glebe, your delight is 
all the keener wh«n you all but annihilate a 
large covey of birds whose home is on the 
glebe. 

Thxbe is much humour in dogs. Tour 
own retriever, whom yen have broken your- 
self, is of course the quietest and best- 
behaved dog in the world. He also possesses 
the surest nose and the softest mouth. Why, 
then, does he ohoose a moment when every- 
body is looking to run in wildly and disturb 
every bird in the field P Or why, when you 
have sent him in pursuit of a runner, does he 
lie down and pant, while the keeper's dog, 
a tangled door-mat of the poodle species, 
solidly, and without ostentation, traoks down 
the wounded bird, and finally deposits it at 
the keeper's feet, just as you are assuring 
ever> body that there is not a vestige of scent, 
and that no dog could possibly bs expected to 
work in such weather. 



Thex, again, I want to know this about 
partridges. How is that, when they are 
driven to the guns, they always select a novice 
and unanimously fly over his head P There 
is an unerring instinct ab ut ih?m. Tour 
novice may disguue himself in all the sport- 
stained paraphernalia of a veteran shoo or. 
Bless his ample heart, he can't deoeivethe 
birds. They come t o him and o- >urt the death 
that never comes with a her<io persist enoy. 
When he has attained to the status of a 
veteran, and the birds about him are soaroer, 
he will look back with a fond repret to the 
days of his bird-irtquented novitiate. 

Tee long and the short of it is that jjar- 
tridges possess a cunning amounting to genius. 
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Undera soft and guileless exterior the par- 
tridge hides a store of deceitful wiles that 
might pat Sheblock Holmes or any of his 
countlets imitators to shame. His one object 
is not to be killed, and this he pursues with a 
ferocious pertinacity against which keepers, 
heaters, dogs and guns match themselves in 
Tain, Here, then, is a ballad of the cunning 
partridge, 

Thy partridge is a cunning bird. 

He likes not those who bring him don n : 
From age to age he has preferred 

The shots who blaze into the brown, 
Whose stocks come never shoulder-high, 

Who never pause to piok and choose, 
But on whose bioeps you deiory 

The black, the blue, the tell-tale bruise. 

Or should a stubborn cartridge swell. 

And jam, as it may ohanoe, your gun, 
The sly old partridge knows it well, 

" Great Soott ! " he seems to chirp "here's 
fun." 
He gathers all his feathered tribe, 

They leave the stubble or the grass, 
Anl with one wild and whirling gibe 

Above your silent muzzles pass. 

Your scheme you carefully oontrive, 

And, while eaoh beater waves his flag, 
Tour fancy, as they duly drive, 

Already tees a record bag. 
But, lo, they baulk your keen desire, 

For, though with, birds the sky grows 
black. 
Not one of them will face the Are, 

And every blessed bird goes back. 

For partridges I '11 try no more ; 

Why should I waste in grim despair f 
Take me to far Albania's snore, 

And let me big the wood cook there. 
Or on the Susquehanna's stream 

I '11 shoot with every chance of luck 
The gourmet's glory and his dream, 

The canvas-back, that juicy duok. 

Yea, any other bird I '11 shoot, 

But not sffain with toil and pain 
I 'H Iramp the stubble or the root, 

Nor wait behind a fence in vain. 
For of all birds you hit or miss 

(I 've tried it out by every test), 
Again I say with emphasis 

The partridge is the ounningejbt. 

So muoh for the partridge. Btfore many 
weeks are over it is quite possible that I may 
have to promote the phew ant to the top rank 
of ounning. And this I know full well about 
my friend the pheasant, that, although he is 
a large bird and seems ti fly slowly, he is a 
very hard bird to hit, as he ought to be bit. 
And most of us flod it much easier to hit the 
immeasurable space by whioh every bird on 
the wirg is surrounded. 



RAILWAY TRAVELLING. 
Sib,— Whenever I find a Pullman car I 
invariably travel in it. It is only a shilling 
or two over the ordinary fare, but oh the 
luxury 1 So, with the ancient Roman, who 
knew all about it, I exclaim : — 

" Pullman qui meruit ferat" 

The translation is evident, and I present the 
motb to the Company generally. 

A Tbivelliko Fellow. 



Riculxr pour iiieux Sautwu— The ther- 
mometer (according to the Daily Chronieh) 
about ten days ago " went back a little in 
order to mike a burger spring." It succeeded 
in making a 160094 summer. 




A FIN DE SIECLEISM. 

Sympathetic Lady. " I hops you hid a good Holiday, Miss Smith." 

Overworked Dressmaker. " Oh ybs, my Lady. I took my Machine with me, you enow I " 

S. L. " What a pity ; you should oivi up Needle aed Thread when you 're out 

for a " 

0. D. " Oh, I don't mean my Sewing Machine 1 I refer to my Bicycle 1 N 



"SIC TRANSIT GLORIA HOODL" 

A traditional relic of tbe picturesque 
poacber prince of Sherwood Forest, were it 
even " no bigger than an agate-stone on the 
forefinger <f an alderman,'' would, we pr*>- 
fcume, be worthy of jealous preservation. It 
is, therefore, the more surprising that Tork- 
shiremen have not taken adequate means for 
the protection of "a massive piece of mill- 
stone grit which* from time immemorial, has 
Mood on a rising around overlooking: the Aire 
Valley." Rsolining in the shade of this his- 
toric stone— named after him— " bold Robin 
Hood would, with his Maid Mabian, sup 
and bowse from horn and can," using it as a 
kind of half-way house, so to speak, on his 
journeys to York. But oh. shade of Friar 
Tucn, thougenial exemplar (dare we hint it P) 
of what is known as the "sporting" parson 



—a type, alas ! rapidly beooming as extinct 
as thyself— the Vandal hordes, in the shape 
of the Bradford Corporation, have come with 
their destroying trail of dynamite, and, under 
base pretence of making way for a water 
conduit, have cloven the Robin Hood stone 
into four parts! Not until the blasting 
powder was in position did the people realise 
the full horror of the dread doed about to 
be wrought ; and then, to save that which 
ores sheltered an outlaw, they sent for a 
polioeman, who, of course, arrived "after 
the blast was over." "The occurrence has 
oaused a feeling of indignation throughout the 
distriot,'' says the Yorkshire Post, adding, 
•• and it is unlikely that the incident will be 
passed over in silence." It certainly was not 
accomplished "in silence"! Yorkers I why 
did you not shut the stable door before the 
steed was stolen? 
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THE THERE WEIRD WEITEES OF DEXTEY LANE. 

Scene — Somewhere in the neighbourhood of Drury Lane, Any 
time b'fore the production of " Cheer , Beys, Cheer? 




Firet W. W. (Sir Druriolanus). When shall we three meet again P 

In thunder, lightning, shine, or rain P 
Second W. W. (C. Raleigh). When the hurly-burly'e done, 

When by play we 'ye lost or won. 
Third W. W.(H. Hamilton). 'Twill he settled by the run I 
FirU W. W. Where the scenes? 
Second W. W. (happily). From Polo go 
First W. W. (excitedly). ToMatabele! 

Third W. W. (grandly). Rotten Row ! 

First W. W. To Worth of Paris! 

Second W. W. (receiving a note from the Musical Director) . Gloyer 
oalls! 
Third W. W. (having had aline from a Costumier). What! Bosch! 
All three (solemnly dancing round the cauldron). 

Polo, gold mines, Rotten Row, 

Costumes grand, comedian low, 

Round about the country go ! 

The Weird Writers hand in hand 

Posters stick throughout the land. 

Us they '11 write about, about ! 

Three to one, it will be fine ! 

Writers three we thus oombine ! 

Piece ! The curtain 's up I [ They vanish. 

And the melodrama,— showing how a matoh was broken off at a Polo 
gathering, and how many times in one evening Mr. Henry Neville 
can take off his hat in a wonderful variety of oourteous ways, and 
how he gets taken off himself by a Matabelian shot ; showing, too, how 
funny Mr. Giddenb and Mr. Lionel Rignold osn be, and how ad- 
mirably Miss Fakkt Brough behaves as an eccentric lady of fashion 
in exceptionally trying oircumstanoes ; how good Charles Dai/ton is 
as a villain ; how strikingly Druriolanus has managed stage effects, 
and how admirably his auxiliaries have done their work,— the melo- 
drama, containing all this and very much more, achieves a distinct 
suooess. 



Poor Mrs. LangtryI " What all my pretty chicks at one fell 
swoop ! " " The pretty chiot s " would be represented by •• a pretty 
cheque? Lots more where they oame from, and their fair owner may 
yet ting about them triumphantly to the tune of " LilUe-bulero? or 
any other that takes her fancy if she objects to the original air as being 
out of date. Why not a new version of " Ti-a-ra Boom-de-ay " f 



"A* Intolerable Nuisance."— The Pall Mall Gazette is to be 
felicitated upon a praiseworthy but, unfortunately, unsuccessful 
attempt to institute a oampaign against the organ fiends haunting our 
streets. But the letters which, under the heading " An Intolerable 
Nuisanee,"jpoured in briskly at first, have finally* 7 oeased and deter- 
mined." We have been told of a village, " in the Ausonian hills," 
peopled by retired organ-grinders who, having amassed a fortune— 
resulting from bribes, given by the despairisg citizen, as an induce- 
ment to the torturer to remove himself ™ to the next street "—repair 
thither to enjoy an otium cum dianitate % untroubled by any qualm of 
oon'oienoe for the suffering inflicted by them upon patient Britons. 
Will come Novum Organon tell us the whereabouts of this Utopia, 
and let us thither banish in shiploads these " intolerable nuisance*." 



CABBY- OB, REMINISCENCES OF TNE BANK ABO THE ROAD. 

(By " Hansom Jack.") 
No. VI.— FARES AND FINDS. 

TBMMisteryofaSansomCabf Oh yes, J've read it; or leastways 

dipped into it. 
Bayther perlioe-newsy sort of a story; strong flaviour of murder 

and unsweetened gin to it. 
"Less cab than license? youns; Mulberry sniggers. Young Mul- 

brrrt fancies 'imself as a joker. 
Still, we do 'ave some rum finds in our cabs, from a set o' false teeth 

to a red-ended poker. 

Give me a shiver the latter thing did. I 'ad just dropped one fare 

and 'ad took up a foller. 
First was a gloomyish kind of a oove with a oystery heye and cheeks 

sailer and oiler ; 
Second as smart a young minx as von 'd meet I 'ad 'ardly whipped 

ud when I 'card suoh a squeaking, 
And sharp through the trap shoved a soarlet-hued summat. It give 

me a turn, in a manner o' speaking. 

Parties are wonderful partial to prodding with brolly or walking- 
stick, ah yes, and rifles. 

Fares when they want you to pull up 'ave got little thought for your 
eyes and they don't stick at trifles. 

But this was a rayther unusual prodder! "'Old 'ard, Miss," 
I says. " Wot 's this 'ere little caper P" 

•• Oh, Gabby ! " she squeals, " put me down ! It 's a 'orror— I found 
in the corner 'ere— wropped in brown paper ! " 

Out she would git : when, a puffin' and wheezin', up oame the old 

buffer who 'd left it behind 'im. 
" That 's mine ! " 'e gulps, and 'e grabs it like winking. " Ah, my 

poor Josr ! I wish I could find 'tm 
One'arf as easy. The olevtrest olown, Miss, in England; and this 

was 'is favrit hot poker. 
All 'e 'as left to remember 'im by! "—an' 'e 'ngged it, I pitied 

the sailer old joker. 

But Miss, she turned rusty, and cut up 'er didos. " You ought to 

know better," she sniffed. " It 's just ejus 
To leave 'orrid objeoks like that in a cab; though I own it's well 

fitted, and 'ignly oommojus; 
But lor*, 'out it scared me ! " " Well, lydy," I says, being roughed up 

a bit by 'er stuokuppy manner, 
44 It wouldn't 'a' bit you, or burnt you, if you 'adn't opened it, 

I'll bet a quid to a tanner." 

Whereon she flounoed off without paying no fare. " Humph!" 

snorts the old gent, and forks over a shilling. 
Talk about 'onesty ! Give the respectables eharnoe of a safe bite, 

and ain't they just willing P 
'Onetty 's scarcer than millions, I reckon. You just leave a purse or 

a pencil- case 'andy 
For fares to lay 'old on, and see if there 's much of a choice 'twixt 

poor Cabby and polished-up dandy. 

Bat t'other evening, a 'igh-nosed old dowager tipped me bare fare, 

- and away she was sailing 
When I twigged a smart teal-skin bag in 'er 'and as I knew my last 

fare— who seemed toddly and ailing- 
Had carried before, and it chinked as she shook. " Excuse me," I 

says, " but that bag, mum— I '11 trouble you ! " 
Lord, if you 'd seen 'er flush up and go fluttery ! 'Taint only snobs 

as '11 dodge you and double you. 

Nobs very often are spry on the niok. Klepto-something or other 

they call it in their case. 
Old Billy Boger 'as told me that onoe 'e was landing a 'eavyiah 

trunk up a staircase, 
And 'eard the young lady fare whisper 'er Ma, " Oh, see wot I've 

found in the oab ! "— * 4 ' Ush, my darling ! " 
The old dutch garsps out. And old Bill did'nt get it— the bracelet 

—without lots o' sniffing and snarling. 

Yah ! They are dreadfully down on poor Cabbies who don't toe the 

mark in the matter o' pickings, 
But what with the Burlington bilks, and the toffs as you can't trust 

too fur when there 's prospeek of nickings, 
And all the mean fakes that a cabby is fly to, in fares who 're well-off 
' and did ought to khow better, 
The rank doesn't think muoh of hupper-class 'onesty, give yon my 

word. Now I 'm off for a wetter ! 



Goon Reason for not Quarrelling list Week.— " It was too 
hrt for • word.' 1 » Digitized by \jQOg fc 
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A GRAND OLD GABDENER. 

[ u Through the death of Mr. Pbtsr Grieve we 
have lost one of our best-known landscape gar- 
deners also a distinguished hybridest ana cross- 
breeder."— Daily Chronicle.] 

Good gardeners grieve for Mr. Peter Grieve, 
Who landscape-gardening art hat had to 

leave, 
To our regret Hybridest and cross-breeder, 
He in the Garden- World was a great leader. 
" Suffolk Sir Joseph Paxton " he was oalled 
From many an English garden, snugly walled 
And florally embellished, plaints will come. 
He many a zonal pelargonium, 
Double petunia, and other blossom, 
Has left, of a new race, to deck earth's bosom. 
Better than selfish climb to plaoe and power 
It is to bless our world with a new flower. 
Better than many Tsars, depend upon it, 
This Floral King deserves an ode er sonnet 
Peter the Great was great, but one lived 

later 
Whom sorrowing Punch dares dub " Peter 

the Greater 1 " 



TRUE LIBERALITY. 

1 George, I 've just sent a Guinea to the ' Balaclava Veterans* 



Old Millionaire. 
Home/" 

His only Soa and Heir . "A Guinea, Father? Why, /'ve sent more than that, out 

OF MY MISBBABLB HAIF-PAY 1 " 

0. M. "Ah, but you'yr got great Expectations, George. 



/ *VE GOT NONE ! " 



"The Cultivation op Bees."— Sir,— I 
see this inbjeot taken up in the Standard, 
but have not had time to peruse the corre- 
spondence. I doubt whether bees can be 
cultivated. I have seen a Learned Pig, Clever 
Cats, Industrious Hoppers, all thoroughly 
trained: but never have I come across a 
Cultivated Bee. The bee is too busy as a 
worker even to have the leisure which oulti- 
valion requires. I have heard of a bee 
getting so far in his education as to become 
a " Spelling Bee." But even the " SpelW 
Bees" seem to have had their day and died 
out Tours. 

A Hum from the Htjmmums. 



LETTERS TO A FIANCfcE. 

My drab Gladys,— I think your Arthur the ideal person to be 
engaged to. He's serious, you say— he dislikes flippanoy— he 's 
inclined to be literal. 

Well, surely that's better than being a down, a buffoon, a mere 
jester, a Court Fool ! How tired you'd get of the cap and bells I of 
having to laugh, all through life, at your husband's jokes I Arthur 
is sensible ; calm in his affection. Is that a reproach P Should you 
like a ** Onoe-on-board- the- lugger- and- the- girl-is-mine " sort of 
villain as a lover ? Or a " ladies T man "—a warbler of love-songs— a 
universal provider of compliments, flowers, pretty speeches,— a very 
Whitelt of gallantry P Ton 'd be bored to death : and dreadfully 
jealous as well. 



denial, he'll probably waive Ms objections to afternoons, private 
views, or even— in moderation— olever young men. 

On some subjects, I know, sympathy seems impossible; for 
instance, Arthur likes musio, but detests conoerts : while you, on 
the other hand, while not oaring for musio are particularly fond of 
concerts. A little mutual indulgence on both sides will soon put 
matters straight 

After a slight dispute never hold out an instant after he shows 
repentance. Also, never avoid showing jealousy when you see he 
expects it* This is a valuable " tip." False pride on this subject is 
a fruitful source of discord. 

Do not disagree with his general principles. On the contrary, 
second them ; and give him convincing reasons for his own opinions. 
When it comes to a particular application of them, that you really 
object to. you are sure to know now to act Believe everything he 
says, and never oorrect him about details, especially not if you know 
you are right I don't think I need advise you not to bring out 
authorities to show he is wrong in the etymology of a word or any 
other subject of discussion, for that is absolutely suicidal, and you 
would be beyond the pale of reason if you dreamt of suoh a thing. 

Since your cousin Freddy hss been staying with you, I can 
understand you find it rather awkward. I know Freddy ; with his 
lova of practical jokes (for which you, too, I am certain, have a 
secret penchant), and his determined chatter about his rowing! his 
riding, and why he didn't back the winner, and how it is he missed 



the Diamond Sculls, and so on, ad lib. I can quite fancy he doesn't 
get on with Arthur, whom he must despise for not having put a 
hair-brush in his bed the very first evening. 

Ton must have had a difficult day that Sunday that young De 
Ysrney and his sister oame down. De Verney, rosy-oheeked and 
babyish-looking, but about whom a morbid interest centres, because 
he collects jewels, and was said at one time to take morphia ; and Miss 
de Verney, who " writes," and is utterly amazed and contemptuous 
when she finds someone who has never heard of her. If it were not 
for your mother, who forgets people's oharaoteristios, and explains 
them to each other a little wrong— which often saves the situation— 
the day would have ended in utter want of harmony. De Verney 
left pitying you, and his sister feeling sorry for Arthur. I am 
glad you removed— though only just in time— an absurd booby-trap 
Freddy had placed in Arthur's room, because Arthur had said he 
" romped " ; and when you and your future husband were alone, he 
said he hoped your companions in the future would be of a very 
different calibre to your present friends. 

The depressing word " calibre," while cheering Arthur left you in 
lowest spirits, but of oourse you agreed, and then had a toboganning 
matoh with Freddy the next morning before breakfast, and before 
Arthur had left his room. Write and tell me how you are going on . 
Is any time fixed for the termination of the engagement P I mean, 
of oourse, by marriage. Tour affectionate friend, Marjorte. 



Maximub Orelliub.— The author of John Bui* and His Island has 
honoured a South Wales Daily News interviewer with many interest- 
ing personal details. Mons. Blouet has a rooted aversion to chair- 
men, because " they give a sort of forms 1 tone to proceedings which I 
don't care for." Poor ohairmen! After all, this is only what they 
are intended for. Perhaps another Max— yclept Nordan— can give 
some explanation for this distinctly morbid dislike. One unlucky 
chairman is overwhelmed with ridicule because, in an intro- 
ductory speech, he actually forgot the French humorufs name. 
44 Max O'Rell" contemplates enangina; his profession to that of 
playwright and has already written a play which he airily describes 
as 1c a high-class comedy, dealing with the British aristocracy." 
However, this is not his first dramatio venture, for, says he, " in 1870 
I had a comedy produced in Paris, but the war breaking out my play 
oame to what I think was an untimely end. I have been repeatedly 
urged to write for the stsge, but have hitherto been oontent with the 
suooess I have attained in other directions." Vivat modestia I 
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THE NEW PATENT SPRING-HEELED "BIKE" FOR THE HUNTING FIELD. 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

1m a recent number of The Saturday Review I read a review of a 
book of Terse, whioh I need not particularise farther, as I am not 
oonoerned to affirm or to dispute the jnstioe of the oritio's estimate of 
it I only refer to it incidentally. The author, according to this 
reviewer, possessed only the most elementary and commonplace 
notion with regard to aptness of epithet* or .allusions. Instances 
were cited, and we were farther asked to believe that with this poet 
(I quote from the Saturday) " the voluble thrash is a family man, 
ami the bibulous bee is a rover. 1 ' 



That sentence absolutely fascinated me. It .continued to ring; and 
ring in my brain for hours afterwards. It became the refrain to 
everything I read and everything I thought of. There was only one 
remedy. I promptly applied it, made a oopy of verses to suit the 
pursuing sentence, and was cured of my ailment. 

A FAMILY MAN AND A ROVER. 

A book and an oyster agreed to dispute 

As to which held the record for darting : 
The rook said " I 'm off like a pant on a ohute," 

Said the oyster " I don't think I 'm starting : 
That is, since I know I 'm confoundedly slow, 

If the rook on the mark remains steady, 
I doubt if I'll wait till the starter says <go,' 

I '11 be off when he says ' Are you ready P ' " 
Then the languishing leopard cried " Run while you can," 

And the erioket remarked " Is it over P " 
But the voluble thrush was a family man, 

And the bibulous bee was a rover. 

A celibate snipe thought they 'd better look sharp, 

But the oyster said "Who's for the grotto P" 
Tuus evoking a smile from a casual carp, 

Who had a earpe diem" for his motto. 
And a hairy old, hoary old ourang-outang 

Grunted " Harmony, gents, or you '11 bore us " ; 
And a bandy-legged beetle, when asked if he sang, 

Said he only obliged in a chorus. 



Then, to make matters smooth till the racing began, 

A dove, who had landed at Dover, 
Cooed " Voluble thrush, you're a family man, 

But, oh bibulous bee, you 're a rover.'' 

The runners themselves were contending for fun 
On a track whioh was wooded with parquet : 

The odds at the start were a million to one. 
Whioh I quote as the state of the market. 

44 Do you think they will win P " said a truculent shark ; 
Bat the whale said, •' I never think miffing." 

•• What a desperate race ! " was the puffin's remark- 
He was palpably pained by their puffing ; 

Yet it cheered the whole olan, while their races they ran, 
To know someone lived calmly in clover ; 

For the voluble thrash was a family man, 
Though the bibulous bee was a rover. 

Bound, round came the rook, who was heartily dapped 

He was winning, wings down, in a canter; 
The soooulent bivalve was collared and lapped, 

In spite of his beard and his banter. 
Bat a rifle went off, and a dredger drew nigh ; 

We shall never know whioh was the winner, 
For the rook's next appearance was made in a pie, 

And they served up the oyster at dinner. 
Whioh proves very mainly that life is a span ; 

We are cattle, and Death is our drover. 
Fate waits for the thrush, who 's a family man, 

And the bibulous bee, who 's a rover. 

No more this week. I am flying from a country where September 
fails to provide anything but sunshine. Perhaps in Switzerland 
there may be snow and a sweet foretaste of winter. At any rate, I 
am off to find out for myself. My next " Roundabout Reading" 
will be done in the country of Cantons. I shall study the Referen- 
dum two* to f*ce\ 

" Iir sb Dioole F. the PROGRESSIVES."— Mr. Dioole says, as long 
as ratepayers support the Progressives, the rates will increase. Er§o % 
to support the Progressives, and pay for it, is Re-diggle-ous! Quite so. 



SKETCHES FROM SCOTLAND. 

Ok a Oaxlahdir Ohab-a-bakob. 

Scshe— In front of the Trossachs Hotel. The few passengers bound 
for Callander have been sitting for several minutes on the coach 
" Fits-James " iVt poking ram, resignedly wondering when the 
driver will consider them sufficiently wet to start. 

The Head Boots (to the driver). There's another to come vet; 
ha 'U no be lang now. (The cause of the delay comes down the hotel 
steps, and surveys the vehicle and tie occupants with a surly scotol.) 
Up with ye, Sir, plenty of room on the second seats. 

The Surly Passenger. And hare all the umbrellas behind dripping 
on my hat I No, thank yon, I'm going in front. (He mounts, and 
takes up the apron.) Here, driver, just look at this apron— it's 
sopping wet! 

The Driver (tranquilly). Aye, I 'm thinking it wall ha' got a bet 
domp. 

The Surly P. Well, I'm not going to have this over me. Haven't 
yon got a dry one some- 
where P 

The Driver. There'll be 
dry ones at (Hollander. 

The Surly P. (with a 
snort). At Callander! Much 
good that is! (With crush- 
\ng sarcasm.) If I'm to 
keep dry on this oonoero, it 
strikes me I'd better get 
inside the boot at onoe I 

The Driver (with the air 
of a man who is making a 
concession). On aye, ye can 
get inside the boot if ye've 
a mind to it. 

[The coach starts, and is 
presently stopped at a 
corner to take up a male 
and female passenger, 
who occupy the seats 
immediately behind the 
Surly Passenger. 

Female P. (enthu- 



The 

siastically, 



to her 



vanion). There's dear old 
Mrs. Maqfablaot, oome ont 
to see the last of ns ! Look 
at her standing ont there in 
the garden, all in the rain. 
That's what I always say 
abontthe Sootoh— they are 

arm-hearted I 

[She waves her hand in 
farewell to some distant 
object.* 

Her Companion. That 
ain't her ; that 's an old 
apple-tree in the garden 
vow 're waving to. She's 
keeping in-doors— and shows 
her sense too. 

The Female P. (disgusted). 
Well, I do think after our being at the farm a fortnight and all, she 

might But that's Sootoh all over, that is: get all they can 

ont of yon, and then, for anything they care 1 

The Surly P. I don't know whether yon are aware of it. Ma'am, 
but that umbrella of yours is sending a oonstant triokle down the 
back of my neok. whioh is most unpleasant ! 

The Female P. I 'm sorry to hear it, Sir, but it 's no worse for you 
than it is for me. I 've got somebody else's umbrella dripping down 
my baok, and /don't complain. 

The Surly P. I do, Ma'am, for, being in front, I haven't even the 
poor consolation of feeling that my umbrella is a nuisance to 
anybody. 

A Sardonic P. (in the rear, politely). On the contrary, Sir, I find 
it a most pleasing object to contemplate. Far more picturesque, I 
don't doubt, than any scenery it may happen to conceal 

A Chatty P. (to the driver ; not because he cares, but simply for 
the sake of conversation). What fish do you catch in that river 
there P 

The Driver (with an effort). There'll be troots, an , maybe, a 
pairrch or two. 

The Chatty P. Perch P Ah, that's rather like a goldfish in 
shape, th P 

Driver (cautiously). Aye, it would be that. 

Chatty P. Only considerably bigger, of course. 



Driver (evasively). Pairrch is no a verra beg feah. 
ChattyP. But Digger than goldfish. 

Driver (more confidently). On aye, they '11 be beggar than goldf esh. 
Chatty P. (persistently). You 've seen goldfish— know what 
they're like. ehP 
Driver (placidly). I canna say I do. 

[They pass a shooting party with beaters. 
Chatty P. (as before). What are they going to shoot P 
Driver. They'll jist be going up to the hells for a bet grouse 
drivin'. 

A Lady P. I wonder why they carry those poles with the red and 
and yellow flags. I suppose they're to warn tourists to keep out of 
range when they begin firing at the butts. I know they have butts 
up on the moor, because I 've seen them. Just look at those birds 
running after that man throwing grain for them. Would those be 
grouser 

Driver. Ye '11 no find grouse so tame as that, Mem; they'll jist 
bepbaysants. <o* 

The Lady P. Poor dear things ! why,:they 're as tame as ohiokena. 

It does seem so cruel to kill 
them! 

Her Comp. Well, but 
they kill chickens, occasion- 

the Lady P. Notwitha 
horrid gun; and, besides, 
that's such a totally diffe- 
rent thing. 

TheChattv P. What do 
you call that mountain, 
driver, eh P 

Driver. Yon hellP I'm 
no minding its name. 

The Surly P. You don't 
seem very ready in pointirg 
out the objects of interests 
on the route, I must say. 

Driver (modestly). There 
'11 be them on the ooroh that 
know as much aboot it as 
myself. (After a pause— to 
vindicate hut character as a 
cicerone.) Did ye nottice a 
bit building at the end of the 
loch over yenderP 

TheSurlyP.JXo,I&dn'L 

Driver. Ye might ha' seen 
it had ye looked. 

[He relapses into a con- 
tented silence. 

Chatty P. Anything re- 
markable about the build- 
ingp 

Driver. It was no the 
building that 's remairkable. 
(After a severe struggle with 
his own reticence.) It was 
jist the spoat. 'Twas there 
Roderick Dhu fought Fitz- 
James after convoying him 

11 Oa aye, ye can get inside the boot if ye Ve a mind to it" ^Lt** 2P M s W !J' 

[The Surly Passenger 
snorts as though he didn't consider this information. 

The Lady P. (who doesn't seem to be up in her " Lady of the 
Lake"). Fitx-James who t 

Her Comp. I fancy he's the man who owns this line of coaches. 
There 's his name on the side of this one. 

The Lady P. And I saw Roderick Dhu 's on another coaoh. I 
thought it sounded familiar, somehow. He must be the rival pro- 
prietor, I suppose. I wonder if they 've made it up yet 

The Driver (to the Surly Passenger, with another outburst of com- 
municativeness). Yon stoan is called " Sawxsov's Putting Stoan." 
He hurried it up to the tope of the hell, whaur it 's bided ever senoe. 
[The Surly Passenger receives this information with an incre- 
dulous grunt. 

The Lady P. What a magnificent old ruin that is across the 
valley, some ancient oastle, evidently ; they can't build like that 
nowadays ! 

The Driver. That's the GoUander Hydropawtheo, Mem ; burrnt 
doon two or three years back. 

The Lady P. (with a sense of the irony of events). Burnt down ! 
Afydropathio! Fancy! 

male P. (as they enter Callander and pass a trim villa). There, 
that 's Mr. Figgis s place. «j-» 

His Comp. What— that 1 1 iWhy, it 's quite a bee 
with green Venetians, and a^ conservatory, and a c — 
D i g i t i zed by vjj 





Ootobbb 12, 1895.] 



PUNCH, OB THB LONDON CHARIVARI 



173 



everything! Fancy all that belonging to him ! It's well to be a 
grocer— in these parts, seemingly I 

Male P. Ah, we ought to oome up and start business here ; it 'ud 
be better than being in the Caledonian Boad ! 

[They meditate for the remainder of the journey upon the 
caprices of Fortune with regard to grocery profits m Cale- 
donia and the Caledonian Mood respectively* 



THE WHEEL OP PATE. 

(A Fragment of an Old Romance, slightly Modernised.) 

Chapter XXI. 

"G&uucirct!" quoth the Baron d'Agivcoitbt, as he rolled off 
his bicycle into a potato-bed \ " tie a f all-mettled steed ! Methinks 
those yarlets have fed him with overmuch oil of late, so restive is he 
become. And, laok-a-day! My doublet is besmirched with mire! 
Thou smilest, I see, Agatha. There is but scant reason for merri- 
ment, shameless girl I " 

44 Nay,"replied the beau- 
teous Lady Agatha, as 
with exquisite skill she 
rode her dainty steed (a 
thorough-bred Coventry) 
up and down the terrace, 
44 Twas not at thy mishap, 
dear father! Of a truth 
thoumustbe sorely bruised. 
Was not that thy seventh 
fail this afternoon P If I 
smile, 'tis but that I am 




*' He v-nighed over tne elinV 



umph!" said the 
Baron, as ne hopped pain- 
fully behind his machine, 
vainly endeavouring to 
mount anew. " Happy, ehP 
And wherefore ? Whom 
hast thou seen to change 
thy mood so greatly since 
this morning r 'Twas but 
a few hours ago that thou 
wast weeping over some 
trifle of a spilt oil-can. 
Ah, lam up at last! 11 
"I have seen none," said 
the lovely maiden* with .blushing cheeks; "at least, save only 

" She hesitated; doubtfully. 

44 Whom, girl P" insisted her father. 
" Sir Algernon Fitzglabucce." 

With a desperate swerve, the Baron rode towards her, his face 
purple with passion. 

' r What, thou hast chosen to disobey me again? Talking with 
him whom I had forbidden to oome within twenty leagues of my 
castle ! Now, by St Humber, both thou and he shall rue this day! 

I say that " 

The Baron's skill failed him once more, and he was shot off into the 
gooseberry-bushes. 

44 Nay, near me, dear father >' 

" Cease!" roared the angry Baron. •• What ho, there ! Lead the 
Lady Agatha, 11 he commanded, as twenty men rushed forwards in 
answer to his summons, " into the upper dungeon. And, varlets, 
bring me the stickmg-plaster." 

Chapter XXII. 

'Twas midnight. Alone in the dismal cell to which her father's 
cruelty had consigned her, the Lady Agatha wept unceasingly. 
Sleep came not to her weary eyes, she paced restlessly up and down, 
or gazed through the narrow bars of the window over the moonlit 
landscape. 

Suddenly she started! Was it fancy P Nay, 'twas a human 
voice, manly, resonant, and strong, that sang beneath her window. 
She could catch some of the words: 

11 sweetest blossom of the lea, 

daintiest flower of the field! 
For lore, for hopeless lore of thee 

My reason must her kingdom yield n . • . 

Good heavens! It was Algerkoh Ftxzolabxhgb ! 

" Across the land, across the main. 
A single steed shall bear us twain/' 

He was ascending by a ladder I His face appeared at the window! 

" Ah, darling Agatha," he said, " news was brought me of thy 
parlous state! But dry thy tears, my sweet! See"— he snapped 
ttie massive bars with the little Anger of his left hand— 4i the cage 



is broken. Two of the swiftest Singers are saddled for us at the 
castle gate. Let us fly together I " 

• ••••• 

Noiselessly the reliant steeds flitted along the road. 

"Were't not best to light our lamps? " whispered Agatha. 
1 Methinks that the sage councillors of the pariah — ■" 

44 Nav, I fear them not," said the intrepid Fitzclabefce. " Enough 
for me is the light of thine eyes." 

Suddenly their steeds slackened pace simultaneously, and a faint 
hissing sound was heard. They looked at one another, and groaned. 

44 We are punctured! " cried Agatha, It was too true. At the 
foot of a steep hill they dismounted, their tyres flabby, shapeless, 
useless. Fttclasexce passed his hand over the ground. 

44 As I thought!" he said bitterly, "'tis thy father that hath 
contrived this ! He hath scattered tin-tacks broadcast over the road 
to foil our attempt to escape ! But we will baffle him yet." 

For some minutes he worked his air-pump in silence. Suddenly 
a sound was heard at which Agatha grew deathly pale. It was the 
dear resonant note of a bicycle bell ! 

44 We are pursued ! " she oried. 44 Let us fly, Algejbotoh." 

"We cannot," said her practical lover; 4 'the tyres are almost 
empty. We can but meet our doom bravely!" 

Louder and louder came the noise of whirring wheels. Then— a 
whirr, and the Baron, breathless, pale with terror, went by them like 
a flash of lightning ! Fitzclasence understood in a moment what 
had happened. The Baron was but an unskilful rider, and had 
allowed his machine to run away with him down the hill! 

To stop him was impossible. He went along the highway for 
thirty-two and a half miles, and then, with a last despairing yeJOL 
he vanished over the cliff, still seated on his steed, and was buried 
beneath the waves of the English Channel. So Fitzclaeekgs and 
Agatha returned to the castle, and lived happily ever after. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Ik the Nineteenth Century the Baron skimmed an article on " The 
Gold-mining Madness in the City," by a F. Tan Oss. There's a 
deal of method in this madness. Isn't it rather presumptuous in a 
44 Van Oss " to advise Bulls and Bears not to make asses of themselves? 

Amusing article in Macmtllan for this month on ** Moll Cut- 
purse." Even Ouvzb, the Protector, oouldn't protect himself from 
this nimble-handed, light-fingered lady, who entertained very prac- 
tical notions on the Common-wealth. 

Capital chatty book, published by Aeeowsxith (but evidently 
ought to have been published by "Chatty ajtd windus"), is 
Platform, Press, PoliUcs and Play, by our worthy gossip, T. H. S. 
EscoTT. " Just the sort of book for a quiet half hour in these ohill 
October evenings," quoth the Bust Basoe de Book-Worms. 



PASTEUR. 

[M. Pastbub, the great French bacteriologist, died at St Cloud on 
Saturday, September 28.] 

At the great Pasteur's passing we must grieve 

De tout notre caur : 
May the Good Shepherd's pastures fair receive 

Notre Bon Pasteur. 



A Cruel Jest. 

Householder {to unfamiliar Gas Collector). I don't seem [to know 
your face. Where 's the usual man— Joins f 

Collector. Laid up in bed. 

Householder (bitterly). Of course, with the old oomplaint-^gaa- 
trick fever— eh ? [Exit New Collector, hurriedly. 

44 Om or lu 4 Uppee Tew.'"— 44 Bcv. Hebbbbt Bbooee," we 
read in the Daily News } has been " appointed to the chaplaincy of 
Les Avants, above Montreaux, Switzerland." Above Montreauz I 
In such a position the reverend gentleman will be a very high 
ohurehman. Likewise ought he to be a very learned one, seeing 
that he is to be chaplain to Les Savants. 

The Member for Sahk writes from the remote Highlands ef 
Scotland, where he has been driving past an interminable series of 
lochs, to inquire where the keys are kept f He had better apply to 
the local authorities in the Isle of Man. They have a whole House of 
Keys. Possibly those the hon. Member is concerned about may be 
found among them* 

Taken foe Geanted.— Although members of the London County 
Council, whose business it is to attend to the "nice conduct" of 
theatres and music-halls, may be said to have "given up all their 
wild proceedings" of a year ago, their actions ox late have, never- 
theless, I tea characterised by *' unbridled lioense," tu*. . [^ 
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FELINE AMENITIES. 

Female Friend {to fair Author of* 1 The Woman who Durst*' t "). " Now you 've hai> suoh a Success, I suppose your 

PCILTH&IHS WILL TAKB ANY RuBBTHH YOU CHOQSS TO WRIT* 1 " 



MICHAELMAS TERM AT CAMBRIDGE. 

According to orders issued September 29, Feast of St Godsc, the 
Vioe-Chanoellor has given notice that during Miohaelmas Term there 
will be Congregations, when will be performed by the A. C. G. C. 
(Amateur Cambridge Conoert Club) the well-known Choral, " Goosey 
Goosey Gander." (Music by Goobens.) The Volunteers will practice 
the Goose Step from two to four every afternoon till further orders. 

After exams, the ceremony of * ' Plucking " will take place in public 

Lectures on " How to get your Goose Cooked," with receipts for 
Making the sauce for the gander, by M. C. A. (Master of Culinary Art). 

Lecture on the light explanation of the treatise " De Goose- 
txbus," [N.B. — The undergraduate who comes out first in examina- 
tion on this subject will be entitled to wear a feather in his cap.] 

Special Greek Kalendary Lecture on the history of " Xerxes and 
the Gandara." 

The subjeot of the Lecture on Horticulture will be " The Growth 
of the Great Gooseberry, and its Gradual Extinction" 

Commercial History. Subject : " On Banking, and the Rise of 
the House of Gosling? 9 

Lectures on the Stage by Lord Acton, with inquiry concerning the 
Hisstrionio occasion when " The Goose " was first heard in a theatre. 
His Lordship has been specially engaged by the A. D. C. to bring out 
a new edition of Plays, under the heading of " The Acton Drama." 



Court ok Again— Mr. Godfrey's Vanity Fair (a misleading title : 
and the story is more nearly related to Pendennis than to Vanity Fair) 
is still "on" atthe Court Theatre. Let Play-Inspector advise those who 
have not seen Mr. Arthur Cecil as the imperturbable Lord Nugent, 
and who have yet to witness the excellent acting of Mr. Sugdeh, won- 
derfully made up as The Duke of Berkshire, who have still to see 
Mr. William Wyes as Brabazon Tegg, and Mrs. John Wood as the 
eooentrio Mrs. Brabazon Tegg (once a music-hall artiste), to go to the 
Court Theatre, and enjoy a thoroughly good all-round performance. 

Note at the Recent Medical Session.— Among the names of 
the distinguished lecturers during last week's Medical Session, 
occurred the remarkable one of "Dr. George De Am." It is a 
pleasant way of putting it These two syllables cannot say of 
themselves, " In Death we are not divided." 



TO A FR1ESD OF MINE. 

Ah, cherubic little curate, in your surplioe spick and span, 
Who has struck that happy medium 'twixt an angel and a man, 
Would it bore you much to tell me how you managed to attain 
To that turret of perfection which in time I hope to gain P 

For I see you in the pulpit,, and I dote upon your word. 
And I listen to such eloquence as rarely I have heard ; 
But at times there comes a whisper, like the flutter on the wind, 
Were you always, little curate, suon a pattern of your kind P 

When a schoolboy, young and noisy, did you never tell a fib, 
Or use a Kelly's HteraP* key " (ah, call it not a crib !) P 
Did you never, at a season" when your age was hardly ripe, 
Encircle with your rosy lips a surreptitious pipe P 
And when you went to Cambridge was your 'Varsity career 
As spotless as your surplioe, and as uniformly dear 
From a vestige of a blemish P Oh, you proper est of men, 
Were you never, never proctored— were you always in at ten P 

The New Lord Mayor Elect.— A congratulatory chorus to the 
New Lord Mayor elect, Sir Walter Welkin, should be at once 
written, oomposed, and rehearsed in order to be sung on November 9, 
to the aooompaniment of the " trained bands." The words may be 
selected from Shaesfeare and Milton ; the solos, consisting of a 
Verse apiece, may 

" Amaze the 'Wilkin with their broken stares." 
While some military poet could be fitly employed to celebrate the 
glorious deeds of the New Lord Mayor, Sir Walter Wilkin, 
Wiotorious Wolunteer, telling how 

11 With feats of anna 
From either end of London the Wilkin barni ! " t 



Pardonable Error in Orthography. 

Dear Sir Crcesus,— Mamma begs me to tell you that Emily is to 
be married on the 20th at Hanover Square, and hopes she may count 
on your presents. Yours truly, Jemima Smith. 

To Sir Crcesus Dives, Bart, Goldacre, Mmtshire. )QJC 
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CoeUr (to acquaintance, who hat ben away for sonu months), 
this time!" 



Wot abb yee bin boim* all 



Bill Xobbins (who has been "doing time"). "Oh I've bin Wheelim* a bit, Olb Man— 
Wheelin' a bit!" 



SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Happy Lots fob Happy Soots. — The 
Glasgow Herald has been making fun of 
the Scotch— no, we mean the Scottish— no, 
we don't, we mean the Soots— Professor. 
Here is its description of him :— 

He, and he alone, can lead a perfectly groomed 
life. He hai an income of between £600 and 



£2,000 a year. At the outside his work, after he 
has fairly got settled down to it, means four hours 
a day for fire days a week during six months of the 
year. . . . The modern Scotch professor in fact is, 
or ought to be, that " model man of the world," of 
whom all of us poor slares of business and oon- 
rention stand secretly in awe. 

On the St Andrews golf links he is to be 
seen on great occasions "living up to his 
moustaches and kniekerbookers.' r He has his 
London club, mingles in the highest literary 
coteries, and is always talking about "ohar- 
nringnrls." Evidently the professorial chair 
in a Norbritish University is a very oomf ort- 
able kind of arm-chair, and oar " Arts Pro- 
fessor" a pr of e s sor — and praetiser, too— of 
various useful arts. 



Wail fbom the West.— Thoy are trying 
at Bristol to move the G. W. R. to give 
better train facilities between Bristol, Salis- 
bury, Southampton, and Portsmouth; and 
the Chamber of Commerce has sent in a 
memorial asking for a " complete remodelling 
of the service between such important oentres 
of commercial activity/' and oomplaining of 
the " unsatisfactory servioe of trains on other 
parts of your system," particularly on the 
Devizes, Marlborough, and Beading branch. 
Why. suggests the Chamber, not run three 
fast trains a day up and down vid the new 
Holt Junction. " instead of all trains going 
into Trowbridge, and waiting nearly an 
hour." Why. indeed P West-of-Englanders 
seem to think that "your system" needs 
strengthening, and so they are supplying a 
little bark as a tonic, for "local application" 
only. 

To this Chamber of Commerce the fault of the Co. 
Ii running too seldom, and moving too slow. 



THE LAST TUKNPIKE. 

[" The last of the old turnpike trusts is to ter- 
minate on the 1st of November."^ Daily Newt,] 

Rmmrmnt, remember theflrst of November!— 



The old turnpike system grew old, ripe, 
and rotten ; [ember, 

But man loves to dream by the Past's waning 
And turnpikes, though troublesome, won't 
be forgotten. 
Like old inns and highwaymen, stocks and 
stage-coaches, 
The white turnpike bars have their 
memories fragrant ; 
But on quaint antiquities Progress encroaches. 
The knight of the road, and the pictu- 
resque vagrant, 
The "Highflyer" coach and the postohaise 
have vanished ; [follow. 

And now the old turnpike is destined to 
When from his snug box the last toll-taker's 
banished, 
One feels the Romance of the Road will 
sound hollow. 
The toll was a nuisanoe, the toll-keeper 
grumpy, 
He tamed out to pocket his coppers and 



[jumpy 
hich made one feel 
in his dress or 



tanners 
With curt elocution 
There wasn't much 
hia manners. 
His "stand and deliver" made timid folk 
quiver, 
And when not despotic he mostly looked 
drowsy; 
He 'd keep you a-waiting till all of a shiver, 
Then yawn on you, looking forbidding and 
frowsy. 
And yet his snug box and white bars had 
attractions. 
The gleam from his fire, the red rose o'er 
ms portal, 
Would make you forgive his rough ways and 
exactions, [immortal. 

And TuBPnr and WeUer have made him 
His locks, bolts, and bars were extremely 
obstructive. 
But then his white apron and mannerless 
greeting— 
In retrospect— take en a something seductive. 
Sure oft on our highways his spook, slowly 
fleeting, 
With glimmering shirt-sleeves and ooin- 
chin king pocket, 
Will haunt the lone traveller; make him 
remember ["Rocket," 

The jolly old days of the fast-rattling 
And heave one sad sigh for this fatal 
November. 



EVTDSHT, AS AFPBOPBIAXE SlTE,— " Bety 

l*» » f OT & CM^sr-regational ChapeL 



Place 



" Appbobatio* fbom Sib Hubebt Stajtlbt 
is praise ibdeed ! "—Sir Abthub was highly 
pleased with the Leeds Festival chorus-folk. 
14 1 praise you," he said to them, "from the 
bottom of my heart" Praise from "the top 
of a heart" would be nothing, but to pump it 
up, from the depths, expresses the profundity 
of admiration. Then added Sir Abthub, 
"The greatest privilege of my life is"— now 
just pause: think what could possibly be "the 
greatestpriviles;e" of Sir Abthub Sulltvait's 
fifeP The privilege of musical genius f No. 
Give it upf Yes. Then read en. "The 
greatest privilege of my life is that His Royal 
Highness will, at my request, tell you 
what he thinks of the ononis." inunortal 
Jabberwock! 

"O frabjous day! Oallooh! Callay! 
He chortled in his joy." 

Whereupon H. R. H. observed, most dis- 
creetly, " It is not for me toCmake criticisms : 
that I leave to your amiable conductor." 
Bee-ew-tifull! This chorus wiU "get a 
bit above itself." Dangerous precedent, O 
amiable conductor I zed oy VnVJVJ' 
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SMOBLTOBKLLNA. 

f" Count Smorltork— the famous foreigner — 
gathering materials for hit great work on England! 
.... * Hare yon been long in England ? ' asked 
Mr. Pickwick. 'Long— ver long time— fortnight 
—more/ ' Do you stay here long ? ' . ' One 
week.* 'You will hare enough to do/ said Mr. 
Pickwick, * to gather all the material* you went in 
that time.* 'Eh, they are gathered/ said the 
Count.*'— Pickwick.] 

Thi Smorltork raoe have multiplied x 

Sinoe Dickens wrote about them. 
They pate and rate on every aide ; > 

Fools read, and wise men doubt them. 
To every land from every land, 

Pott-haste, the prattlers travel 
They take a week to understand, 

A fortnight to unravel, 
A month, at most, to write a hook 

That sums up all creation ; 
They fathom England in a look. 

And France in a sensation. 
But most of all they seem to love 

To cross the wide Atlantic 
Then Jove and all the gods above 

Must roar at Smorltork antic. 
Smobxtom— a Briton or a Frank, 

A toribe or a fanatic— 
The Yankee raoe will gauge, grade, rank, 

In summary emphatic. 
He, like a cockney sparrow, cocks 

His eye at all around him, 
As Pharisee his sense it shocks, - 

As Philistine, confounds him. 
In seven hours he sums a State, 

In seven days the lot of them : 
And his next business is— to " slate'' 

And talk prodigious rot of them. 
At a huge, motley oontinent 

He gives a glance quite cursory, 
And vows it seethes with disc mtent, 

And is corruption's nursery. 
He finds New York a Tammany den, 

Chicago j ust a Hades ; 
The Yankees not quite gentlemen, 

The Yankee girls scarce ladies. 
Slave to the sex, the male, he vows, 

Is hut the female's poodle ; 
And when not worshipping his spouse, 

He bows the knee to "Boodle/' 
The labouring East, the lawless West, 

He scans in a " split second," 
And in " two jiffs " of scampering quest 

The Stars and Shrines are n * reckoned." 
They're "gathered" in his shallow brain, 

Like pea-nuts in a pannikin. 
Bsh ! Smorltork is a vapid, vain, 

Vituperative mannikin. * .' 

" Potry, poltio, science, art, 

All tin|rs "—from pigs to pictures- 
He bans in criticisms "smart," 

And soiolistio strictures. 
Of courtesy the open shame, 

Of feelings coarse affronter, 
He 's only fit to play the game 

Of Mrs. Lio Hunter. 
For when to other lands he strays, 

The fool insults their banners, 
Because he doesn't like their ways, 

Nor understand their manners. 
Peripatetic Podsnap, he 

Makes Punch's nerves feel tinglish, 
Who naught of good abroad can see 

Because it is not " English." 
Ah. Brother Jonathan, old friend, 

Hie Smorltork ohitter-ohatter 
Some day, like Tammany, will end, 

Meanwhile it doesn't matter. 
The Smorltorxs are a shallow set, 

Cantankerous and cranky ; [bet," 

But Punch takes not from them, ™ you 

His notions of things Yankee I 

Mono of Stalkers.— "Going for deer life!" 




Curate. M So sorry to hear tour Husband's mbt with ait Accident, Mrs. Shape." 
M s. Snaps. " Yis, Sir, 'e 's v*ry bad, pore Man 1 'E wur workin' on the Rail- 
way Line th* other day an* a Engine gome along an' run clean over 'is pore Leo ; 
aV now *e 'll bb laid rp abed for wises. It 's what I b'lieye the Doctors calls 

LOOOMOTIVK ATTACKS YK ! " 



Net Pboftts.— Mr. Cuhhing Macdona, 
M P.'s ree-nt letter to the Times about the 
hundred Frenoh boats that he saw starting 
from Dieppe for a three months' fishing cruise 
off the west coast of Ireland, has led to a 
demand by Irish papers for Government help 
to Irish fisheries. Why, they ask, should 
money be given to farmers and not to fishers Y 
The Cork Constitution, however, goes to the 
root of things by saying that " want of enter- 
prise and thrift," not want of pence, leads to 
Irish fish being caught by the anglers of 
Dieppe. The State has already constructed 
improved harbours and light railways. It is 
for the fisher-folk to respond by getting boats 
and nets, and using them ; until which time 
the early Gaul will get the best haul. 



SIMS BEEVE9 AT THE EMPIRE. 

Mr pretty Jane ! Kj pretty Jane ! 

The contract did I sign ! 
So meet me, meet me at the Empire I 

I sing at half-past nine. 
It may De earlier, or later, Jane, 

For time your Sims aims to defy, 
Bat read the posters of the Empire — 

The boom will catch your eye ! 

Musical Note. —A "Mass in B" has 
been composed by Mass-rn-et. 



A Shakspearian Line.— Th 
takes you to Stratf ord-on-Avon. 
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CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK ANO THE ROAD. 

(By "Hanwm, Jack.") 
[" Gentlemen, the way to see London ii from the top of a 'but— from the 
top of a 'bin, gentlemen ! "—Mr. Oladttom to Amoriom Visitor*.] 

No. VIL— 'BUSSES, BILKS, AND BOOSYS. 

Top of a 'but Well, I've nothing to say against knifeboards or 
garden-seats, quite the oontrairy. 

Looked at as look-outs on London itself, as a city, they 're easy, com- 
manding, and airy. 

G. 0. M. hit it in onoe to those Yankees. Bat still, if you'd view 
London /jfe, as a wholer, 

Not mere brisks and mortar and lamp-posts, I'll back what cute 
Benjamin D. oalled the London Gondoler. 

J've drove the Grand Old One, though 'e 's suoh a walker 'e don't 

give the wheels so much work as did Dizzt. 
But I 'd like to stiok 'im some hours on my perch with my 'ed at 'is 

elber. Ah, then we 'd be busy. 
The 'bus 'as the pull of us one war, you see ; our fares ean't git 

mounting the roof ; they 're insiders I 
But Cabby looks inside and out, and that way gits the bulge on the 

rest of the drivers and riders. 

Moresomeover the 'busses and trams keep the main, whilst we 

' Ansoms oan take all the short-cuts and bye-ways ; 
And when you know sububs and slums, you 're aware London life 

don't all run in the big stream of 'ighways. 
Its creeks and its backwaters, ditches and dykes, they teem, fairly 

teem, though their dwellers— poor cusses I— 
Can only just ketch the tram-bells in the distance, and ain't never 

bossed from the knifeboaxds of 'busses. 

That 's just where swell ink-slingers miss the true London. That 

wasn't the way though with good Chablbt Dicxbns, 
Pickwick is one of the books in our Shelter, and Pickwich\ I 'old, 

gives the reader rare pickins. 
When drying my legs over corf ee and heggs I git a larf out o* that 

patter o r Sammy. 
It aia't quite our up-to-date kibosh, o' course, but the way as that 

Sam chewed the rag was just jammy. 

Knowed some queer things about London, '* did, 'is London, of 

course, oabrioleys and such-like. 
My survey's "extensive," and likeways " peoeoliar," in that me 

and Sammy seem much of a much like. 
A whip, like old WeUer % I do not, like 'im, do the same bit o' road, 

oome-day-go-day together. 
I know, in my line, every inch of the town, at all times o* day, and 

in all sorts o' weather. 

I'd just like a turn " Bound the Town" with young Asm, or a talk 

over sossige and mashed in our Shelter ; 
Comparing of notes, with the Growler for chorus, I 'aven't no doult 

we should come out a pelter. 
" Cabby," they stajr, " knows 'is fare." I should think so, or else 

'e must be a blind mug or a babby, 
And who, from a dook to a chorister minx, 'asn't, one time or other, 

oe*»"fare"toaCabbyP 

I v ve driven the dook and the damsel together, as fur as that goes. 

And the dook was that squiffy 
'£ wanted to go me " dooks up" for the fare. But that would 'ave 

brought down the slops in a jiffy. 
You mustn't 'ave much flesh and blood, as a Cabby, I tell you. At 

scrapping we 're most of us 'andy ; 
But knookin' out nobs, as a rule, doesn't pay, when said nobs 'ave 

been mixing champagne and neat brandy. 

The boosys and bilks try our tempers, I tell you. But tempers are 

luxuries, like sparrer grass is. 
If you 've seen a helderly, hamorous gent, on the tiddley, you know 

what a worriting ass is. 
Argue for hours about sixpence, 'e will, then 'unt all 'is pockets, and 

find 'e aint got one. 
Collapse in a oorner. and fall fast asleep, with a boiled baby smile 

on 'is chump. 'E 's a 'ot one. 

Hit 'im P Oh no ! 'E may waste you a hour, and then offer a drink, 

which 'e 'asn't the price of ; 
And maunder and mumble till you are arf mad ; but if an old stager 

you '11 take the advice of, 
You wonH knock 'is 'cad off ! It's tempting, I know, and sometimes 

you would give twioe the fare for the pleasure ; 
But squiffy old gents are the magistrates' pets, they 've got money— 

at 'ome— and, what's more, lots of leisure ! 

"Tbiaclb" now, can't 'old 'is tongue with old Tiddleys, Poor 
" Tbbaclx " was onoe a smart gentleman farmer, 

And kep 'is own dog-cart 'E 's got one fair daughter, who, even in 
chocolate cotton 's a oharmer. 



Ahl sweet as fresh 'ay, in a manner o' speaking, is young Bessie 

Finch, though she 's but a machiner. 
Its ourieus 'ow sulky old "Tbeacle" lights up when 'is gal Bsssix 

brings 'im 'is poor bit o' dinner. 

'E was just taking up an old Tiddley one time when Miss Bessie 

turned up. and the bosky old geeser 
Made eyes at the maid, and said just arf a word, when poor Tbeacle's 

fist caught 'im a slap on 'is sneezer 
As made 'im see stars. 'Twas a trifle too previous, pVaps, for a 

sulky old chip of a Cabby; 
A 'ero don't look like a 'ero somehow when 'is phiz is wind-blue and 

'is billycock shabby. 

Old Tiddley was quite a respectable gent, a benevolent buffer, who 

lived out at Clapham ; ' 
And when subub saints 'ave been dining a mossel, it won't do for 

grumpy old Growlers to slap 'em. 
So "Tbeacle," as usual, got toko, you see, likeways missed a good 

fare, 'long o' bein' too 'asty ; 
Which shows as a Cabby 'is temper must check, and in trifles must 

not be too ticklish or tasty. 

OUB FAMILY EXCHANGE COLUMN. 

[The Rsvitw of JUviowt has started a Baby and Matrimonial Exchange.] 

Wajttid Immediately, a Complete Set of Ancestors, by Adver- 
tiser, who is giving up Business and going in for High Finanoe. 
Crusaders or Plantagenets Preferred, or County Family of not less 
than Three Hnn4rM Years Star ding, on Approval. Guaranteed 
Pedigree Required. Will offer in Exchange 
100,000 £1 Consolidated Gold Mine Shares, 
— Address, " South Africa," 507, Boom St. 
I will Give Up All Rights in my Mother- 
in-Law in return for Second- h and Salety 
Bicycle, or 10*, Cash*— Ed, , Angelina Villas* 
A Boon to TibtatohsI— What Oiler*? 
A Poor Relation is Willing to Adopt 
Wealthy Old Lady (without encumbrance), 
hiving recently had a difference with his 
Relatives. Will Gladly exchange Views 
on the subject with any Benevolent and 
Elderly Gentlewoman, — M Legal ee/ 1 o/o 
Smitsebs, Tobaoconirt, Old Kent Road. 

Chance fob Pffiu*NTHB0Pi8T8l— Abso- 
lutely Given Away 1 1 After-season Clear- 
anoe. Professional Man withes to part with 
the last of a large assortment of Indigent 
Relatives. Excellent Opening for Capi- 
talist. Warranted a Steady and Reliable 
Applicant for Assistance. No Chari able 
Old Maid should miss this Opportunity. — 
urn*.. Ratepayer," care of Smttkebs, Tobacconist. 0. K. Road. 
Twins!— Twins ! !— Twins! ! I— Do yen Want a Pair of Twins, 
quite new, with good strong voioes and hearty appetites P They would 
appeal to any Mother's Heart Must reduoe establishment. Would 
hand over to any young Married Couple with a Vacancy. Will take 
Fox-terrier or Prize Bantam.—'* Pater," Letter Box 8 W. 

Will Anyone oblige me with a Third Cousin-Twioe- Removed, as 
my oollcotion of specimens is incomplete P Have Half -step- aUter- 
in-law (very rare variety, and very little worn) to spare.— "G.," 
44 Family Tree " Inn, HanwelL 

Geobge has a Smart and Good-lookinr Sister, whom he would be 
glad to swap for some Other Fellow's Sister, of similar appearance. 
Best Man also wanted.— Address, Bray House, Strand. 

To Sell ob Exchange, a Job Lot of Uncles, mostly Wrong 'Uns. 
Would do for 8andwich-Men or Supers. No cash offer refused. 
— " A Dutiful Nephew," 1, Queer Street. 




Address' 



Something Attbactivb iir a Name,— Among the directors on 
the Board of the Mount Torrens Gold Mining Co., Limited, occurs a 
delightful name whioh we have not seen in real life ainoe it first 
appeared in Strapmore many years ago. It is 4< Alf Pinto" ; the 
surname is " Leite," and ne is " Director of the Miner's Dream 
Gold Mines, Limited, "—why limit a 44 dream" P Is it not delightfully 
attractive P We trust 44 Alf Pinto" will find plenty of Wlole 
Quartz 01 and that the success of the 44 M. T. tf M." may be the 
exact opposite of its two first initials, i.e., not * 4 M. T." but quite 
full, up to the brim. 

Canadian Copybight. — The Author says " the much-vexed 
question of Canadian copyright has at length made some, steps 
towsrds a settlement." Mr. Caiee, who has sailed for Canada. 
as one of the ** settlers," is equal to " two single gentleman rolled 
inte one," being oertainly Caine and, most detidedly, Able. 
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Poor little Diokey Birds 1 Dear liitle Digeey Bllds 1 ' 



THE THIRTY-ONE-AND-SIXPENlTf 

DREADFUL. 

(By Mr. Punch's Own High-Class Police 
News Reporter.) 

At the Grosvenor Square Criminal Court 
the case of Lady d'Edbroke oame on for 
hearing at the head of the list. Interest in 
this alleged orime in high life drew together 
a vast galaxy of Society women, and His 
Worship was with difficulty aooommodated 
with a seat on the bench. Opera-glasses ruled 
from one- and- sixpence-in- the- slot. The 
first charge brought against her ladyship was 
that of refusing alimony to her husband. A 
second dealt with the desertion of her children. 

The prosecution undertook to prove that Sir 
Benedick had been found at night on the 
doorstep of the d'Edbroke Mansion without a 
latchkey or other visible means of subsist- 
ence. Lady d'Edbroke (nie Swag) was de- 
scribed as the daughter of a wealthy 
Birmingham manufacturer of antiques, By 
her marriage into the anoient and honourable 
house of the d'Edbrokes she had relieved the 
fortunes of the three- and-twentieth baronet, 
whose assets at the moment had been nit. 
Two children had been born of the marriage, 
and these had reoently been discovered in a 
state of emaciation in a Park Lane creche. 

vol. err. 



Counsel would call her ladyship's maid to 
give evidence of the kind of literature to 
which her mi st re ss had been addicted. That 
domestic would admit that she (the domestic), 
being bored by the feeble and fatuous 
oharaoter of the Penny Dreadful as a guide 
to immorality, had been in the habit of 
utilizing her mistress's left-off thirty-one- 
and-sixpenny and other expensive shockers. 
He hoped to show that this class of work, 
though not above the level of the Penny 
Dreadful in point of literary qualities, was of 
a mere seductive piquancy. At the time of 
the prisoner's arrest her drawing-room and 
boudoir were littered with printed matter, 
from the titles of which he would select four 
specimens: A Melodrama of Spasms, The 
Superfluous Male, A Neo- Platonic Passion, 
An JSdenless Adam. From the last of these 
he ventured to read an extract or two, in the 
selection of which he had been assisted by 
the penoil marks and marginal oomments of 
the prisoner. The book, he might add, was 
from a lending library. 

"A veritable Dian, flame-red with the 
shame of maternity, the young mother of 
twins faced her cowed and miserable husband. 
Mentally she threw up the snonge ready for 
the next round, for she had stall a shot in her 
looker with which to run a mucker." 

Council here explained that the writer, a 



simple woman, was still feeling her way in 
the use of sporting language. 

44 * James,' shesaidj I was an ignorant girl 
when I married you for your wealth, you me 
for my beauty of souL There I thought that 
the bargain had ended. How was I to know 
that women have a tendency to bear children ? 
No one ever pointed out to me any precedent 
far this. In my innocence it nid never 
occurred to me that I might myself have been 
originally born.' " 

Here a Juror intervened to request that 
he might, as a family man, be allowed to 
retire. Leave being refused, he then asked 
if ladies ought to listen to such extracts. 
His Worship thereupon ordered all decent 
women to leave the court. No one moved, 
and the extract was resumed. 

444 And now, in the full pride of my sexless- 
ness, I have had a painful falL I am branded 
with the mark of servitude. The laughing- 
stock of my emancipated sisters, I shall go 
down to posterity as a mother ! ' 

44 LordT James winced. The mother of twins 
continued. 

u 'Had mine been the wealth and yours the 
beauty of soul— and of this you can never 
have even been suspected— my course would 
be plain. I should, by the right of the 
Married Women's Impropriety Act, banish 

J on from this house. Never should you 
arken these doors again, though you might 
linger on the doorstep, an Edenless Adam, a 
worm, a periwinkle at the gate of Paradise I 
As it is, being compelled from lack of filthy 
lucre to tolerate existence under your roof, 
I insist that these signs of my degradation' 
—here she pointed defiantly at the twins, 
who howled— 'be kept for ever from my eyes 
under the tutelage of hired menials, in a 
nursenr with padded walls to be built out 
over the billiard-room. Otherwise I propose 
to leave you and become a Tableau Vivant ! ' " 

At this point the usher rebuked applause in 
the galleries. 

A second extract ran as follows :— " A year 
later, in the height of the season at Battersea 
Park, a remarkable tandem was the object of 
universal comment. Itoonsistedof Lord and 
Lady James, or, more strictly, Lady and Lord 
James, for Lady James steered from the 
front, clad in high collar, starched shirt, 
breeches and gaiters, while Lord James fol- 
lowed in a blouse and divided skirt, doing 
all the work. A symbol this of the conditions 
under which he was now admitted to the pri- 
vilege of oommunion with her. That the 
man should be compelled to do the work, itself 
a mark of serfdom, was but one of many con- 
ditions laid down by the predominant partner. 
Another was that he should not offend decency 
by appearing in the recognised oostume of a 
woman. Henoe the blouse and divided skirt, 
lately relegated to male use." 

Here His Worship observed that this extract 
failed to bear upon the issue, and it was then 
shown that the pencil-mark, with the comment 
44 Good again I " was the work of another sub- 
scriber to Munis'8. A third extract, taken 
from a new book of the Six-Shilling-Miocker 
series— -4 Melodrama of Spasms— began: 
44 1 am glad that these sins of your magenta 
breeding: are no irony of fate." The foreman 
of the lory demanded an elucidation, which 
Counsel was unable to produce. Court still 
working at enigma when report left. 



A Hyde-otjs Dafoer. — •• Hyde Park' 
should be our Show Park. At present it is 
the Hiding Park for all the scum of the town. 
Mr. P. summons First Commissioner of 
Works, Conunissioner of Polioe, and ** George 
Rajtcer," who, he believes, has not yet re- 
tired from this office, to step out at once and 
do ft* drtypiqitizedhv CjQQgTe 
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Brother Jonathan. 'Sat, John I you 'd bkitbb oo nrro TKAmma kaus I 
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EASILY EXPLAINED. 



Huntsman (hewing just drawn large covert blank), " Well, Mb, Lbqgins, wb can't find that Litter you 've bbbn bragging 
about I " Keeper (who object* to being styled " Leggine "). " You surprise mm, Mb, Tootlb I Most bxtbaobdinabt I " 

Huntsman. " Oh, not at all I Tou see there is such a show of Pheasants and Hams— I expect thbt must have baten 

THE POOR LITTLB BSGGABS B H ' WUH THXM ! " 



THE COMMAND OP THE ABMT. 

New Style— in the Futube. Scene— Interior of the Council Chamber 
at the War Office. Committee of National Defence in Consultation. 

First Member. Wdl, really, I think the troops should advance. 
Second Member. Certainly, but how about their uniforms P 
Third Member. Oh, I am responsible for that department. 

Everything fairly welL At least, I think so. 
IstM. Oh 4 ifyononly u thinkso,' > wehadbetterhreakoflforawhfle. 
[The Committee break off for a whtlt" and then reassemble. 
SrdM. Now everything's right. I thought there was some 

trouble about the new forage oape. Well, the difficulty has been 

surmounted, and all is as oorrect as can be. 
let M. Pleased to hear it. Ammunition up to the mark P 

4th M. That 's my special department. It may be, but 

SrdM. Oh! Don't you think we had better adiourn a bit P 

1st M. Why, certainly. [They " adjourn a bit," then reassemble. 

4th M. Glad I had an opportunity of looking into the affair. 

Faot is, although we had a lot of cordite, there was certainly 

1st M. Yes, I know. But is it all right now P 

4th M. Right 1 Of course ! It never was wrong, but 

1st M. Quite so. Don't let's waste time. How about the transport P 
Uh M. I am responsible for that. If you really want to move 

the troops any distance, perhaps I had better 

1st M. It 's very annoying I but as you say " you had better" do 

something or other, let 's scatter for a time. 

[They " scatter for a time," and reassemble. 
SthM. Luoky I overhauled, my department. If I hadn't you 

wouldn't have been able to move the troops a dozen yards. 
lttM. But is it all right now P Equipment, —** — 

Are you all right P Chorus. Yes, Sir, 

1** M. (through telephone). Quiok, march I [ The troops are moved. 

Oid Style — in the Past. Scene — Anywhere in front of an Army. 

Commander-in-Chief. I vouch for everything! I have only to 
give the word of command. Quick, march! [The troops are moved. 



THE JOLLY YOUNG WATEBMAN. 

(Up to Date.) 

And did you not hear of the East London Watermen, 

Who our requirements failed to supply, 
If the weather was hot ox was cold in severity 

Their pipes and their cisterns were equally dry. 
In oold or in heat they charged as steadily, 
But water to drink we couldn't get readily ; 

Yet water or none, with an impudent air, 

They charged all the same, and it didn't seem fair. 

What eights of distress there were teen in the district, 
Its drains were unflushed, and were tainted withal, 

(There was always a cause— some " Progressive " obstiuoticn,) 
But the party supporting them grew very small; 

And often would there be both swearing and sneering, 

But 'twas all one to them the complaining and jeering ; 
For cursing and praying they little did < 
i for water— it didn't seen 



But charged us ior water— it didn't seem fair. 

But, only to fancy how strangely things happen, 
While rates were collected for nothing at all, 

The Government Board held a special inquiry, 
Which sat for a while in the Hackney Town Hall. 

And should this report (to the Company's sorrow) 

Be issued to-day, next month, or to-morrow, 
The East London Company *d better take care- 
As charging for nothing is scarcely quite fair. 



No Joe-k.— A Tory " of the old school" has adapted the well- 
known VirgUian hexameter thus :—Cr-ub-rl-n va miser a nimiutn 
vidua Carlton ce ! 

Wrecks and Casualties.— The barque Metropolitan Improve- 
ments stranded on the County Council Sands. 
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SKETCHES FROM SCOTLAND. 

At tex Dbuiiquhiddxr Highland Gathering, 

Sgxhx— A meadow near Drumquhidder, South Perthshire, where 
the annual Highland Game* are being held\ The programme 
being a long one, there are generally three events being contested 
in various parts of the ground at the same time. On the 
benches immediately below the Grand Stand are seated two 
Drumauhidder worthies,. Mr. Pabbitch: and Mr. Havers, with 
Mrs. MoTayibh and her niece, two acquaintances from Glasgow, 
to whom they are endeavouring— not altogether successfully— to 
make themselves agreeable. 

fr. Have 
waggonettes 
day, 

soaroeneaa ower on yon aide, but a gey 
seeder we 're jest awfu* forrtnnate in the day an' a', 

[Mrs. McTayish assents, but without enthusiasm. 

Mr, Parritch. Pve jist ben keekin' into the Refrsiahmen' Tent 
It's an awfu' peety they're 
no pairmeetin' ony intoaxi- 
oans— naethin' but non-aloo- 
hoalie liquors an' do like, an' 
the hawm-sawndwiohes no 
Terra tender. (With gallan- 
) What do ye say. noo, 
McTabvish— will ye 
no eome an' tak' a bite wi' 
me? 

Mrs. McTavish (distantly). 
Ah'm no feelin' able fo^t jut 
the noo, Mester Paibbitch. 

Mr. Parr. Ye'U hae a 
boatle o' leemonade at my ex- 
pense P Ye'U no P Then ye 
wuli, Mess Rawbx. (With 
relief, as Miss Ross declines 
also.) Aweel, I jist thooht 
I'd pit tbe quaistion. (To a 
friend of his, who joins them.) 
An' hoo's a' wi 1 ye, Mester 
McKxxbowP Ye 're a mem- 
ber o* the Cawmittee. I ob- 
sairre, sae I '11 hae to keek up 
a bet row wi'ye. 

Mr. McKerrow (uncon- 
cernedly). Then ye '11 jist to 
hae to keck it doon again. 
What 's wrang the noo f 

Mr. Parr/I'd like to ask 
ye if ye oonseeder it fair or 
jest to eharrge us tippenoe 
every time we'd so an the 
groon f Man, it 's jist an ex- 
toartion. 

Mr. McKerr. I 'm no re- 
sponsible for 't; butt if J'd 
ben there, I'd ha' chained ye 
twashelhns; sae ye 'd better say nae mair aboot the maitter. 

[Mr. Pabbitch does not pursue the subject. 

Mr. Havers (as a detachment of the Black Watch Highlanders 
conclude an exhibition /^♦»»tiW/»/iZ aZ+it\ Vn'ii l** tit* !»*{+** *j 1i*m«*«* 

the Block Wetch 

Terra pretty hoo nioeljr they can pairforrm ___ 

them sojers is gaun to rin a bet race amang theirsels. This 'U be an 
extry eawmpeteetion, I doot. (As the race is being run.) It's no 
a verra suitable dress for rinnin'— the spleughan— or " sporran," is 
it P— hairrts them tairible. 

Mr. McKerr. (contradictiously). The sporran does na hairrt them 
at a'. 

Mr. Havers. Man, it 's knookin' against them at every stride they 
tak'. (His attention wanders to a Highland Fling, which three 
small boys are dancing on a nlatform opposite.) He 's an awfu' 
bonnie dauneer that wee laddie r the meddle ! 

Mr. McKerr. Na sae awfu' bonnie, he luiks tae muoh at his 
taes. Yon on the rioht is the laddie o' the lote ! he disna move 
his boady at a'. . . . This'll be the Half Mile Handicap they're 
stairting for down yonder. It'll gae to Jock Austbb— mm in the 
blue bracks. 

Mr. Parr. Yon grup-luikin' tyke P I eanna thenk it. 

Mr. Havers. Na, it'll be yon bald-heided man in broon. He 'a 
Terra enthusiastic He 'a ben rinnin' in a' the raoea, I obsairve, 
44 Smith " did ye say his neem wasP (lb Miss Roes, "pawhily, 
Ye'Uhaeanafliiotionate] '" ' ~^* r * Jt 

Rawbx P 




Miss Rase (with maidenly displeasure). Deed, an I T m no nnner- 
statiduMf why ye ihould thenk ony ale a thing ! 

Mr* Havers (abashed}. I beg your pairtdon. I don't know hoo it 
was I getheredJSMXTH waa your ain neem. (Miss Rose shakes her 
head.* **" 

AWXDEB 

desires 

heid 'a leadin' them a 7 , 1 tellt ye he 'd ff a. t 

be *he little block fellow, he 'a peckin' up tairible I 

Mr. Parr. 'Twull no be him. Yon lang chap hae an eaay iobe 
o't. Ye'U see he'll jist putt a spairrt on at yon faur poast— he's 
oomin' on noo— he 'a. . . . Loah I he 'a only thirrd after a' ; he 
didna putt the spairrt on aune enough ; that waa the gran' fau't he 
made! 

Mr. Havers. They'll be begenning the wrustling oot yon in the 
oentre. . . . (As the competitors grip.) Loah I that's no the way to 
wruatle; thev shou'dna left the ither up; they 're no allowed to threp! 

Mr. McKerr. That's jist the game, I'm telling ye; ye know 
naething at a' aboot it ! 

Mr. Havers. I'd athroggle baiter 'n that myael', it 'a no peat 

wrustling at a', merely baurna' 



plav! 
Mr. 



McKerr. 




"That's jist the game, I •m telling ye; ye know naething at a' aboot it !* 



Mon of musical drill). Ye'U be the baiter o* haeing 
hier the day. Man, they rie us a colour! It's 
nioaly they can pairforrm the drilL . • • An' noo 



> regaird for thet neem, I 'm tnenking, Sees 



(as a corpu- 
lent elderly gentleman appears, 
in very mnk tights). Ye "U see 
some science nop, for hier's 
McBaxnocx o' Baiwhuakie, 
the chawmpion. 

Mr. Havers (disenchanted*). 
WuU yon be him in the peak 
breeke. Man, but he 'a awfu' 
stont for sic wark ! 

Mr. McKerr. The weoht of 
him 'a no eaay put doon. The 
rest are boya to him. 

Mr. Parr. I doot the little 
dairk fellow Ml hae him . . • 
it 'a a gey athruggle. 

Mr. McKerr. He'a not 
doon yet WuU ye bait sex- 

enoe arainst McBaxwocx, 
eiter Paibbitch P 

Mr. Parr, (promptly). Aye, 
wall I— na, he 'a got the dairk 
mon doon . I was jist mindin 
the sword-daunoe, sae the 
bait'saff. (Three men in full 
Highland costume step upon 
the platform and stand, proud 
and impassive, fronting the 
grand stand, while the judge* 
walk round them, making 
careful notes oftheir respec- 
tive points.) What wall they 
be aboot? 

Mr. McKerr. It'U be the 
prize for the mon who's the 
best dressed Hielander at his 
expense. I'm thenkin' 



ain 



ther 'U And it no Terra easy to come to a deeeesion. 

Mr. Parr. Deed, it's no sae deehoult; 'twiU be the mon in the 
oentre, sure as deith ! 

Mr. Havers. Ye say that because he has a' them gowd maidles 
hin* on his jocket I 

Mr. Parr, (loftily). I pay no attention to the maidles at a'. I m 
savin* that Dougal Macbab is the best dressed Hielander o' the three. 

Mr. Havers. It'U no be Macbab at a'. Jock McEwajt, that a 
furrthest west, U be the men. 

Mr. Parr. (doamaticaUy). It'U be Macbab, I'm teUin' ye. He 
has the nicest kelt on him that iver I sa' ! 

Mr. Havers. It's no the kelt that diz it, 'tis jist the way they 
pit it on. An' Macbab 'U hae hia tae faur doon, a guid twa enohea 
too low, it ia. 

Mr. Parr. Ye 're a' wrang;, the kelt ia on rieht enough ! 

Mr. Havers. I know fine hoo a kelt should be pit an, though Fm 
no Hielander myael', and I'U ask ye. Mess Rawsx, if Dotoax 
Macbax's kelt isn't too lang; it's jist loain hia k ne es a' thegither, 
like a lassie he looks in it I 

[Miss Rosx declines x with some stiffness, to express an opinion on 
so delicate a point. 

Mr. Parr, (recklessly). I'U pit a sexpenoe on Magbax wi' ye, 
come noo! 

Mr. Havers. Na, na, pit oawmpetent jedges on to deeeede, and 
ther'Uboo'mTopeenion; but I 'lUo bait wi' ye. 

Mr. Parr, (his blood up). Then I'U hae a sexpenoe on 'twi von, 
Mester McKxxbow 0"! 
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Mr. McKerr. Nay, I 'm for Macrae mysel'. . . An' we 're baith 
in the rioht o't too, for they're jist gien him the bit red flag—that 
mean* he 's got firsst raize. 

Mr. Parr, (to Mr. Havers, unth reproach). Man, if ye'd hed the 
speerit o' your opeenions, I 'd ha won sexpenoe aft 5 ye by noo ! 

Mr. Havers {obstinately). I oanna thenk but that Macbae*s kelt 
was too lang— prize or no prize. I 'U be telling him when I see him 
that he looked like a lassie in it. 

Mr. Parr, (with concern). I wouldna jist advise ye to say ony sio 
a thing to him. These Hielanders are awfn' prood; andnemieht 
tak' it gey ill fro' ye! 

Mr. Havers, I see nae hairrm mysel' in jist tellin' him, in a 
pleesant, damn-like way, that he looked like a lassie in his kelt. 
But there's nae tellin* hoo ye may offend some fowk; an' I'm 
thenking it 's no sae verra prawbable that I 'U hae the oaportnnity o' 
saying onything aboot the maitter to him. 




ME. BRIEFLESS IS INTERVIEWED. 

" A gentleman to see you, Sir," said my admirable and exoellent 
elerk Pobtdigton, a few days since, as I was looking through the 
cireulars that had accumulated on my table in Chambers during the 
earlier portion of the long vacation. 
"A client P" I queried. 

44 No, Sir, I think not," was the reply, supplemented with a card 
placed on my desk. " At least, I do not 
remember the name in your fee-book." 

44 You do not believe he has called on 
any errand of an unpleasant oharacter f " 
r * Oh no, Sir !— the rates have been in 
for a fortnight. If I might hazard a sug- 
gestion, I should say he was a literary 
gentleman." 

I smiled, but was a little uncertain as to 
the better course of aotion. No doubt the 
man of letters was seeking an interview 
with a view to its subsequent reproduction. 
I am not altogether in favour of these 
public betrayals of private affairs, but con- 
sidered that there could be no harm in this 
instance if I oonsented to see the jour- 
nalistio intruder. To tell the truth, of 
late— much to my annoyance— reports have 
been in circulation rather prejudicial to my 
pecuniary credit. I am not a rich man. 
In these hard times who is ? But for all that I am able to keep the 
wolf from the door, and maintain a position not derogatory to the 
status of barrister-at-law. It occurred to me, as I requested Pobt- 
ington to admit the visitor, that perhaps the meeting might lead to 
satisfactory results. If the caller happened to be an interviewer, I 
might " inspire " him. 

** Mr. A. Briefless, Jun., I think," said the new comer, as he seated 
himself in a chair and referred to a pocket-book. I bowed. " This 
is not your private address— these are your chambers f " 

44 Certainly," I returned ; " but perhaps, before we go further, you 
will be so good as to tell me what you want P" 

44 Well, briefly, a statement of your affairs for the last three 
years. I will not trouble you for anything of an earlier date." 

I again inclined my head. I was not altogether pleased with my 
visitor's manner. He was certainly abrupt, and he adopted a tone of 
authority that Jarred upon my nerves. Possibly he wished to give the 
account of our interview to our cousins across the Atlantic If this 
were so, I need not be over-ecrupulous in my statements. Ameri- 
cans are accustomed to the rouge of exaggeration on the oheek of 
fact So I would convey a false impression if I omitted, so to 
" , the magnifying cosmetic 

ou do not propose to make publio anything in this country f " 
Assuredly not," he replied. " All you say will be treated con- 
fidentially, save with the necessary exceptions." 

I was satisfied. Of course the exceptions would be the people in the 
Republic of the West. I told him that my practice was a large one. 
A Indeed P" As it struck me that the exclamation savoured of 
surprise, I thought it advisable to repeat the statement with emphasis. 
* f Yes," I continued, 4 * there are many of my brethren at the Bar, 
better known to the world than I am. who would be pleased to change 
places with me. Because my name does not appear very frequently 
in the newspapers you must not imagine that I am idle. On the 
oontrary. my chamber practice is immense— distinctly immense." 

44 Really," he murmured, and then mentioned the names of 
two or three of my learned friends whose incomes were decidedly 
considerable, and asked me if I deemed my practice equal to theirs. 

44 You put me in rather a delicate position," I returned with a 
smile. Of course, I do not know the exact amount of the takings 
of the gentlemen to whom you have referred, but personally, I should 
consider my own practice more lucrative than theirs." 



•s*J 



" Well, I do know their receipts," said my interviewer, 4t so I can 
estimate yours. Thank you very much. And now is there any 
other source of income omitted P Have you houses or shops, or any- 
thing of that sort P " 

44 As a barrister, I am prevented from trading," I replied, again 
with hauteur. And then I continued: 44 I am afraid yon take 
too deep an interest in the commercial side of my career. What you 
should wish to learn, as i * - - • 

opinion on matters of the „ . 

44 Pardon me," interrupted __ # ._ 
you have told me all I desire to know." 

I bowed, and then I asked in what publication I might expect to 
see the interview. 

44 See the interview!" exclaimed the caller. 44 What interview P" 

44 Why," I explained, rather angrily, " the interview between you 
and me. You are a Journalist, are you not P " 
<l "A journalist I Certainly not I What made you think that P " 

44 Then, Sir," I cried, indignantly, " what right had you to force 
yourself into my presence, and waste my time in asking a number of 
useless, and, I may add, impertinent questions P " 

44 1 had the right, and the questions were neither useless nor 
impertinent." 

rt Explain yourself, Sir." 

44 With pleasure;" and then! he added, with a smile that did not 
provoke its fellow on my own countenance, " you must know that I 
am an assessor of income tax ! " 

Comment would be superfluous ! (Signed) A. Bbiefless, Jun. 

Pump-handle Court, October 10, 1895. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Messes. Blackwood have got as far as Felix HoU in the re-publi- 
cation in popular form of the works of Geobge Eliot. It would be 
interesting to know how the.lventure has fared with* the j popular 
fancy for which it was designed. It 
is said young men and maidens of the 
present date cannot read the Chables 
Dicksks whose books enthralled their 
fathers and mothers. How does 
Geobge Eliot, who in her day held 
a position with the novel-reading 
public second only to Chables Dick- 
ens, withstand the changes of fancy 
and fashion? My Baronite has been 
trying the experiment on himself by 
reading again, after the lapse of 
many years, The MM on the Floss. 
He reports that he finds the first 
volume flag a little, by reason of the 
minute record of childhood's troubles 
and schoolday tasks. But in the second volume, where the tragedy 
of love is worked out with surpassing power and infinite skill, the 
old spell is woven again. The Mill on the Floss is certainly one 
of the best of Geobge Eliot's novels, being com pleted before the 
malign influence of schoolmaster Geobge Hehby Lewes made itself 
felt. To this extent, it is not a fair test of the problem suggested. 
But the collection as a whole is rich in value. In "the Standard 
edition" Messrs. Blackwood present it in daintiest form, and at a 
marvellously oheap price. 

The Shoulder of Shasta is not a new joint from an entirely new 
animal, as those who are tired of "the Shoulder of Mutton" may be 
sorry to hear ; but, it is a charming romanoe, in one volume, written 
by Beam Stokeb at his best The heroine's name is 44 tf***"- *«d thn 




whole interest of the story lies in the question, "Fsse or non Esse " 
— 44 tobeornottobe"thewifeof 44 -afr.i>ic^" For there is a "Jfr. 
Dick"— not in any way related to Dickehs's "Mr. Die*,"— who 
is a kind of Buffalo Bill among the Indians. There is a Miss Qimp % 
a governess, whose peculiarities oertainly do recall those of Mrs. 
Ntchleby. Mr. Beam Stokeb's plot is a boite a surprise, and yet a 
most simple and natural story. Go to your butchers and order The 
Shoulder of Shasta, to be served up l4 <* la Stokeb." N.B.—For 
"butcher's'' read "bookseller's"; 'tis published by " A Constable" 
who "knows what subjects to take up," says the thoughtful 

Baboit pe Book-Wobxs. 

Cursory Rhyme. 
{By an Elderly Victim of Cycknumia.) 

Bush-a-bt. rush-a-by, biking man ! 
Kick up a shindy as loud as you can. 
Frighten me, floor me, then chortle with glee, 
Ana fly away fast from the gutter and me. 



Ractjt« Note.— "Florizel II." seems to be an unfortunate 
for a hone expected and intended to be "Jlorizel the First." 



186 



PUNCH, OR THB LONDON CHARIVARI. 



[Ookobeb 19, 1895. 




UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

11 What ▲ lot of People there were at the Wortlebohts last week -and yet 
how dull it was i" " yl8, dear, bltt it was much brighter after you left." 



FOUND WANTING. 
Appoint a Poet Laureate, some prate. 

But that's impossible, and wise men xnowit, 
Because, 'midst many a would-be Laureate, 

We cannot find a— Poet ! I^ory hate : 

Well, there is one ; but him both Whig and 
Whence he, although a Poet, is not Laureate! 
And, after all, John Bull is little loth 
To wait, until he finds one who is both. 
For. after Tennyson, the choice, we see. 
Doth Ue'twixt— TweedledumandTweedledee! 
Because they are not good enough who orave it, 
Whilst one or two more worthy will not have it 



Addition to Magistrate's Decision.— 
Professor to be henoeforth entitled "J7 Bi 
Galantuomo." WhoP Ray! Hooray! 



SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. — A Spirit 
Licence.— At the Limerick Quarter Ses- 
sions, a landlord at Loughgur sought a new 
lioenoe for his inn. 

The applicant stated that he intended to keep a 
boat there, for the convenience of tourists. 

Bit Honour— Whnt are the features of antiquity 
there ? 

The Applicant— There are old castles and ruins. 

Mr. Lowndes— And the White Knight of Des- 
mond crosses the lake once every fire or ten years. 

His Honour— And. he is only seen by your 

fatrols. (laughter.) If this lioenoe were granted, 
suppose the White Knight would cross the lake 
every night ! {Laughter.) 

Of course he would! A phantom in a boat, 
if properly adveittod^ woulaprobably "draw" 
the Saxon tourist in his hundreds. Here is 
a ohanoe for the Psychical Researoh Society. 



WOODMAN, SPARE NOJ THAT TREE! 

{Song of the Suburban tree-elaughtering savage, 
whose cut* and saw and cord ewe rapidly 
making umbrageous neighbourhoods hideous.) 

Woodman, spare not that tree ! 

Leave not a single bough ! 
In youth it sheltered me, 

So I '11 destroy it now. 
Tall trees infest the land, 

Rurality is rot ! 
Nought but a stump ahalTstand 

On this once shady spot. 

An old umbrageous tree 

Makes suburb less like town ; 
It spreads too far for me, 

Up. axe, and hew it down ! 
Woodman, ply stroke on stroke, 

Till prone on earth it lies ; 
(Oh! isn't it a joke P) 

Once towering to the ikies ! 

Woodman, and woodman's boy. 

Bring axe, and saw, and spade, 
Hack, lop and top, with joy : 

Destruction is your trade I 
It grew for many a year \ 

It's growth, fools say, is grand. 
Eh? Spare its charms P No fear! 

No bough of it ihall stand I 



When comes again the ftpring* 

No leafage forth 'twill send ; 
No bird thereon shall sing, 

No breeze its branches bend. 
Old tree, no more thou 'It wave 

O'er this suburban spot I 
If Jmy will might have, 

The axe should fell the lot ! 



" Hoi Adelphoi" (the Messrs. Gatti), the 
Adelphians, or, as friend Wag* would neces- 
sarily call them, the " Fill-adelphi-una, " 
have a stirring Life-boat Soene in Messrs. 
Scott and Thomas's drama The Swordsman* '# 
Daughter. Where there are so many rapiers 
flashing— not one of them pointless— the piece 
might have suffered from cutting. As it is, 
the display of fence is most exciting. Mr. 
Tebbiss the swordsman, Miss Millward his 
daughter, are exoellent ; and this is true of 
the entire performance. As for Mr. Abingdon, 
he is becoming a greater villain in every play 
of his life. He 'U end by being: nuns; in the 
Royal Academy. Of oourse, hrst of all, he 
will have to be "taken from life" by the 
hand of some distinguished painter. 

Pot-Luck.— A sportsman named Mr. Allan 
Oilmour, junior, has been credited with re- 
cently shooting " the first specimen of the 
solitary snipe" that had been seen in England. 
Writing to a Scotch paper, he says, "As 
snipe-snooting has been my favourite sport 
for the last twenty-eight years, during which 
time I have killed over 4,000 snipe without 
ever getting a shot at a 'solitary/ I am 
naturally very pleased." 

Fob years he 'd hunted all in vain, 
But when the time was ripe, 

His fortune changed— he really bagged 
A solitary snipe. 

>|E. There are who find their chief est joy 
A friend, a feast, a pipe ; 
But Mr. Gilmottb*s heaven is here— 

A solitary snipe. 
Peter Magnus * Gilmoub, we 

Must tears of envy wipe 
That you can count it bliss to pot 
A solitary snipe! 
• " * It is calculated to cause them the highest 

Satification,' said Mr. Pickwick, rather enjoying 
e ease with which Mr. Peter Magnus's mends 
were amused." 
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"LA GLOIRE!" 



Fbekch Soldier "I SUFFER-I DIE ! NO MATTER I-OUR VICTORY WILL ANNOY JOHN BULL!" {Fide French Preu.) 
" What the French hare to oomndtr it the balanoe of advantages for France, not the balanoe of disadvantages for England."— Timet, Oct. 9. 
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WANTED, A REPARTEE. 

"Please, Sib, give me a Penny 1 w 

"you shouldn't beg, xt bot. wht should i give tod xt 
Monet ant more than tou should give me yours f " 
"I ain't got no Monet, and tou 'avb 1 " 
"Ah, but suppose tou 'd got a Pennt and I hadn't I " 
"Then I 'd give mine to you/" 



CABBY* 0R 9 REMINISCENCES OF TNE RANK AND TNE ROAD. 

(By "Ransom Jack.") 

No. VIII. — MORE HARMONY -BUSTER'S LATEST— "Hit 
FOUR-WHEELER!"- A CAB'S A CAB FOR ALL THAT. 

44 Harmony Hall," or the "Hullaboo Brothers," as drippers will 

call us when chaffy or teasy, 
Was 0. K. last night Missis Chuffing 'ad given a tittivate-up to 

oar own Free-and-Easy. 
Chuffing 'b the Bong, and 'is wife is a wonder; a sort of a woman as 

straight as they make 'em. 
Yet jolly as June. They 're the helpmeets for men ; and my tip is 

whenever yon find 'em you take *em! 

Bless 'er bine ribbing*! She beams like a sunflower in a back yard 

to a chap lyin' seedy, 
Women like 'er is the sunshine of life, and make up for the swarms 

as are grubby and greedy. 
Touched up our room for Benevolence Night till the sandy-floored 

back parlour warmed our old noses. 
Wonderful wot female fingers can do with a green branch or two and 

a few paper roses. 

"Barney the Bard" 'ad been " Wooing the Mooses" agen— so'e 

put it— and faked up some patter 
For our " Extry-Speshul," and, set to a tune free and fetohin', it 

went with a good elitter-clatter. 
J 'ad to pipe it this time, and I tell you I 'd stood lots o> chipping 

from chums, and lost fares, too, 
Whilst mugging the words on my box at odd moments, to be 

" letter-puneek" as all our chaps cares to. 

"You do break down," says B. B., "and I'll bash you!" The 
"little mush," five foot nix in 'is 'igh-lows, 



Rmagines 'isself quite a small pocket-Samson, and swears 'e 'as got 

knotty muscles, "like MiloV' 
"MiLof'sez l£ 7l no,noryetaarf-MiLo!" " Oh, cheese it," sez 

Buster. " Don't show you ' ve no knowledge." 
Buster's a bit of a soholard, no doubt, and 'e swears— when well 

on— that 'e onoe went to College. 

Anyhow, '* 's a good sort, and can patter. 'E gave the poor Growler 

a look-in this journey, 
Beein* as how our whip-round was for one, and B. B. is as wide-oh as 

Wicks, our attorney. 
Old Bungo, our chairman, called on me. I rose, and got such a 

reception, a regular squealer. 
And soon as the loud sisserary was over, I tipped 'em, kon bryo t the 

Buster's " Four-wheeler ! " 



HI! FOUR-WHEELER!! 

" Hansom up ! " may be the cry when the day is fine and dry, 
t>.^ — - A *••! .^ wmeB ni^Qt. and a fair drencher. 

ve me arf a chance, 



But wait till it come* night, and a fair drencher. 
Then they lead me a rare dance, and don't 



Of a doss, a peck, a pipe, or modest quencher. 
Then through dark, and frost, and wet, there 's another cry, you bet, 
From the mouth of shiverin' swell, or shoutin' Peeler. 



Toffv dames drag cloak and skirt round damp hankies from the dirt, 

As they shrink from the chill wind, and the shower's sputtery squirt, 

And the cry is then -Four-wheeler J Si ! ! Four-wheeler J ! ! 



like a fawn or o1 
But returnin' through thick f< 



Ah, it 's all pertikler well for smart beauty and 'er swell, 

when a-toolin' to the concert or theayter, 
Up the Porter's step to trip, and into the 'Ansom skip, 
►tner nimble, slim-shank*d oraytur. 

. or a roadway like a bog, 
wnen ine 'Ansoms turn dear hears to the swell squealah ; 
When a friend or two turns hup, and they arsk 'em 'ome to sup, 
Then a very 'umble phiz wears the supersillyass pup 
AM'ebetienhout-Four-whselah! Si! Four-wheeldh ! ! / 

Yus ! I 'm only " Grumpy Gapbs." with my arf-a-dozen capes, 

And mjr sticlaog-plarster 'at ana mulberry boko 
(That 's pine-happle rum, they blether, 'lowing nothink for the weather), 

And I^ave to give my poor old crock hot toko, 
Just to myke 'er break 'er trot, when the toffs put on the pot 

(Then they bully me and say they 'U call the Peeler). 



There are times when swells appeal to me_in most perthetiok tones, 



And bleat out a sad— Four-\ 



Si!! Four-wheeler!!! 



Then there 's 'orty Mistress Browne, when she 's goin' out o' town, 

With five kiddies, and a arf-a-ton o' boxes : 
Wot 's the use. I arsk you, Sir, of a " Shrewsbury " to 'er f 

These yer middle-clans mammas are sly as foxes. 
Enow the distance to a hinch, and will 'aggie, bate, and pinch, 

With the sharpness of a 'Shrew ole clo-dealer. 
They are wuss than mean old codgers, some old female Artful Dodgers, 
And I 'd sooner 'ear the ghost of Missis Jackb&mbtty Prodobbs 

Gallin' bout tome -Four-wheeler ! Si!! Four-wheeler!!! 

Then a little lot of gents, wot 'as met with "hac-ci-dents " 
(In the matter of a trifle too much " tiddley "), 

with' 



Who tune up like hanything, though whene'er they try to sing 
~ •" * '* Tarblow T%vo%a " with " Bob BuUsy." 

rf' r 



mix up " Tarotow V*oo*f* witii "Bob KuUey." 
ere 's a picture for yer f" 'Ow they waste yer time and 
theirselves up, reglar 'ead-and-'eeler f [bore yer, 

for them ? Oh, no ! They want room to sprawl, and so, 



They will l 
Hah! "There' 

Then mix f 
'Ansom cab for t 
Though, when sober, they 'd cock snook at me as fusty and too slow! 

When bosky, 'th-Four-wheeler ! Si!! Four-wheeler!!! 

Tab ! Though every cad and 'owler sniffs at me and calls me Growler, 

I'm the old original, useful 'aokney carriage. 
I *m a " Clarence/' That 's my style, though the ignorant my smile, 

And at outing, sick case, funeral or marriage, 
I lick the 'Ansom wholly, and knock out the cabrioley. 

Yus ! I feel the touch of Time, that pleasure-stealer. 



But old Grumpy Gapbs, you bet, braves the frost, and fog, and wet, 
" bad weather lasts, for many a long day yet, 
Four-wheeler ! ! ! 



And whilst luggage and bad weather lasts, for many a long day yet, 
London's cry will be— Four-wheeler ! Si ! ! * " 



"Four-wheeler!" went down well as "Hansom Up/ 99 Tessir! 

When Harmony 's on and Benevolenoe guides it, 
A Growler's a coo, just the same as a Forder, and 'e aint no 

" Cabby," true grit, as derides it 
Cape Clubs and Bug Clubs is all very proper, and so is your Siok 

Fund and Friendly Society, 
But a friendly whip-round, with a sing-song worked in, and no 

swagger or fuss, is my favrit variety. 



"A Bio, Bio • D.' "—The Junes of last Thursday reports that a 
scheme was submitted to the Chester Town Council "for damming 
the river Dee." The scheme was approved of, and the Council oried, 
as in chorus, "Dee-ddedly! Dam the Dee!" Minute.-^ That the 
Dee be damm'd accordingly. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

I am at Davos. Be careful about the pro- 
nunciation: pat the accent broa dly on the 
second syllable, and yon have it. With me, 
if I may say so, it Is a case of Davo$ non 
vobie t for I have come here not f « my own 
health, but to act as travelling-companion to 
one of the best fellows in the world, who 
seeks health and strength in this quiet and 
beautiful valley. God, be with him, and 
with all his fellow-sufferers here. Here are 
some notes taken on the way. t 

Hall of the Oroevenor Motel, 10.30 A.M.— 
A mixed crowd of anxious Frenoh and 
English people: a sprinkling of Americans. 
Desperate inquiries from an elderly Frenoh 
lady for her box. A moment ago the box 
was visible, a monumental box peacefully 
reposing near the door. Now it has vanished. 
Is the box to be added to the questions pend- 
ing between France and England P No ; it 
is found— on a truck. The Frenoh Ambas- 
sador may rest in peace. On a sofa reclines 
a magninoent Aral, tall, stately, bronzed, 
aquiline, robed in a waving burnous and a 
turban ox dazzling white. Bow he oasts our 
ditto-suited, cloth-capped civilisation 
1 * An almost irresistible im 



into "„ 

pulse comes over me to change my ticket, 
break every tie and make a dash with him 
for his native desert, te live a free and un- 
trammelled life, to head a successful insur- 
rection against the Frenoh oppressor, to be 
laid after death in a splendid tomb with a 
cupola amidst the lamentations of thousands 
of lithe and dusky warriors. 

11 4.EV— We are off; handshakings, wav- 
ings of handkerchiefs. Still dreaming of 
Algeria, I am recalled to actuality by a stop- 
page at Heme HilL 

CbJott.— The home of the demt-poulet, not 
forgetting the flageolet Perpetual entrances 
of imperturbable officials with chorus " Lee 
voyageure pour . . . ." Consequent series of 
shocks inimical to quiet eating. At last our 
turn comes. Each of us has bagged a demi- 
poulet in record time. Why all this hurry f 
At any rate we are off. 

Loon, 7 p. Jr.— Dinner. English traveller 
wants whisky. " Avez voue doo vieky?" 
Lady of restaurant shakes her head. " Vieky 
Ecoeeaie. Eau de vie Ecoseaie." A brilliant 
inspiration, but the landlady, protesting she 
can supply eau de vie, denies all knowledge 
of the Scotch variety. " Perhaps," says a 
helpful old lady, an English fellow-traveller, 
looking at the tariff-board on which the word 
44 rhum " figures, " perhaps they call it 
'room.'" Suggestion received with enthu- 
siasm : '* Avez voue doo room t " Eater 
guard : " Lee voyageure pour Bdle." Only 
just time to pay. Off we go again. 

Bdle. 5.30 a.m.— Train stops : consultation 
of watches. Can't be Bale : not due till 6.30. 
Another hour for sleep: turn over, when 
door opens suddenly and an alarmed Swiss 
porter ejaculates **Maie deahendez done, 
Monsieur, le drain fa bartir." Out we go : 
the sky becomes dark with hats, sticks, 
wraps, handbags. Have we pot everything r 
Tea— no— where is my waistcoat P Quite 
forgot I had discarded it at night: it contains 
watch, money, everything. Approach of 
beaming porter carrying waistcoat like a 
banner. Transference of silver from self to 
porter. He beams more and more. Unduly 
early arrival explained by fact that we are now 
under Central European time. Breakfast. 

At Bale I purchase the Paris Temve of 
to-day's date. An article on the Swiss Refe- 
rendum. At last I am at close quarters with 
the Referendum. Question for decision was. 
is the sale of matches to be a State monopoly r 
The Swiss voter has said no by an overwnelm- 




Middle-aged Novice. "I 'm just off fob a Tour in the Oountby— 'biking' all the 
way. It 'll bs Foub Weeks b store I 'm back in my Flat again." 

Candid Friend. "Ah I Bet ir won't bs Foub Hours before you 'be Flat on your 
Back again I " 



ing majority. The Tempe. analysing results, 
sees in this "a victory of the individualist 
spirit, and of Frenoh tradition over the Ger- 
man spirit instilled in the universities of 
Zurich j Berne, snd Bale, or brought home 
by Swiss writers and politicians who have 
studied in Germany itself." Sedan is avenged. 
It appears, too, that the Swiss voter is getting 
bored with Referendum*, He has had too 
msny of them, and on this oooasion barely 
half of him recorded his vote. Merry Swiss 
voter, awaking on a Sunday morning, in- 
quires of his merry Swiss wife, " Any voting 
to-day, my dear f " " Only those silly 
matches," replies M. S. W. * f Oh, drat they 
matches/' says merry Swiss voter (or words 
to that effect). "I'm not going to trouble 
about that," and turns over to sleep again. 



Anyhow, matohes are not to be a State 
monopoly. Long live the Referendum 1 

On the way to Landquart.— Sudden alarm 
of my companion. He dutches my arm, and 
points to the roof of railway carriage, saying, 
in an awe-struok voioe, "What does that 
mean; why do they put that word there?" 
Following with my eyes the direction of his 
finger, I notioe white dial, with moveable 
hand, let into roof. Plainly painted in bold 
letters on one side of the dial is the word 
"hell." On the other side, however, I see 
the German word " dunkeL" which, of 
course, makes things clear. Quite natural, 
though, that apparatus for turning light up 
and down should, at first sight, be mistaken 
for a Salvation Army warning. 

Landquart % lMPM*— Lunch. Here the toy 
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railway to Davos begins. We have still more than 3000 feet to climb 
before reaching our destination. Obtain beautifully-coloured little 
pamphlet with map. Learn that we are about to travel on " highest 
adhesion railway in Europe." Prepare ourselves to be as adhesive as 
possible by taking in immense amount of ballast in the shape of lunch. 
On consulting map, presumably drawn to scale, find that Davos is at 
least five times the size of London, which figures minutely in upper 
left-hand corner. This is delightful. Delight, however^ dashed 
by observing that the distance from Landquart to Davos is nearly 



times "as great as from London to Bale. Still, after the shook 
of finding ourselves under Central European time, we are prepared 
for most things. At last the little toy engine puffs violently, 
metaphorically takes off its coat, and, like Mr. Snodgra$$ t 
announces in a very loud tone that it is going to begin. We start I 
Hurrah, we adhere ! ! 

Up, up, and still up we climb, hanging on here and there by our 
eyebrows to mountain precipices, and peering down into ohasms on 
the other side. Still we adhere and the gallant little engine Duff s 
awav like mad. Amiable Swiss guard takes a paternal pride in it. 
in the train, in the scenery, and (after usual transference of silver) 
in us. Have we ever been at Davos before P No P In that case, it 
appears, we must prepare for pleasures before which the overrated 
amusements of Pans and Vienna pale and dwindle. Davos at last. 

Davoe.— Wonderfully hearty reception at the H6tel d'Angleterre. 
Mr. Dbmxkb smiles, Mrs. Demmeb smiles, the boots, the waitress, 
the housemaid all smile. We smile, too, and find everything pre- 
pared in rooms of the most brilliant cleanness : dinner, and bo to bed. 

Conversation in Davos is of great simplicity. We are all either in- 
valids or the friends of invalids. At first hearing it would appear as 
if a gigantio ball, at which nobody danced, was perpetually taking 
place. " Have you been sitting out muoh to-day P" " Yes, I sat 
out nine hours." " Ah, 1 only mantled to get in seven," &c, &c 
For the pure and perfect air is the main element of the oure at Davos, 
and in nearly all weathers the invalids are on the verandahs drawing 
in these draughts of new life and vigour. 

On the following morning I stroll. Remember that, curiously 
enough, I haven* t seen a single soldier sinoe I arrived in Switzerland. 
Here, however, is a photographio group of non-commissioned officers 
of the Davos section of some infantry regiment. All their in ple- 
ments of warfare are drawn, a martial defianoe gleams from every 
eye. In the centre of the group two of the most warlike cross their 
protecting swords in front of a tall lady, alleporically attired in 
cloak and scale-armour to represent Helvetia. I immediately 
abandon contemplated invasion and annexation of Switzerland. 

A band is playing under an arcade of glass iu front of the 
Kurhaus. They play really admirably—as good a band, as I have 
heard for a long time. But they are all, to a flute, dressed in black 
frock-coats, tightly buttoned, and black top-hats, for all the world 
like a provincial British municipality out for a holiday. Every- 
thing, save for the band, is wonderfully peaceful. A few cows browse 
in the valley, their pleasant bells drowsily tinkling. ' The surround- 
ing mountains have donned their white crowns in our honour : the 
snowy, silent peaks glitter in the brilliant sun. In front of our 
hotel a retriever puppy, with an imperfect oontrol over his paws, 
engages in a romp with a little white dog. He bowls over the 
little white dog, and, before he has quite recovered from the shook, 
bowls him over again. This is too much for the white dog's dignity : 
he bites the retriever violently in a tender part of the back. Woe, 
woe, the game is over, and the puppy flies homeward. In the after- 
noon the colony sits out again ; it sits out finally after dinner. And 
so the quiet days proceed, for the time of toboggans and skates is not 
yet. It is a peaceful, a delightful spot, and on every hand are to be 
met hale and hearty folk who drifted hither, derelict wrecks, to be 
towed into haven and made sound for many a voyage. The tales of 
complete oures vary the conversational record of hours of sitting out. 
St. Luke, the good physician, is the patron saint of the little English 
Church here, and might well be the patron saint of Dayos itself. 




A Council of Was.— The pugnacity which tradition tells us was 
the chief characteristic of the Kilkenny Cat Conferences fiadi a 
parallel in a recent meeting of Aberdare District Councillors, at 
which, among other compliments, such as members bluntly accusing 
each other of falsehood, the chairman advised a counsellor to go to 

the gentleman whose name is usually omitted in polite converse. 

The seconder of a motion proposed by a Justice of the Peace, had the 




"BONNIE DUNDEE." 

I There was something exceedingly pretty in the doings at Dundee 
the other day when the burghers assembled to do honour to their 
old Member Mr. Abmitstead. In the Parliament of 1880-5 Mr. 
Aemttstkad's commanding presence was a familiar and welcome 
featurc^Sinoe then, having, piloted Mr. Gladstone in successive 
— _ - — -r— 1 ■ —journeys about the conti- 
nent, his personality lias 
obtained a wider field of 
recognition. When, at 
Biarritz and elsewhere, the 
population, traeking Mr. 
GLAnsTon, came upon this 
tall, straight figure, with 
flowing beard and kindly 
honest eyes, they thought 
he must be the Grand Old 
Man of whom they had heard 
so much. They, it is said, 

BonnieDun-d... tSSJl^SSStm 
from embarraesing attention. That is probably a fable. Certainly, 
in Dundee, where Mr. Abmitstmad lived and worked for forty yean, 
there is no chance of his being mistaken for any other G. 0. M. 
Having retired from publie life, Dundee wanted to have a portrait of 
its moot honoured citizen. That was very nice, but as acceptance of 
the suggestion would have involved his presence at the installation 
of the portrait, and the making of a speech in response to all the 
kind things said, Mr. Armitbtead modestly shrank from the ordeaL 
fiat he managed, after all, to gratify Dundee. He sat for his 
portrait at his own expense, gave it to the city, and. represented to 
the life on canvas, felt at liberty to absent himself from the publie 
meeting at which the Lord Provost accepted the picture on behalf of 
Dundee. Thus beyond the timorous Tweed do Merit and Modesty 
dwell together. 

QUITE CORRECT. 

Dsab Mm. PcnrcH,— In your number of Oct. 5, " Air Ihoohbtaht 
Tbavkllbb" quotes Mrs. Malaprop as saying 4t Caparisons are 
odorous.' 9 Perhaps it may interest him to know that the quotation 
correctly reads thus :— 

" Mr$. Malaprop. No caparisons, Miss, if you please. Caparisons don't 
become a young woman."— jThe Jtivals, Act IV., Sc. 2. 

41 Comparisons are odorous," occurs in Muck Ado about Nothing* 
Aot III., So. 5. Tours, Hbths Setter**. 

P.S. Enclosed advertisement is from the Willeeden Chronicle. — 

YOUNG person, 23, short, dark, strict disciplinarian, wishes to correspond 
with gentleman between 40 and 50, with riew to matrimony. 
What a ** strict disciplinarian " to begin in this way . And after t 



A Bachelor " Bowl'd."— What with many a 
and the taking of three hundred wickets in first-class matohes, Tox 
Richabdsok is facile princeps in the bowline; averages of the past 
orioket season. Now he has " made a match " on the Matrimonial 
Ground, and among the numerous presents received upon the 
auspicious occasion that which, perhaps, is of most interest to the 
" fastest trundler " takes the shape of a msjrniftoent piano, the gift 
of a " syndic ite" of admiring friends. His favourite tune on a 
winter evening will, of oourse, he " Tom Bowling 79 : and what more 
appropriate, after some stirring aneodote relating to the "hat-trick," 
than a spirited " Bolero " ? Then, too, music descriptive of a " leg- 
bye " may surely he found among Pad-ebewski'b compositions. By 
the way, the Christian name of Thomas, as shared by Loateb, Rich- 
ardson, and Morris, stands high in the annals of contemporary sport. 
One strides the racing saddle and excels upon the flat, 
Another proves his power, with the leather, o'er the bat, 
A third is lion of the links— the Golfer's ecstacy 
Thus " Tommy " trebly triumphs in serene supremacy 

"Athslstaxe thb Unready."— Note from Dr. Brewer 9 s Reader's 
Handbook: "'Unready 9 doee not mean ' unprepared 9 but * tSu- 
fudicious. 9 " Almost everybody is angry with him. Bull-baiting is 
nothing to the new game of Riling Riley, the Injudicious One I 80 
chorus, gentlemen of the School Board, if you please, and take the air 
from the composer of " BaUyhoolyJ 9 — 

Is that Mr. Riley P 

Our Athelstan Relet P 
Is that Mr. Riley who rings the 
Church bell? 



It u Mr. Relit! 
He does nothing slily, 
And yet doesn't do it rem 
well. 



remarkably 



should show at least that I had a little brains." This gentlemen is 

to be congratulated upon his consciousness of superior cerebral _ ^ . . 

strength, and if the counoil possesses but " little brains" this de- Co vent Whites Gabden.— Opera Wagnerensia in full bloom, 

ficienoy is amply supplied by a corresponding wealth of choler and a | Consule J)ruriolano, Magistro Lormeno, Equite. Sir Deubiolakus 

copious flow of wrathful language. *" *-*--*— - J — — * r — % — r 



I must introduce a dance of Love-lorn Loriners. 
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WINTER COVEHT GARDEN OPERATIC NOTES. 

Snt Augustus Aeglo-Opebaticus has done well at Covent Garden, 
and will probably to one better. To Miss Alice Esrr, as EUa, in 
Lohengrin, we say Tt Esty perpetua" All are good : and the houses 
have been apparently as good as the company. 
A season of German-Frenoh-Italian Opera m 
English is a risky venture for a winter season ; 
still, if suooessf ul, and at popular prioes, there 
is in it good promise for the future. The con- 
ductors are Messrs. Feld, Heeschsl, Glover, 
and Mr. C. Hedkondt, whioh sounds like an 
English rendering of Tete MontS. A Tete 
Monti can carry many a project through 
triumphantly where a Tete moin$ MontS 
would fail. 

Tuesday. — Exoellent Faust. Mr. Philip 
Beozrl, first time in English, decidedly good 
Sir Deuriolaitus thought the old opera 
11 wanted a fillip," and so gave us Philip 
Beozel. Kate Lab a capital nurse, and Fanht 
Moody a delightful Marguerite. Olttzea a 
pleasing Siebel, and oonduotor Gloves, as his 
name implies, keeping all hands well employed, 
and ready to give fits to any hand that might be " difficult/' The 
remainder of the week " going strong." 

In 1h<* interests of English opera, or rather of opera in English, 
we with Drubiolaeus Covent Gaedehsis Operaticus, with 
Messieurs Tete Monti et Cfo., every possible suooess. 




THE AMNESIA BACILLUS. 

It was an alarming state of affairs. The first indications of the 
new epidemic were noticed in the autumn of 1895. A lady who 
mislaid hf r identity at Brighton, and failed to recover it for a whole 
week, had the doubtful distinction of being the initial case. Her 
example was very shortly after followed by a servant- girl who " lost 
her memory" at Three Bridges Railway Station. Not being 
properly labelled, there was naturally some delay before she was 
returned to her supperlees and sorrowing mistress. Then the plague 
spread. 

Among the first to suffer were the numerous class of persons who 
had been so unfortunate as to borrow money. The simple operation 
of transferring a half-crown or a fiver seemed to carry contagion 
with it. From the instant that the fatal coin was in the palm of the 
innocent and unsuspeotiog borrower, all recollection of his previous 
personality vanished. The unhappy victim had no resource but to 
start life afreth as he best could, with new struggles to face, new 
lenders thus to victimise him— and new capital (a paltry equiva- 
lent!) wherewith to mourn his hopeless loss of memory. It was 
observed that these sufferers were subjeot to recurrent attacks of the 
amnesia bacillus. Some scientific alienists went so far as to main- 
tain that the complaint was no new one, but had been prevalent, in 
a more or less virulent form, ever since the first leather coinage was 
invented. 

The Woman with a Past was the next to succumb. She was not 
quite so much en evidence as in the two or three previous years ; 
still, a considerable number of her carried on a contented, if obscure 
and occasionally ohequered, existence. She only rarely imitated the 
Second Mrs. Tanqueray in putting a violent end to her career. 
Then all at once she, too, caught the disease. All the romance fled 
out of her life, all the deep insight into masculine oharaoter, all the 
love-souvenirs, so interesting to herself— and to her female acquaint- 
ances. {They did not forget any of these entertaining details, how- 
ever.) But as far as she was concerned, her Past completely 
vanished, and, poor thing, like the half-crown borrower, she bad to 
betin all over again. It was weary work, converting her future into 
a Past, or series of Pasts, and if she frequently failed in her task, we 
must put it down to the deadly and oharaoter-destroving bacillus. 

Then the New Women took it severely, and quite forgot them- 
telyes. However, they have been so completely advertised and 
satirised of late, that there is no necessity to describe the symptoms 
of this class of patient any further. We might add. though, that 
in some cases the sequela of the complaint aged the subjeot by ten or 
twenty years. 

It was distressing to note that even the respected ocoupanta of the 
Bench did not invariably eeoape ; but they received the infection in 
a mild form. They fairly well managed to retain their dignity and 
personality, but they could not remember the names of suoh common 
objects as an "oof -bird/' or the meaning of so familiar a term as 
" going tommv-dodd." This was inconvenient, as it necessitated the 
employment of cockney interpreters. 

ft was a oaf e of " dunno ^oo they are " with a good many other 
individuals and sections of the community. 



One reverend gentleman had it badly, and turned litigant on the 
spot. Quite oblivious of his sacerdotal functions and character, he 
imagined that he would be a publio benefactor if he went about 
suing unoffending 'busses for obstructing a minute portion of their 
window-lights with advertisements and notice-boards. This amused 
the publio at first, but after a while he was voted a nuisance and a 
bore. Then the Salvationists caught the bacillus en bloc. One and 
all they thought they were musicians, and, as suoh, entitled to make 
Sunday a Day of Riot 

Amongst other unfortunate speoimens of humanity were the shop- 
lifters, who fancied they were shop-walkers; the burglars, who 
habitually mistook their home address ; the quarterly tenants, who, 
on the other hand, forgot to remain at home at periodical intervals ; 
and our old friend 'Aery, who forgot his manners and his h's. 

The list of victims might be indefinitely extended. Onoe it was 
thought that they were responsible for their actions: but now, 
thanks to the progress of medical scienoe, the amnesia bacillus has 
been identified. It only remains for a new Pasteur to invent some 
counteracting miorobe. 

CRAZY TALES. 

The Duchess of Pomposet was writhing, poor thing, on the horns 
of a dilemma. Painful position^ very. She was the greatest of 
great ladies, full of fire and fashion, and with a purple blush («he 
was born that oolour) fiung bangly arms round the neck of her 
lord and master. The unfortunate man was a shooking sifferer, 
having a bad unearned increment, and enduring 
constant pain on aooount of his back being broader 
than his views. 

"Pomposet," she cried, resolutely. "Duky 
darling!" 

(When first married she had ventured to apos- 
trophise him as " ducky," but His Grace thought 
it xnfra dig,, and they compromised by omitting 
the vulgar M a") 

" Duky," she said, raising pale distinguished 
eyes to a Chippendale mirror, f * I have made up 
my mind." 

"Don't," expostulated the trembling peer. 
"You are so rash 1" 

" What is more, I have made up yours." 

" To make up the mind of an English duke," 
he remarked, with dignity, " requires no ordinary 
intellect; yet I believe with your feminine hy- ^ 
draulios you are capable of anything, Jane." 

(That this aristocratic rib of His rib should have been named plain 
Jake was a chronic sorrow.) 

" Don't keep me in suspense," he continued ; " in fact, to desoend 
to a oolloquialism, I insist on Your Grace letting the oat out of the 
bag with the least possible delay." 

" As you will," she replied. u Your blood be on your own coronet. 
Prepare for a shock—a revelation. I have fallen I Not onoe— but 
manytimes." 

"Wretohed woman!— I beg pardon !— wretched Grande Darnel 
call upon Deb Rett to cover you ! " 

" I am madly in love with " 

" By my taffeta and ermine, I swear " 

" Peace, peace ! " said Jane. " Compose yourself, ducky— that is 
Plahtagenet. Forgive the slip. I am agitated. My mind runs 
on slips." 

The Duke groaned. 

"Horrid, awful slips!" 

With a countenance of alabaster he tore at his sandy top-knot. 

" I have deceived you. I admit it. Stooped to folly." 

A supercilious cry rent the air as the Duke staggered on his 
patrician limbs. 

With womanly impulse— flinging caste to the winds- Jane caught 
the majestic form to her palpitating alpaca, and, watering his beloved 
features with Duohessy drops, cried in passionate accents, " My 
King! Ity Sensitive Plant! Heavens! It's his unlucky back! 
Be calm, Plaetagenet. I have— been— learning— to— bike! There! 
On the sly!" 

Tbe Duke flapped a reviving toe, and squeezed the august fingers. 

" I am madly enamoured of— my maohine." 

The peer smoothed a ruffled top-knot with ineffable grace. 

" Likewise am determined you shall take lessons. Now it is no use, 
duky. I moan to be tender but firm with yon." 

The Potentate gave a stertorous chortle, and, stretching out his 
arms, fell in a strawberry-leaf swoon on the parquet floor, his ducal 
head on the lap of his adored Jane. 




"Happy Thought."— Mem. (from note-book of careless man). 
When nothing else to do, wind up my watch. It saves time. LV * 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Mount the Buttkr-tub !— 
Irish batter is on its trial, it 
teems. It has managed to get 
a bad name, because some of 
the makers or dealers beoome 
so attaohed to it they won't 
part with it for a month er so 
after it ii churned— and when 
they do part with it they pre- 
tend it's new. 8o the trustees 
of the Cork butter market 
suggest a "date-brand" as a 
means of restoringthedajnaged 
reputation of the Hibernian 
cow. It is quite obvious that 
if butter is to keep, it mustn't 
be kept— which sounds like a 
bull, out it 's true. Now is 
the time for Iri*h patriots to 
oome to the rescue of their 
firkins— to form a "Brand 
League" if necessary — and 
prevent the produoe of Irish 
dairies being evicted from the 
markets of England. 

Why should Glasgow 
WattP— The average time 
taken by a telegram to get 
from Glasgow to London, or 
vice versd, is twenty-nine 
minutes, and the cry of the 
Glasgow Chamber of Com- 
merce, in consequence, is 
"Morewires!" The Chamber 
doe* not mind if they are over- 
head wires; all it objects to is, 
overdue wires. There has been 
a railway race to the north; 
but a telegraph race seems 
still more wanted just now. 
And the worst of it is that the 
lordly Stock -Exchange folk 
are specially provided with a 
wire that sends their telegrams 



F i- - : jm 




JUMPING POWDER. 

(Mr. Tioentystun having a Nip on his way to Covert. ) 
Small Boy. "Oh my, Billy, 'ire's a Hwohttton Gun a charoin' 

Or 'IS8SLF AFORK OOIN* INTO HaOTION I " 



in five minutes. Punch 9 $ ad- 
vice to the Chamber of Com- 
-" wire in!" 



Bumbledom akd Bbtstlrs. 
—A strike of barbers has oc- 
curred at the Cork workhouse; 
no inmate cares to undertake 
the duty at the pay of one 
shilling a week; and the 
guardians are thinking of 

Setting in outdoor relief for 
lie chins of their paupers. 
Why not an " Irish Melody," 
to this effect P— 

The barbers have struck, farewell 

to the share, 
And the rate-supplied soap on the 

cheek of the brave. 



A Maghificent Oppok- 
TUinTY,-^The enormous hotels 
the neighbour and, it may be, 
the friendly rival of the Savoy 
Hotel a ia Carte,— for friend- 
ship in opposition ia possible 
though improbable, — is al- 
most completed ; hut appa- 
rently it is still " a deed with- 
out a name/' What is it to 
be called P The board, not of 
directors, but of advertisement 
outside, says, " This Magnifi- 
cent Hotel," &c, &c Well, 
gentlemen proprietors, why 
not take this description as 
the title? It does not look bad 
in French, " L'HStel Mag- 
niftque." And in plain Eng- 
lish " The Magnificent" is a 
striking title, which can be- 
come popular as " The Mag." 
Mr. Punch % as General Hotel 
Inspector and Universal Board 
Adviser, offers the above sug- 
gestion. 



"FINIS." 

(By an Old-fashioned Novel-reader.) 

Oh! when we finished a tale of old. 
The thing was through, and the story told. 
But when we shut up a tale that's "New^* 
There's little told, and there's nothing 

" through." 
With neither beginning, middle, nor end, 
We do not part with the book as a friend. 
Finis ! The word seems ironical sport, 
It is not finished, but snapt off short, 
like the poor maid's nose by the blackbird's 

beak 
In the " Song of Sixpence." That tale was 

weak. 
Ending in nought, like an alley blind. 
But our story- spinners appear to find 
Their moral there. Their tales don't close. 
But break off short— like the poor maid's 

nose! 
Ah me ! for a few of the fine old chaps 
Who gave us meals, not mere dishes of scrape ! 



"Post Obit."— The Sheffield Daily Tele- 
graph announoes that the first piece of patron- 
age in the district wVioh has fallen to the 
new Postmaster-General is now beins com- 
peted for. It is that of medical offioer to 
the local pott-office. Our contemporary an- 
nounoes that the applications, which are said 
to be very numerous, have all gone in. It is 
generally understood that the gentleman 
ultimately teleoted to undertake the duties 
of the post will not necessarily be connected 
with the Dead Letter Department. 



A CLERICAL MISTAKE. 

(Fragment of a Romance found shortly after the 
holding of the recent Clerical Meetings.) 

" You are most kind," said the guest, get- 
ting down from the dogcart and assisting the 
retainer to carry his portmanteau into the 
house. 

" Not at all," was the reply. •• If you are 
so good as to wait a moment, I will take the 
vehicle round to the stables and then show 
you your room." 

The ruest bowed his head gratefully, and 
yet with some embarrassment. Who was this 
retainer ? He seemed to be a man of educa- 
tion, and yet He had no time for further 

thought, as the subject of his meditations 
returned to him. 

M I was as speedy as possible," said he ; " as 
I knew you would like to dress. The rector 
dines rather early, and is sure to be punctual 
to-niffht. This way." 

And then the two young men marched up 
the staircase, and entered together the spare 
room. 

" There!" exclaimed the retainer, as he 
finished laying out the contents of the guest's 
portmanteau. " Now all you have to do is 
to look sharp and get down into the drawing- 
room, before the arrival of the bishop. I shall 
try and snatch a few moments' dose, as I 
have been busy from the early morning." 

" I really cannot sufficiently thank you," 
said the guest, hunting in his waistcoat 
pocket for a shilling. ^'But if you will 
allow me " 

" Oh, no thank you," interrupted the re- 



tainer, with a alight blush. " I really do not 
require a tip." 

But surely, from your multitudinous 
duties, you must be the butler ? " 

Then came the solution to the mystery. 

41 Oh dear no! I am not the butler ! lam 
only the curate ! " 



A NEW SWAN SONG. 
[Miss Annie Swan says—" 'What appears to be 
required is, that the wife should have something 
of ner own, given to her freely by her husband for 
her own use and benefit, absolutely apart from 
other moneys, that she should spend it as she 
chooses."] 

Oh! give me something of my own, 

In which Man has no part ; 
Whioh I may hoard, or spend, or loan, 

And it shall ease my heart. 
And if you ask me wnenoe 'twill come, 

And what will be my plan, 
I answer that that private sum 

Should oome— of oonrae— from Man! 
I '11 grab it quiok, I 'U hold it tight, 

That welcome L. S. D., 
Concerning whioh Man's only right 
Is— jus t to give it Me ! 



Pbobabl*.— New edition of " Cornelius 
Nepos," with notes by Lord Halsbuby, as- 
dated by Mr. Habdinob Fbakx Gipfabd, 
Sec. Comtn. Lun. 

Proysbbial Coxsxbvahvb Philosophy.— 
Sow Local Government in Ireland and it will 
up Home Bula> ec j by VjOOQ IK. 



[ Upon this the Young Man recognises that his con furing fail* to 
charm, and retires to the funnel in apparent discomfiture. 
Excursionists (to one another), Card-trioks are all very well in 
their proper place ; bat, when you oome out for a blow like this, 
why . . . IT it had been a little music, now. or a song, or soomat 
o' that soart, it would ha' been nahoe enool . . . ( With dismay.) Why, 
danged if he isn't going to give us anoother turn of it ! 

[The Young Man reappears, carrying two dismal old dummies 
tenth battered papier-maohe heads, and pretematuraUy 
mobile Jaws. 
The Y. M. (after planting these effigies in such a position as m to 
*~ t. * ~i z *j*4i ™. „!. %„ m i:*\i»iZ &~*Z> depress as many as possible). Inow'ave the pleasure of introducing 
man in a f rode coat and « jWAgjV ^J^^^JrTf *W ^Xioe two v£y old friends of mine, Mr. and Mrs. JbrimiTS 
rmr^das^fectlyin^ensi^ (The aud £nc e , not hating energy enough to escape. 

j^c^rfto^^ in sombre resignation to tZse fresh tormentors, which 

self m the unwelcome character of a professional conjuror. | fa Qi them ^ * eh9erful imbeci iUy.) WeU, Mrs. Jobdles, 

The Young Man {clearing his throat and vointedly addressing a Ma am, and how do you find yourself this afternoon P I 'ope you're 
group of torpid tourists on the centre seats). Ladies and gentlemen, enjoying this most delightful trip. 



COLLAR WORK"; OR, THE UNAPPRECIATED ENTERTAINER. 

QcEKK—The after-deck of an excursion-steamer, which is on its 
return to Scarborough from Bridlington, where the excursionists 
have employed a shining hour in laying in copious luncheons at 
various restaurants and eating-houses. Owing to the tide, they 
have had to land and re-embark in small boats through a rather 
choppy bit of sea, the consequence being that the majority of the 
party—though not indisposed— are inclined to prefer meditation 
to moving about, probably on theprinciple of " letting sleeping 
dogs lie." After Flamborough Head has been rounded, a young 



with' your very kind permission, I 
will now endeavour to amuse you by 
exhibiting a few simple feats of 
ledger de mang to whioh I invite 
your closest attention {the persons 
addressed instantly assume an air 
of uneasy abstraction), as I find that 
the more carefully my audienoe 
watches my proceedings the less able 
they are to detect the manner in 
which the triok is performed. ... I 
'ave 'ere, ladies and gentlemen, a 
gingerbeer bottle, just a plain stone 
sinfferbeer bottle of a pattern no 
doubt familiar to you alL {He pro- 
duces it, and it appears to be gene- 
rally unpopular, as if it called up 
reminiscences of revelry which some 
would willingly forget.) I will now 
pass it around in order that you may 
satisfy yourselves that it is what it 
appears to be. (To a Somnolent Ex- 
cursionist in a corner.) Will you 
oblige me, Sir, by kindly taking it 
in your 'and? 

The Somnolent Excursionist (who 
seems to be under the impression that 
he is being offered refreshment). 
Eh P ginger Deer P No, thanky, never 
take it. [He closes his eyes again. 

The Y. M. (to a Grumpy Excur- 
sionist on a campstool). Perhaps, 
Sir, you will oblige me by examining 
this bottle. 

The Grumpy Excursionist (wrath- 




The Y. M. (cast down, but unde- 
terred). Well, you are all satisfied 
that it is an ordinary earthenware 
bottle. Now I take this tin case- 
made, as you peroeive, in two parts 
to fit closely round the bottle. I will 
just give you an opportunity of 'and- 
ling the case so that you may convinoe yourselves of its being per- 
fectly empty. (He proffers it for inspection, but everybody seems 
willing to take it on trust.) I enclose the bottle in the case— so— I make 
one or two passes— hey, presto— and, on opening the case, the bottle 
will be found to have vanished. (It has— but nobody appears to regret 
its disappearance.) I dose the case, whioh you all saw to be empty, 
once more, and wbat do I find it contain I (Be pulls out yard after 
yard of coloured ribbon, which falls absolutely flat, but if the tin 
case had emitted a column of smoke and a genuine Arabian djinn, it 
would probably fail fust now to produce any deep impression.) I 
shall next produce a pack of ordinary playing cards, trom which I 
will ask you, Sir, to be good enough to select a card, without letting 
me see it or mentioning which it is (to the Grumpy Excursionist, who 
brushes him away irritably as he would a bluebottle). Madam, will 

you kindly P (to the Stout Lady, who turns a shawled shoulder and 

feebly requests him "Not to come bothering her "). Perhaps you, Sir 

Y (to a Cadaverous Tourist, who intimates that he "never encourages 

cardvlaying under any form 9 '). Thank you very much (to a Rubi- 
cund Tourist, who accepts a card out of sheer good-nature). Now I 
shuffle the cards again, out them, and (exhibiting a court-card with 
mild triumph) unless I am mistaken, Sir, this was the oaidyou ohose! 

The Rubicund Tourist. Was it P I dessay, I dessay. I didn't 
notice particularly myself. 



[He bends his head deferentially for 
the answer, with a sympathetic 
movement of his own lips. 
The Female Figure (with a wag- 
gling jaw, and in an impossible 
falsetto). No, I ain't enj'ym' this 
most delightful trip, so there. I 
believe I'm going to be ill in a 
minute. I feel that queer, I do. 

The Male Figure (in a voice 
scarcely distinguishable from his in- 
troducer^ own). Queer P And no 
wonder, after taxing all them pickled 

wornuts with yer sooet pudden I 

[The Stout Lady* s ample cheeks are 

contorted by a transitory spasm, 

and the Cadaverous Tourist 

passes his hand across his 

mouth, which the Ventriloquist 

construes as reluctant tributes to 

his facetious powers. 

Female F. Well, you needn't talk, 

after all them jam puffs and the 

prawns you swollered, 'eds and all I 

Male F. Ah, I 'ad a appetite. 

And I 'ate waste, I do. But lor, 

when I see her a swallerin' down that 

soroer o' oookles just after clearing 

out the 'okypoky barrer, I knew 

she 'd live to be sorry for it ! 

The Stout Lady (to the Cadaverous 
Man). They didn't ought to be allowed 
to go on like this. Downright vul- 
garity J call it! 

The Cadaverous Man. Ton are 
right, Mum It's quite enough to 
upset anybody. If he's going to 
make either of them images portend 
to be unwell, I shall call the Captin 
and put a stop to it. 

The Y. M. (with a tardy percep- 
tion that he might have chosen a 
more generally agreeable topic, and 
meanly throwing the blame upon the 
innocent dummies). There, M.r. Jok- 
dles, Sir, thst 'U do. We don't care to hear what you and your 
good lady took by way of a relish ; tell us about something ehe. 
Male F. All right There was a quart o' winkles, as wasn't 

over 

The Y. M. (shaking Mr. Jobdlbs up, and stopping his mouth). 
'Ush, Sir, 'ush ! fieyave, now, and see if you can set quiet while 
Mrs. Jobdli8 sings us a little song. 

Male F. WhatP 'Er sing! 'Ere, ohuok me overboard, will 
yer P I 've 'eard her. 

The Grumpy Exc. (in a savage undertone). For heaven's sake 
ohuok 'em both overboard, and follow them ! 

Female F. Oh, dear, me singP I'm all of a flutter like. 

Well, what shall I sing P Oh, I know. (Quavering.) "Where are 

the friends ofChiWood now t " 

Male F. Why, in gaol, doing time ! 

[Mr. Jordles is reproved and corrected as before, but his senile 

flippancy only excites general disgust, and when he proceeds 

to boast that a beautiful young lady he met in Bridlington 

has fallen violently in love with him, the audience clearly 

resent the statement as an outrage to their intelligence. The 

Ventriloquist perseveres a little longer, though even his own 

belief in the dummies seems to be shaken, and at length he 

gives them up as hopeless, and carries them offignominwusly, 



' I feel compelled to ask you kindly to excuse me." 



DiyilizuU by vjj 
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one under each arm. Whereupon the party breathe freely 
once more, only to gasp in impotent horror the next 
moment, as the irrepressible Young' Man returns with a 
smaller figure, modelled and dressed to represent an almost 
inconceivably repulsive infant. He perches himself on the 
bulwark, and placing this doll on his knee, affects to con- 
verse with it, until its precocity and repeated demands for a 
cheesecake render it an object of universal loathing and 
detestation* However, its pertness suddenly begins to flag, 
as beads gather upon the VentriloquisV s pallid brow, and 
allowina the figure to collapse in a limp heap, he rises 
unsteadily to his feet. 
The Y. M. (in faltering tones). Ladies and gentlemen, such a 
thing has reelly never 'appened to me before in the 'ole course of my 
professional oareer ; bat I feel compelled to ask yon kindly to excuse 
me if I break off for a few minutes, 'oping to resume—ana with your 

kindindulg 

[Here he staagers feebly away and is seen no more, while a 
faxnt smile may be observed for the first time to irradiate 
the faces of the company, as they realise that their suffer- 
ings are more than avenged. 

CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF TNE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

(By "Hansom Jack.") 

No. IX.— PECKERS-UPI— ANTI-PRIG PHILOSOPHY— " TOMMY 
THE THUMPER "'S TALES— THE HAUNTED CAB. 

A Cabby may be this or that; 'e's a chap as the world is much 

given to slang or to ohaff ; 
But there 's one blessed boon as is usually 'is, 'e can do— what your 

prigs seldom can— a fair laugh, 
I 'ave blown a good few of all sorts in my 
time ; some scaroe fit for to tool a old 
Sawbones's gig, 
Some as smart as they 're made ; bat I 
never yet met a true Cabby as answered 
peroisely to " prig." 

You look at a rank at a time f area is off. 

and the nosebags is on, and you find 

the chaps all 
A 'anging around with their 'ands in their 

pockets, 'ard by their pet pab, or close 

under a walL 
They're looking about 'em, and passing 

the patter, and doubling sharp up at a 

wheeze or a joke ; 
They may look on the lollop, but not on 

the sulk, nor they don't 'ang their 

'eads like a ill-tempered moke. 

tMa A . A . .3ut life's not all laugh with 'em give you 

" Sort o' parson one time, if my word . summer 's not all a beano, 
all stones is true." w £ ile ^^ ^ wows 

And many a ohap must drive 'ard through a sleet-storm when for 

better fitted for blankets and nurse. 
Your fare snugged inside may be grumpy and growly, a crack in the 

winder will give 'tm the 'ump : 
But you mustn't cuss, though you're soaked to your socks, and the 

rheumatiz raoks your poor baok at each bump. 

Stillsomever to take the lot amilin' 's our motter, though sometimes 

the smile sets a mossel askew. 
Old " Tommy the Thumper" 's just left me. Queer egg ! Sort o' 

parson one time, if all stories is true. 
Bat rum 'ot and religion don't mix none too well, as tomater-nosed 

Tommy 'as reason to know. 
Still 'e f as rot the gift o' the gab, and no error, 'is yarns when 'e 's 

on, make yer creepy and low. 

Tommy is one o' that mildewy sort as are gea'rally gloomy and down 

on their lnok. 
'E will tip you 'is graveyardy tales of old times, till you stand 'im a 

nobbier, or give 'im the chuok. 
Remembers the old body-snatchers, Tom does, and the Burke and 

Hare yarns make you cold as a dab ; 
But what 'e reeled out o'er 'is rum-'ot to-night was a gospel-trae 

tale of a old Haunted Cab. 

u Gospel-true, on my davy," is Tommy's pet olinoher. " All, Jack," 

'e grumned out, as 'e stoppered 'is bowl 
With a forefinger brown as a rusty old spike ; " you young ohirpers 

ain't go neither f aney nor souL 
Hagnostioal lot, you smart 'Ansoms, as think you are Huxleyb on 

wheels, I 'ave not the least doubt, 
But why ain't a cab just as like as a castle to 'ave its own ghost P 

Tell me that, * Ginger Grout' I" 




" Ginger " shook 'is red 'ead and said nothink. Says Tommy, " Old 

4 Basket the Bunch ' was the sulkiest sort, 
'E 'adn't no heart for a pal in distress, and 'e never liked ' parting ' 

for friendship or sport. 
But what 'e most shirked was all haooident oases. Well, Cabbies 

don't cotton to them, as a rule, 
But ' Barney the Bunch ' was a bit extry-hratsl ; a reg'lar old 

flint-hearted, foxy-eyed fooL 

"Bunched up on 'is box all alone one cold evening, when not a four- 
wheeler, 'oept 'is. was in eighty 

Old Barney was 'ailed by a poor shrieking creetur as 'eld a small 
girl in 'er arms, taller-white, 

With a small crimson out on 'er poor little temple, arf hid by 'er 
goldian ringlets shook loose : 

'The orspitsl— quick— for evVs sake!' pants the mother; 4 0h! 
don't lose a hinstant' Lor, 'twaan't no use 1 

" Barney whips up 'is 'one, and trots off, most deliberate, grunting 

as 'ow that 'is cab worn't a 'earse. 
Most superstitious old griffin the ' Bunch ' woe. Well there, the child 

died. But if ever a curse 
'Ung over a cabby and cab it wos 'isn. Oh yes, you may grin o'er 

your corf ee and toast 
In this 'ere cosy shelter. But strange fares, at night-time, do not 

like to ride number two— with a ghost ! 

" All fancy f Then wy did all talk of a kiddy with goldian curls, 

and of wild-woman cries ? 
And wy did fares pull Barney up on the suddent, ani scuttle with 

shuddereome looks and skeart eyes? 
And wy did old * Barney th b Bunch ' take to boozing, and wy wos e 

found stony-stark in 'is cab 
With eyes fixed on— nothink? Yus, nothink. of course! 'Tommy 

Thumper ' 's a fool to you young 'uns to blab." 

Shut up like a rat-trap, and trotted off twist-ways, the " Thumper " 

did, huffed in 'is boozy old style. 
A ghost-seer's dignitude does stand on end if 'e twigs that T is 

cackle is met with a smile. 
Bat I didn't grin— not oontemphuously, leastways ; I 've seen for 

too much to be big on the boast, 
And this I do know, that your 'ard-'earted hunks will one day git 'is 

gruel— if not from a ghost. 

Conscience, I tell you, can build spooks like Guy Foxes, or as the 

jim-jams makes green rats or snakes. 
Real? Wot's "real"P Who's poin' 

to be cocksure wot's actual lacks 

and wot's fancy's queer fakes P 
Only your ignorant, stnek-uppish shaller- 

pate. I never shirk no true orspital 

case; 
And if any ghost should make free with 

my Forder— I 'ope I could look the 

spook fair in the face. 

I f ave saved lives by a hopportune hurry- 
up ; so I imagine 'ave most of my 
mates. 

'Ansoms are everywhere, like London 
sparrers, and five minutes' start 
sometimes dodges the fates. 

Gratitude don't grow on every goose- 
berry bush, and to 'ave just saved a 
life or a leg 

Mayn't mean a fiver, or even a fare, 
but wot flaviour it gives your next 
corf ee and hegg ! lt ghe u a fare a8 r , a not looge 

I 'ave one " regular," crippled but rich, for •omethink." 

as I saved— so 's says— from a fur worser fate. 
Only a fluke, as I tell 'im each Christmas, but somehow 'e won't 

wipe that job off the slate. 
Many a nice little extry it lands me; and as for 'is daughter, a 

brown-eyed young dove, 
WelL she is a fare as I 'd not lose for somethink, though bob-less ; 

I 'd much sooner drive 'er for love I 







At the Aquarium the highly trained and well-educated horse, 
Alpha, finishes a wonderful performance by being dressed up as a 
nurse, and wheeling a pony, Little Beta, about in a perambulator. 
Clever Alpha shouldn't be allowed to end by making such a donkey 
of himself. One of these days he 'U be beaten by little Seta. 

Mrs. R.'s nephew writes from Harrow that his aunt on returning 
from Homburg, observed cheerfully, " My dear, I feel as jolly as a 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




SMALL SOCIAL AGONIES. 

Hottest, " It p a but A poor Lunch I r.u* Giva you 1 But jty Cook hjk hot InfuUknza]' 
E*f&rd terribU. "Oh, MrjniY, YOU ALWAYS BAY THAT!" 



NOW AND THEN, 

j4 Morality {after Morris) in ffytfc Pari. 

11 0, riiTE me the sweet shady side of Pall 
IMlt' 1 

Sang Capt un C HA bleb Morris, But he was 

a swell » 
Filled with cockney, no doubt anti-democrat, 

spleen, 
At lb an ass on a common, a goose on ft green." 

Rut what had he paid had he livt d in onr days 
Of the scenes that Hyde Park ia the season 

displays P 
Where the ** goose on the green" is a Socialist 

scamp, 
And the "pig on the dunghill" a somnohnt 

tramp, 

sweet rut in urbe, our Tendon delight I 
A Ghetto by day, a Gt henna by night 1 
Who cares for the meaningless trill of a lc r^, 
When the shrink if the spout er is heard in 
Hydu Park ? 

11 In London the spirits are cheerful and 

light/' 
O Mor&tb, your lyre is not up-to-date— quite* 
Tou knew not how coarse Boanerges can bawl, 
Saw not on the turf hi thy Tag rants asprawh 

In Liberty's name what strange license is 
shown 

To the scoundrels who swear, and the zealots 
who groan ; 

On turf that is tender, 1 mid at leaves that are 
green, 

The sights are repulsive, the sounds are ob- 
scene,; 

Yea, HoBsig, that's what we now make of 

onr Park ; 
And as to the deeds that go on after dark, 



They would he far Uo gross for your liberal 

Mute, 
And to ting them e'en satirists now must 

refute. 

You fancied each object in town a fresh treat ; 
Had you seen a tramp huddled upon a park j 

Yon mi^ht not have felt so u revived by (hat 

whim,* 1 
And yon certainly bad not tat down after him ! 

Full many a trait" of the times of gross Geobu k 
Makes humanity shrink, raises Liberty's 

gorge ; 
But certain things now that to Park and Pall 

Mall come, 
In Freedom 1 * name, truly are more free than 

welcome. 

In a Park that is spacious r umbrageous, and 

green, 
Seats, sprawlers, and speeches, at least, should 

be clean. 
And fh what avail that 'tis fragrant and 

floral, 
If loungers are frowsy and manners immoral P 

*'In London, thank heaven I onr peaee U 

secure 11 
You sang ; and your London yon knew, to 

he sure. 
But whether by daylight, or whether by dark s 
Our peace is by no means secure— in Hyde 

Parkl 

Ah, Morris, we 're froer, more human, more 

kind, 
Since you found your London so much to your 

mind* [return, 

But, though to your clays we Ve no wish to 
In the art of park-keeping we've something 

to learn. 



Thr Poit- Laureate Staee§ [by " Oar 
Special Commijttiotter '*), — There is not much 
to choose between the competitors for the 
above unimtK riant fixture. Ever sines the 
publication of The weights Sir Edwin Arnold 
baa held the position of first favourite. He 
appears to have derived no harm from his 
recent journey to " India " ■ indeed, on Wait- 
ing him at his new quarters in " the Tenth 
Mews" we found him in the pink of condi- 
tion. Although Mr. Austin has, owinf to a 
strained ctraura., and consequent restriction to 
walking exerme, gone hack in the betting, 
he is, nevertheless, looked upon in some 
quarter* as a likely candidate ; while Sir 
Lewis Morris is very much fancied— by him- 
self. A somewhat sensational wager oi £300U 
to £10 was booked arainst Sir Lewis and 
Mr. Henley "coupled/' 



Caution in Right Direction. — Dear Mr* 
Punch,— The direction written, by a corre- 
spondent, on an envelope I found on re- 
turning from a short trip, suggested to me 
exactly the description of a sly puss [which 
I am not) of a young lady (which I am) 
who would he a perfect model of propriety 
("' that's me "} in her own domestic circle, but 

" Forward if fiway from home I " 

There's a nioe description! So mislead- 
ing I 1 mention this as something to he 
avoided by any one writing to a nice girl yl 
his, or her, acquaintance, and placing special 
po&tirtg directions on the envelope. 

Yours ever, Lalagi. 



Cowardly Action on tbe part of a 
Soldier*— To " strike ai^nt," 



feoogte" 
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TNE PROBLEM PLAYWRIGHTS 
YADE MECUM. 

Question. Has the Problem Play a 
solution P 

Answer, Certainly ; it answers 
the purposes of the author and the 
manager. 

Q. From this I take it that it is 
invariably successful? 

A. Well, it is never a failure ; or, 
rather, hardly ever. 

Q. Con you make your meaning a 
little plainer f 

A. If it is not invariably a triumph 
of coin, it is a success of esteem. The 
house is crowded for a couple of 
months. 

Q. And after? 

A. The Problem Play is not ex- 
pected to have an after. 

Q. What is the essenoe of such a 
creation P 

A. The unconventional treatment 
of the conventional. 

Q. Give an example P 

A. Two men tossing up for a lady. 
In Box and Cox the transaction was 
conducted with the assistance of a 
sixpence in the politest fashion 
imaginable; in a later version the 
affair could not be arranged without 
a pack of cards and muoh forcible 
language. 

Q. Was the scene the same in 
both, like the situation P 

A. No, in Box and Cox the spot 
was a second-floor back; in the 
other, the interior of an observatory 
on the summit of a mountain. 

Q. Can you mention any other 
characteristic of the Problem Play P 

A. The dramatist should be danng. 
People should say of his work that it 
would have surprised their parents 
and startled their grandmothers 
into fits. 

Q. How can this desirable end be 
attained P 

A. By the playwright causing his 
heroine to throw a pocket-bible into 




11 DON JOSE." 

J-i Ch-mb-bl-n, in Spain, as "The Toby-adob." 



the fire, or perform some other act of 
parallel eccentricity. 

Q. Should the heroine have any 
peculiarity P 

A. As a rule she should be a 
woman with a past. 

Q. But has not this type been 
worked to death P 

A. It has certainly seen muoh 
service, to that the newest kind of 
heroine is to be preferred. 

Q. What is the newest kind of 
heroine P 

A. The woman who, without having 
a past, has, under the influence of 
drink, seriously damaged the possi- 
bility of enjoying a future. 

Q. When does the leading situation 
arrive P 

A. At the end of the second act, 
What goes before and comes after 
that oHmax is, to a large extent, im- 
material. 

Q. What is the customary fate of 
the heroine after the leading situa- 
tion P 

A. On rare ooearions, suicide "off." 
But the usual exit is a retreat in rear 
of the clergy. 

Q. What is the customary eff eot of 
the Problem Play P 
# A. That for a considerably longer 
time than nine days it is a wonder. 
Every one talks about it, and many 
see it during that period. When the 
wonder is exhausted aooording to 
precedent the cause of the amazement 
is forgotten. 

Q. And, when this last season 
arrives, what does the author do P 

A. A dramatist, having written 
one Problem Play, usually writes 
another. 

PnOPlfSIOlTAL AJTD JOTTBITALISTIC. 

—The Editor of an illustrated paper 
says that his only difficulty with 
his artists is "the Initial Diffi- 
culty." He now has on hand an 
illustrated alphabet ready for all 
emergencies. 



THAT TUNE! 

(Sad Story of a Victim of "D d Iteration.") 

Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum! 

'Tis ground out twelve times over ! I 
Mv nerves all twitch, my brain seems numb, 

Faith ! I'ma music-lover ; 
But that infernal organ-grind, 

With hideous iteration, 
Is driving me out of my mind, 

Into sheer desperation. 
Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum ! 

Tum-tum—O this is maddening ! 
It may be in some gloomy slum. 

The organ-grinder 's gladdening. 
But to a poor suburban scribe, 

Intent on scribbling copy, 
'Tis torture! ShallT try a bribe P 

Or seek oblivion* s poppy P 
Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum I 

Turn- turn- tum-tiddle- — Gracious ! 
Those " turns ' •will split my tympanium, 

Eternally sequacious. 
Free country ? Bah I When an organ- 
strain 

May blast, and blight and bore you, 
Till you get " turn-turn " on the brain P 

Ah ! There 's a picture for you I 
Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum ! — 

(The writer, once thought clever, 
Is now at Hanwell, doomed to hum 

That hideous tune for ever !) 



A Stoby Abbot the Nobth.— According 
to the Dundee Advertiser, Colonel Nobth 
has paid cash to the King of the Bblgiabs. 
not for concessions of land near Ostend, but 
for similar advantages on the Congo. It has 
been rumoured that the jpurohase-money was 
ostensibly (or should it be Ostendnbly P) 
handed over for the possession of the former, 
and not the latter. But the rumour must be 
taken with reserve. Perhaps the report may 
have arisen from the faot that the Belgian 
watering-place is situated on the North Sea 
— a locality naturally associated with the name 
of the Sing of the Nitrates. Be this as it 
may, the gallant Colonel is certain to oom- 
mand the confidence of volunteers in the 
future as in the past. So far as he is con- 
cerned, shares (plough and other varieties) 
will be as popular as bayonets. 

Stones in Sermons. 

" Sbbkons in stones," the poet says ; and 
when 
Smelfungus scolds, and rails, and girds, 
and groans at us, 
We feel that worst of sermonising 
Is— throwing stones at us. 



Mbs. £. observes of a respectable young 
man among her acquaintances, that she was 
sorry to hear he was inoremated in a recent 
swindling 



BIKE f. BICYCLE. 

Some Tennysonian Bouts-rimis. 

[Mr. Erhbst Shiptow, Secretary of the Cyclists* 
Touring Club, protests against the term "bike" as 
being unmitigated slang.] 

Bike, bike, bike, 

By your leave, oh C. T. C. 
Quite too long for my tongue to utter 

Is " bicycle M — bike for me ! 

well for the slang-loving boy, 
That he " bikes ,? with his sister at play! 

well for the lass or lad 
Who don't Mr. Shepton obey ! 

For, in spite of him, "bikes" go on, 
Thus called, over dale and hill ; 

And " bicycles " soon will be vanished, and 
The voice of the pedant stilL 

Bike, bike, bike, 
Mr. Punch says, oh C. T. C. 

And the tender grace of a term that is dead 
Will never come back to me ! 



To Squibb Powch.— Sib,— I don't quite 
know how to spell the gentleman's name*, 
whether its "Tycho" or "Tybbo Bbabe,'- 
but, anyhow, he m as a sharp chap, and all I 
want to learn for oertain is, was he one of 
the good old genuine "Tykes,' 1 and a 
Torkshireman ? Yours, 

John Bbowme's Gbabdhbphbw. 
, 
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THE LATEST LITERARY SUCCESS. 

" In WOMAH WHO WANTED TO." 



A EOMANCE OF THE FUTUBE. 

Chapter L 

The great leform bad been effected. Thanks to the Matrimonial 
Tripos Aot, passed a few years previously, it was no longer left to 
blind chanoe to decide what women should receive the privileges of 
matrimony. All those who aspired to them had to enter for the 
Tripos held onoe a year under the supervision of the State, and to 
pass a rigorous examination in Household Arithmetic, Domestic 
Economy, Etiquette, and other subjeots. Only those who obtained a 
first class were allowed to marry noblemen or millionaires, those who 
got a second might mate with a peer's younger son or a baronet, 
while those hapless ones who failed to get a third were absolutely 
prohibited from matrimony, although occasionally one or two who 
narrowly missed taking honours were allowed a detrimental by the 
examiners. And no maiden was permitted to enter for the examina- 
tion more than three times in all. 

It was the knowledge of this last fact which oast a shade of troubled 
anxiety upon the faces of Strephon Smith and Amaryllis Jokes 
as they paced up and down the garden on the eve of the annual 
examination. Their engagement had been a long one, for twice had 
Amartlli8 entered for the Tripos, and twioe had been hopelessly 
ploushed. Should she fail onoe more on the morrow 

44 Nay, my Amaryllis," cried the faithful Strephon, " look not 
eo downcast. Failure P it is impossible 1 Have not I coached you 
carefully in all the subjects ? Come, repeat once more, to give you 
confidence, ihe formulae of poultry-rearing." 

Amaryllis imiled sadly. " It is unnecessary," she replied ; " I 
remember them well. And yet my mind misgives me. Should that 
hateful Meliboeus Browh foil us onoe sgain " 

•• Speak not his name I " exclaimed Strbphoh, grinding his teeth. 
44 True that he has vowed that we shall never marry ; true that at 
your first attempt, under the mask of friendship, he inscribed all the 
wrong dates upon your dainty cuff, while on the next ocoasion he 
bribed the candidates sitting next to you to jog your elbow and to 



upset the ink over your m 
powerless. With the know] 



but on this oooasion he will be 
which, thanks to my assiduous 



caching, you now possess, you are certain to 
ay Amaryllis, and we shall be wedded.' 9 



A month hence, 



Amaryllis flung herself into his arms. u If only I am not ploughed! 
But, darling Stbbphon, I have a request to make of you. I implore 
you to sit in the gallery to-morrow throughout the examination, and 
so, looking up to your face, I shall gain fresh courage." 

"Sweet. I will do so," cried Strbphoh. "And— you know the 
deaf-and-dumb alphabet, I think P If so, and an answer has supped 
your memory , perhaps " 

"Nay," seidAMABYLLis, firmly. "Tis unnecessary. And we 
must run no risks." 

Chatter IX 

Thb great examination had begun. Banged at the long rows of 
tables sat the fairest of England's maidenhood; some conning the 
paper with painful perplexity, while others scribbled down the 
answers with feverish haste, or gazed imploringly up to the gallery 
whence their anxious lovers regarded them. Amongat these wu 
plainly visible the heroic form of Strrphon Smith. 

Seated on a dais at the end of the room was Professor Plumboh, 
the chief examiner, the same who had ploughed no fewer than 5428 
candidates at the last examination. Perhaps it was the effect of 
the constant terror of assassination in which he lived, but on this 
particular morning the Professor seemed ill-at-ease. Ever and anon 
he pressed his hand firmly on his head, as if he wished to retain a wu 
in its place ; now and then he fumbled mysteriously with his beard. 
Could it be a false one P 

fiat Amaryllis had no leisure to observe such trifles. With un- 
faltering pen she dashed off the answers to all the questions without 
a moment's hesitation, and she had finished a good half-hour before 
the appointed time. With all her wondrous grace of movement she 



tripped lightly up the room, and handed over her papers to the 
Professor. Surely there was an iU-disguised twinkle of elation in 
bis eyes as he took them. And then, when Amaryli is had left, with 
her papers in his hand, he edged nearer and nearer to the fire-plsse. 
As if by accident, he prepared to drop them into the flames. 

Little had he reeked that the eagle eye of Stephoh Smith wis 
upon him. With a single bound that intrepid hero leaped from the 
gallery to the floor, rushed upon the Professor, with one resolute 
sweep of his hand knocked off his wig. spectacles and false beard, 
and disclosed the pale and trembling features of bis hated rival, 
Mbubobtjs Browh 1 

Chapter IIL 

And so the plot was discovered just in time. The nefsrioui 
Browh had kidnapped the Professor on his way to the halL hsd 
stolen his robes, and disguised himself so as to play the part of the 
examiner himself. Another minute, and his wicked plan would have 
succeeded, Amaryllis's papers would have been burnt, and she end 
Strephon would have been separated for ever. Thanks to the 
letter's courageous action, the impostor had been detected, and wis 
subsequently sentenced to several years 9 imprisonment. 

When the real Professor had been liberated and came to look over 
Amaryllis's work, a slight difficulty arose. The law insisted that 
one who had answered with such perfect correctness must msrry s 
peer, while Strephon was but a humble commoner. However, a 
grateful nation rescued him from this dilemma by awarding him a 
dukedom. . 

A TRIO. 
Air— " Three Blind Mice" 

Three new peers I 

Good ev'ry one ! 
A. BoRTHWicx, Pluneet, H. de Wums, 
Are all oonservsitVtljr chums, 
We hail with cheers in our ool-Aim* 

The Three New Peers! 



Query from a Correspondent. — Please, Sir, can you tell sw 
where 1 can obtain a work entitled "Balmy on the Crumpet " t J 
have heard it frequently mentioned, but up to now have searched 
the lists at the British Museum and (with the exception of the works 
of one " Balmez, a Theologian") all in vain. I presume the work 
in question is a treatise on some department of the baking industry. 
Is there also another work entitled Balmy on the Muffin f In fact, 
I thould v<nry much like to collect all the treatises oft this author or 
bakery.— Tours, Old Rowley. 

"Over!"— At last "Grace before wioket" has received his 
five thousand pounds' worth of shilling testimonials, and has re- 
turned thanks to the indefatigable Sir Edward Lawboh, who 
initiated and carried out the idea in the Daily Telegraph. Tour 
health, Dr. Grace, and song, whioh of course would be " Sing the 
Green Willow .' " And his motto, " There 9 $ nothing like leather ! n 
Will the celebrated batsman give a ball to celebrate the occasion f 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

A stbangb report reaches me, a rumour which (if such a course 
may be predicated of a mere report) opens up illimitable vistas. 
The dramatio critics, it would appear, have been for some time past 
in a state of dissatisfaction. A newspaper proprietor has been turned 
into a peer ; editors in profusion have journeyed down to Windsor as 
very plain misters, andL having been tapped upon the shoulder with 
cold steel, have returned to the Dosoms of their families as knights ; a 
novelist, a mere teller of stories, has undergone the same prooess, not, 
it is well understood, for his own glory, but for the greater honour 
of Literature (capital L please) ; and, worst of all, an actor has sur- 
vived the blood-curdling oeremony of the accolade, and has received 
the congratulations and gifts of other members of his profession. 

QUjB cum %ta tint, the dramatio critics have been very naturally 
asking one another why they alone should toil and moil (the " mid- 
night oil" irresistibly suggests itself as a pleasing and perfectly 
appropriate rhyme) without any recognition beyond the vulgar one 
of a money-payment, sufficient, no doubt, to keep them in 'bread and 
beer, ties, clothes, oollars, and cuffs, but utterly inadequate when 
considered as a reward for the servioes they perform on behalf of Art 
and the Drama. One thine led to another (it generally does) ; there 
were conversations, interchanges of ideas, meetings, and so forth ; 
and eventually matters came to a head in the formation of a society, 
the members of which pledged themselves to promote bv all legiti- 
mate means the claims of dramatio critics to knight hoods, baronetcies, 
privy-oounoillorships, peerages, and other rewards. 

The final meeting, at which the rules were discussed and passed, 
and the officials appointed, began harmoniously enough. Mr. 
Clement 8oott, proposed by Mr. Abchbb, and seconded by Mr. A. 
B. Walklby, was unanimously voted to the Chair. His opening 
speech was marked by great fervour. For years, he said, dramatio 
oritios had been engaged in the thankless task of educating the 
public taste, and of instructing dramatio authors in the true prin- 
ciples of the construction of stage-plays. At last, thank heaven, 
they were beginning to be appreciated at their proper value. Their 
names were becoming household words. The average reader, when 
he opened his Workt } turned first to the article signed " W. A." 
The same, or a similar person, rushed breathlessly through The 
Speaker until he was arrested by the majrio initials "A. B. W." 
At this point Mr. Abchkb intervened with the remark that for 
himself, he might say there was only one article, the dramatio. 
in the DaUy Telegraph that absolutely fascinated him; and 
Mr. Walklby, rising immediately afterwards, observed that, having 
studied the essays of M. LnuiTRK, he had no hesitation in saying 
that the pungent critiques of the Telegraph were equalled, he would 
not say surpassed, by the masterly aper$us of stage-craft to be found 
in Truth and the IUuetraied London N*%oe. Mr. Clement 8cott 
was visibly affected, and having; with difficulty mastered his emo- 
tion, proceeded to shake both his colleagues by the hand, and in a 
voice broken with sobs thanked them for their tributes. He himself, 
he added, had endeavoured to make the stalls and the dress cirole fit 
places for the flower of English maidenhood, for those beautiful, 
blushing British girls who were at once the joy of their families and 
the pride of our race. He then called upon all the members present 
to state what titles they preferred, intimating that, by the express 
desire of the committee, he himself was willing to become a Duke. 

Ms. Abchsb and Mr. Walblet having declared their preference 
for Marauisates, Mr. Mot Thomas said that an Earldom would 
satisfy his modest needs. Mr. Bebdall thought Viscount sounded 
attractive, and chose that title; while Mr. A. E. T. Watson inti- 
mated that all he wanted was to be a Baron— Baron Badmibtov op 
Bbatjfobt. Mr. Bbbvabd Shaw stood by his life-long principles, 
and deolined everything except a Privy-Oounoillorship. Various 
other gentlemen having spoken, and a complete list of titles having 
been arranged, the meeting was about to adjourn, when Mr. Clembht 
Soon rose again to make a few parting observations. 

"Mr Lords," he began amidst deafening applause, "it only 
remains for me to state briefly the principles by which we shall 
be guided. We shall not truckle to the nauseating rubbish 
purveyed bv any Norwegian charlatan.' 1 What else he would have 
said must for ever remain a matter of guess-work, for at this point 
he was immediately set upon by Lord Abchsb. and torn forcibly 
from his chair. Baron Badminton, however, gallantly came to His 
Grace's assistance, and a scene of indescribable confusion ensued. 
Strawberry leaves were torn to tatters, and several handsome property 
coronets were ruthlessly trampkd under foot. Order was, however, 
at last restored by the arrival of Sir Hbhbt Ibvoto with a strong 
force of dramatic authors armed with problem-plays. In the conflict 
that followed many heads were broken, but eventually the hall was 
cleared. It is understood that, notwithstanding this deplorable 
incident, the agitation is to be vigorously pursued. I shall publish 
any further information that may reach me. 



SIB B. CLARKE AHD THE BAR-AN EXPLANATION. 

Sib,— The paper you edit with so much advantage to the public 
is the recognised organ of the legal profession. This being so, I 
appeal to you on behalf of the Bar. Sir, it will not have escaped 
your attention that on a recent oooasion Sir Edward Clabke, in 
returning thanks for his colleagues of the Law List, referred to the 
custom observed by some counsel of accepting briefs indiscriminately. 
The ex-Solidtor-Craneral (shortly, I trust, to become " Mr. Attorney ") 
related an anecdote omoerning the last [of the Barons— Mr. Baron 

HUDDLE STONE 

—to the follow- 
ing effect. Ton 
will remember 
that Sir Ed- 
wabd, when 
only a stuff- 
gownsman, was 
?l with" the 
eminent Ben- 
cher of Gray 1 * 
Inn in a case. 
"I trust, Mr. 
Glikkk." said 
the coming Ba- 
ron's assistant 
to the then pro- 
mising Junior, 
"that you will 
be able to at- 
tend to it if 
Mr. Huddle- 
8T0NB fails to 
put in an ap- 
pearanoe." "I 
suppose." re- 
plied the future 
Sir Edwabd, 
"that Mr. 

HUDDLESTOBE 

is not coming." 
11 Well, he may 
be away," was 
the reply, " be- 
cause to-day he 
has briefs in 
thirteen other 
actions." Then 
Sir Edwabd 
wittily ex- 
plained that 
the fault lay 
with the public 
Suitors could 

select their own advocates, and there were plenty of men practising 
at the Bar who would gladly accept a brief, for a very moderate fee, 
should the servioes of a better-known oolleague be retained in some 
other matter. Mr. ex-Solicitor is perfectly right There are suoh 
men. For instance, I myself, should Sir Edwabd wish it, would 
willingly assist him. If he has an overflow of pink-tape tied parcels, 
let him send them to me, and I will give them my best attention. 
I shall be delighted to pick up, so to speak, the documentary crumbs 
that fall from his brief- encumbered table. But that is a matter 
which chiefly concerns Sir Edwabd and myself. It is not entirely 
with a view to making the above suggestion that I address you. No, 
Sir, I have other than personal interests at heart. 

lam convinced that, although every oounsel has the right to be 
" retained " in every case, but a comparative few exercise the 
privilege. I have known the late Serjeant Pabbt (with whom I 
have had the honour to act^while taking a note in the temporary 
absence of a learned friend— on more than one oooasion) return his 
brief, with its aooompanying honorarium, when unable to attend to 
the former, and thus earn the latter. Speaking for myself, I made 
it a rule, shortly after I was called, never to " devil " in two places 
atonoe. But to come to the point. As a matter of fact— and a grain 
of true testimony is better than a ton of theory— I can deliberately 
declare that, during a long forensic experience, extending over 
several decades, I have never had two cases on the same day. And 
what has been my experience no doubt has been the experience of 
many others. I would not for worlds have it thought that 1 neglect my 
duty because I have a plethora of professional work. And here I must 
stop, as I have to give my most careful attention to a consent brief, 
which appears to me to bristle with technical difficulties. However, 
as I am desired to acquiesce, I shall no doubt carry out my client's 
instructions with the customary formalities. 

Pump-handle Court, Oct. 21. {Signed) A. Bbxbfless, Jot. 
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HOW KIPPEB SLEW THE HEW 70EEST HORNET. 
Chapter I.— The Recluse. 

Once uron a time there was a little goblin called Kipper, who 
lived the life of a hermit in a hollow oak-tree in the New Forest. 
He never made merry with the elves, and had a positive dislike to 
fairies : snd, if any of them presumed to address mm, he would onrl 
himself into a ball like a hedtehog, and refuse to straighten himself 
until he was left alone again. Various rumours were current in 
Fairyland as to the reason of Kipper's moroseness. Some said that 
he had been robbed by an unscrupulous brother of a valuable jrm 
mine, situated under Hergistbury 
Head * others, that he had been 
crossed in love; while there was 
a third party in Fairydom which 
stoutly maintained that he had 
been expelled from Goblinland on 
account of his desire to upset the 
king and queen, and establish a 
republic. Be that as it may, 
Kippeb was no favourite in the 
country of his exile. Not that he 
need have been unsociable, for, 
when he first arrived, the greatest 
attention was paid to him by his 
neighbours. The most important 
personages in Fairydom called upon 
him, he received invitations to the 
Court balls, and he was bidden to 
several jolly baohelor parties given 
by the elves on the sward which 
surrounds Rufus's Stone. 

Bat Kippeb made no response to 
these advanoes. He showed that 
he meant to be unsociable, and, 
little by little, the notabilities axd 
landed gentry ceased to take any 
notice of him. Occasionally some 
of the sportsmen of the Court, when 
out hunting the slow- worms and the 
bumble-bees, would come across 
Kippeb, mounted on a huge and 
vicious -looking stagbeetle, whioh 
he managed with considerable address, but he never deigned to 
respond to their salutations, but passed on his way with a malevo- 
lent grin. Even the forest pigs ana ponies took a dread of him at last, 
and would scamper away through the bracken direotly they saw him 
approach. As to the deer, the pheasants, the rabbits, and the hares, 
they would just as soon have faced a poacher. It will be seen, 
therefore, that Kippeb was not the sort of person to whom an elf or 
a fairy would appeal in case of distress. If he had a heart at all, it 
was like that of an artichoke, all choke— and very little arti. As far 
as human beings went, Kippeb had a lofty disdain for them and 
their ways. (He smiled contemptuously when the stagbeetle told 
him how the elves hsd stolen this cottager's milk, or robbed that 
verderer's garden of its gooseberries. And his sarcasm was equally 




pronounced when he heard how a fairy orchestra had serenaded the 
parson's pretty daughter on Midsummer Eve, or that some good- 
natured fays had collected the swarming bees of a hard-working 
farmer, ana driven them home against the wishes of their queen. 
Kippeb looked upon men, women, and children as wretched beings, 
who worried themselves without any neoeeiity— poor creatures, whose 
only object in life appeared to be to endeavour to make one another 
miserable, and discontented with their very existence. Therefore he 
regarded them no more than he would newts and lizards. Indeed, 
he often told the stagbeetle that he had far more respect for a newt, 
because he could develop an orange waistcoat, whereas a man could 
not keep his ohest warm without robbing another animal of its skin 

or wool. As to the lizards, they 
only came ont when they could 
besc in the sun ; whereas a man 
had to jriok up and kindle sticks to 
keep his ugly body warm, and cook 
his poisonous food. 

Now if Kippeb could be said to 
enjoy anything, it was the leaping 
of big obstacles when mounted 
on the stagbeetle. He thought 
nothing of taking a clump of dock 



leaves, or of flying or sailing over a 

I prickly l 
cannot be said that the stagbeetle 



thick bush of prickly gorze. It 



" He thought nothing of taking a dump of dock leaves." 



enjoyed the jumping as much as 
his master did; but inasmuch as 
the gnome had broken him in at 
an early age, and never rode with- 
out a pair of stout hawthorn pricks 
on his heels and a bramble switch 
in his hand, the coal-black steed 
had to make the best of a bad 
job. One fine day, however, when 
Kippeb had partaken somewhat 
too freely of some fine wild honey, 
which he had found in an old oak, 
an accident occurred to the reckless, 
rash rider. On his way home lie 
had to pass by Stoney Cross, and 
it so happened that the road was 
being mended, and a huge heap 
of granite lay by the wayside. 
Nothing would satisfy Kippeb but that he must leap this mound, 
and so he told the stagbeetle to put forth all his strength. The poor 
creature besought his master not to risk both their lives, but Kippeb 
was as hard as a pond after a six weeks frost. Gathering his rush- 
reins in his hands, and ramming the hawthorn prieks into the sides of 
the stagbeetle, he oried, "Hi! over," and went for the granite. 
The stagbeetle did his best, but just before he made his effort he 
faltered in his stride. The next moment he was kicking out with his 
hind legs, and his horns were sticking between two great stones on 
the top oi the hard hillock ; while a yard on the other side, among 
the moss and wild thyme, there was lying quite still the body of the 
luckless Kippeb. 

(T* be continued.) 



THE ONE THING WANTING. 

A teab ago my hand I tried, 

I wrote for you a verse or so. 

To sing your praises far and wide 

A year ago. 

And, though your nature scarce oould grow 
More sweet, in you I then espied 

An incompleteness. I was slow 
To comprehend the thing denied 

To make you perfect Now I know— 
A bicycle you did not ride 
A year ago I 



Oub Booking-Office.— " Boconnoc." 
What a name I It is a u Romanoe of Wild 
Oatcake." It might almost be of Mild Oat- 
cake, It is the story of an unprincipled boy, 
a flighty young married woman, and a sottish 
husband. The first third of the book is some- 
what interesting, and pleasantly written. The 
second third is dull ; and the last revives the 
reader's interest just a bit. But, on the 
whole, to quote Sir Charles Coldstream, in 
Used Up, "There's nothing in it' 1 it is 
disappointing to those who expect much more 
than this from the author.— B. de B.-W. 



The school-boy of to-day— what, after all, 
is Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba?— is no 
longer to waste his time in poring over the 
musty classics 1 "He is to take an intel- 
ligent interest in other subjects than the dead 
languages," says Truth* which proceeds to 
give " as well worthy of being held up as a 
model for imitation elsewhere," the contents 
of an up-to-date examination paper, upon 
current events, recently set at Rugby school. 
This modern move i«, doubtless, an excellent 
thing, but one which may be carried too far ; 
and it would, we venture to think, be a pity 
if eohools were to be. in the words of Met- 
cuHo t "too much afflicted with these new 
tuners of accents, who stand so much on the 
new form that they cannot ait at ease on the 
old bench." What if Pinbbo and Zahgwill 
were substituted for Plato and Xexophon ? 



Triples light as " Etbe."— The trustees 
of a St John's Wood property may certainly 
be said to be " after the brass." If, how- 
ever, their learned counsel is successful in 
obtaining the colossal amount claimed, he 
might then say, with Horace, " Exegi 
monumentum Eyre* perennius." 



" Ubpleasant Little Inctdebt."— So the 
P. M. G. styled it As the German Emperor 
and Empress were passing through Mets, 
somebody, from a cafe window, shouted. 
" Vive la France / " Several arrests were of 
course made, but apparently nothing more 
was heard of the Vox et pralerea nil. This 
recalls a similar inoident that occurred during 
the trial of BardeU v. Pickwick. "Put it 
down a * we,' my Lord I " a voice in the gallery 
exclaimed, aloud. Search was made. Nobody. 
" If you oould have pointed him out" said 
little Mr. Justice Stareleigh to Sam WeUer. 
"I would have committed him instantly." 
Whereat "Sam bowed his acknowledgments," 
and the inci dent ended. 

" Falls of Foiebs." — A correspondent 
writes:— "I have seen a good many letters 
in the Times, headed "The Falls of the 
Foyers." Here and abroad I have seen 
many Foyers, and only fell down once. This 
was at the Theatre Francaia, where the Foyer 
is kept highly polished, or used to be so. If 
the Foyers are carpeted or matted, there need 
be no Falls." Yours, ^ mnM » fl™» 



Common Sense. 



" Wimtmr Comes " as a companion picture 
to " Autumn Leaves." 



Novmbbb 2, 1895.] 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



205 




'WEATHER PERMITTING,"- MR. PUNCH DRIVES TO THE FIRST MEET. 



TOOLKIAKA ; OB, THE MOOR 

t hr Mxbbub,— At the Lyceum 
Theatre, Edinburgh, in answer 
to oalli for a speech, at the 
termination of his visit with 
Thoroughbred, Mr. J. L. 
Tools presented himself to 
the andienoe "habited in his 
sables" as the nigger min- 
strel. Mr. Punch $ Oirn 
Popular Comedian was in ex- 
cellent health and in his best, 
i.e., his own, '•form." He 
explained that, despite ap- 
pearanoes which might lead 
to suoh a conclusion, he was 
not about to Join the Christy 
Minstrels. However, it was 
probable, but not yet defi- 
nitely settled, that in the 
next revival of the Shaks- 
pearian tragedy at the 
London Lyceum, he might 
impersonate Othello to the 
Iago of his friend Sir 
Henry Irving. We hope so. 
What crowded houses I 
Booking-office should open 
at once. 



THE MINISTER OF FINE AETS. 

(From a Newspaper of the Future.) 

Many years ago, in 1895, our esteemed contemporary, the Daily 
Graphic, suggested the appointment of a Minister of Fine Arts. 
This seemingly admirable scheme was soon after carried out. The 
first Minister was a cautious man. His one great improvement, 
whioh met with universal approval, was to remove all the statues 
and fountains from every part of London, and to place them in a row 
on Komney Marsh, from Dunreness to Hythe, where they would 
undoubtedly scare away any Frenoh army endeavouring to land. 
The second Minister tried to introduce the so-called " Queen Anne" 
or Dutoh architecture, and prepared a scheme for altering the whole 
of London. As a beginning, the north side of Oiford Street, from 
Holborn to the Marble Arch, was completely transformed. Along 
the whole distance stretched a fantaatio row of red-briok buildings, 
the surf ace of whioh was diversified at every possible point by useless 
little windows, and little arches, and little projections, and little 
recesses, and little balustrades. These had ruen to the level of the 
second floors, when a change of Government brought in a Minister 
who believed only in English arohiteoture of the fifteenth century. 
Under his directions the new buildings were therefore oontinued in 
stone, in imitation of th« Houses of Parliament, but the work was 
stopped by his death. His successor, though of oourse one of the 
Gothio party, preferred the Gothio arohiteoture of Italy, and the 
upper parts of the houses were therefore finished in that style. 
Ajb at that time the reduction of the Budget was urgently needed, 
it was deoided to use painted stucco instead of real marble, as in 
Italy. 

When the next Government came into office all the houses on the 
South side of Oxford Street were pulled down, and everyone said 
that at last we should have an imposing row of buildings. Un- 
fortunately a difficulty arose. The new Minister of Fine Arts was 
only interested in gardening, and hardly knew one style of archi- 
tecture from another. He oould not therefore decide the great 
question whether the new houses should correspond with the opposite 
ones, and, if so. whether they should be " Queen Anne," or Italian 
Gothic, or English Perpendioular in style. The controversy raged 
for months. Every person interested said, or wrote, what he 
thought, or knew, or did not think, or did not know, about architec- 
ture, and taste, and art in general. The Academy of Arts, the 
Society of Antiquaries, and the Institute of Architects, hitherto 
sedate bodies, became so excited that free fights ooourred almost daily 
in the neighbourhood of Burlington House, and on the waste land in 
Oxford Street In every newspaper "The Improvement of Oxford 
Street " was discussed vigorously. Suddenly the ourrent of public 
opinion was turned in another direotion by a lamentable event. The 
Minister of Fine Arts, returning from his weekly inspection of the 
maiden-hair ferns on Wormwood Scrubs, was killed in a cab accident 
in Vigo Street, a miserably narrow turning, whioh had escaped the 
notice of everyone but the cabmen, who always prefer the narrowest 
streets. 

At once there arose a universal cry that safety and space were more 
important than style. The new Minister was beginning to widen 
some of the narrow thoroughfares, when his party went out of offioe. 



The work has not been oontinued by the present Minister, who s 
considering a scheme for the improvement of London by the erection 
of fountains and statues. Meanwhile the Oxford Street site is still 
vacant, and no improvements are attempted elsewhere. Half of 
Vigo Street has been made the same width as Burlington Gardens ; 
the other half remains, as before, about fifteen feet across from 
house to house. 

Our esteemed contemporary, the Daily Graphic, always alive to 
the artistio needs of the age, remarks that it is impossible to regulate 
art by Acts of Parliament, or to improve London by party govern- 
ment, and therefore suggests that the Ministry of Fine Arts should 
be abolished. 

SCRAPS FBOM CHAPS. 

Board and Residence.— Here is a gem from the Bandon Quarter 
Sessions. Their Medical Officer of Health, Dr. Magneb, was suing 
the Guardians of the donakilty Union for failing to erect a fence 
round the Dispensary residence :— 

Counsel argued that the true cause of all this was that Dr. Maokbb 
happened to be a gentleman of independent mind, who had not, like others 
in the same position, the savoir faire to cuddle guardians. 

Bin Honour. Do you mean to say that any unfortunate medical officer has 
to cuddle boards of guardians ? A Very unpleasant duty ot rtainly. 

Mr. FoweU. Well, they had to attend the meetings, and, perhaps, stand 
drinks, and things of that kind. (Laughter.) 

Who would not be suoh a Medical Offioer. 

Practised in keeping his Board well in hand P 
D'you think that he offers them cocoa or coffee. Sir P 

No ; but it's whisky he's called on to " stand." 

Paupers fall ill, and his task is to cure 'em ; 

In fights with infection he comes up to time ; 
'Gainst bad sanitation he 's paid to secure 'em ; 

His drains may be poor, but his " drinks " must be prime. 

Is any Guardian cantankerous P He " cuddles " him 

(So did a Counsel obscurely declare) ; 
And should this fail, then his " Irish hot " fuddles him ; 

For what is a doctor without " savoir faire " f 



Tbe Water-Bandits again!— Not content with spoiling the 
Falls of Foyers, the Aluminium Company now threatens an attack 
on the Falls of Clyde. Oh, what a Fall is there, my countrymen ! 
exclaims the patriotic Scot. The Co. that dares to lay its hands on 
Clyde, save in the way of Undness, is a willun, and should be wound 
up instanter. Says the North JBrttish Daily Mail— 

The times are distinctly utilitarian and prosaic, and yet we hare not all 
progressed up, or down, to the lerel of tbe man who sees nothing in a grand 
cataract beyond so much horse-power running to waste. 

Neatly put, and even from a utilitarian standpoint it may be well 
to remember that as much mon»y may be brought into Scotland by a 
thousand tourists wanting to view the Falls, as by a single company 
wanting to ruin them. Digiti zed by VjQOff l€ 
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A THIN DISGUISE. 

The Suuian Bear (*» OMnete coetume, only more Wet hinueff than ever, elily chuckles at hi crosses Manchuria). " Aha I text wox*t 

KNOW MX HOW I" 



(Am Special Communication to " Timet, October 26.) 
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THE ENGLISH WIFE. 

[Max 0'£rl£ says that the English wife site 
opposite to her husband at the fireside in the 
erening with her curl-papers in her hair.] 

Ant— •" She wore a Wreath of Bases" 

She wore a wreath of roses, 

The night when first we met ; 
Her hair, with careful oiling, 

Looked shiny, black, and wet. 
Her footsteps had the lightness 

Of— say a mastodon ; 
And oh! she look exceeding smart, 

Though high of hue— and bone* 
I saw her but a moment, 

Yet methinks I see her now 
With the slimness, style snd lightness 

Of— say a Low Dutch Yrow! _- 

A wreath of orange blossoms 

When next we met she wore, 
The spread of form and features 

Was much greater than before. 
And standing by her side was one 

Who strove, and strove in vain, 
To make believe that such a wife 

Was a domestic gain. 
I saw her but a moment, 

Yet methinks I see her now, 
With her bis; front teeth projecting, 

A queer blend of horse ana cow. 
And once again I see that brow- 
No bridal wreath is there— 
A ring of curl-papers oonoeals 

What's left of her scant hair. 
She aits on one side of the hearth, 

Her spouse, poor man, sits near. 
And wonders how that scarecrow thing 

Gould once to him be dear! 

I wondered, and departed, 
Yet methinks I see her now. 

That type of British wife-hood. 
With the corkscrews round her brow I 



LETTEBS FBOM A FIANCEE. 

Mr dear Marjorte,— Since I wrote to 
you last, Arthur has developed unmistak- 
able signs of acute jealousy. Bluebeard 
was mild in comparison with him ; Othello 
childishly unsuspicious. At first, I liked it, 
and was flattered ; bnt it is now beginning to 
be a little wearing. Also, I find that it has 
the effect of making me ridioulously and 
unjustifiably vain; catching, as it were, from 
Arthur, the idea that everyone I meet must 
necessarily admire me, and would like to take 
his place. A quite absurd instance of this has 
just nappened, of whioh I am rather ashamed. 
My oousin Freddy, who is staying with us 
in the country, has a musical friend, called 
Percival, for whose talents and aoooinpliih- 
ments Freddy has the greatest possible ad- 
miration. Having got permission to bring 
him down, Freddy instantly dragged him to 
the piano and insisted on his playing and 
singing a sons; which went like this : — 
" The people call me Daisy, 
Little Daisy, with the dimple, 
And all the boys are fond of me 
Because I am so simple," &c 
We were ail oharmed, except Arthur, and 
except Prrcival himself. Tercival com- 
poses songs, called " Dreaming Eyes? 9 "Far 
from Thee," " Ever " ,- besides, he can play 
Wagner, and Mascaoni, and Tosn, and all 
kinds of real classical musio, and didn't quite 
like to be treated as if he were a mere music- 
hall singer. He is a gentle, amiable creature, 
without any pose, and with (as I know now) 
not the very smallest intention or desire to 
steal the heart of one who belonged to another. 
It would be difficult to find anyone less likely 
than Prrciyal to break up— let us say, for 




THE GREAT PRIZE FIGHT. 

Johnnie (who finds that his Box, £20, ha$ been appropriated by "the Fancy"). "Ivm TOUR 

PARDON, RUT THIS IS M T BOX 1 " 

Bill Bashford. " Oh, is it I Well, why don't tqu tier rrf" 



instance, a happy English home. Arthur 
thought otherwise; to Arthur, Prrciyal 
seemed a Don Juan, a gay Lothario, a very 
Lovelace, the most dangerous of young trou- 
badours. And he glared— really, glared is 
the only word— so much while 1 talked to 
poor young Prrciyal that I, also, sotually 
began to think there must be something in 
it ; and, from mischief, I talked to him the 
more. After dinner, we danced. To tease 
Arthur, who was snubbins; everyone and 
looking sulky, I couldn't resist sitting in the 
conservatory a little while with Freddy's 
friend. True, my conversation with this 
reckless Bizzto might have been, word for 
word, carried on between two provincial old 
ladies : and yet, the knowledge that Arthur 
wouldn't have believed it. gave a sort of 
imaginary romantio wickedness to the whole 
thing. He asked me if I had read Trilby, 
and said he had, curiously enough, never 
seen the Shop Girl. We agreed, that though 
wc didn't muoh like the winter, still it was 
oertainlv a nice change after the summer. 
We had reached this point, when Arthur 
came into the conservatory; I rose, so did 
Prrciyal, and at the same time he handed 



me a little piece of paper on which he had, 
while he talked, been writing someth ing in 
pencil. . . . I walked away with Arthur, 
mechanically squeezing the little bit of paper 
in my hand. 

"What," he said, furiously, "was that 
letter that young; fool rave you r " 

Be owning frightened, I denied that he had 
given me a letter, slipped it into my mouth, 
and slowly ate it . . . We had a scene. I 
cried ; we made it up, and he gave me a new 
brooch afterwards. 

The next day I seized an opportunity to 
tell Prrciyal that he mustn't do such things, 
as it made Arthur verjr angry, and also to 
ask what was on the piece of paper. He 
looked at me. "Why, Miss Gladys" he 
said, "didn't you show it to your future 
husband?" 

" What was it P " I asked, timidly. 

" It was my publisher's address. You said 
you would like to have some of my songs, 

and " Thank heaven, he has gone away 

now, and as Freddy is always cycling, there 
is peace again. 

But advise me what to do about Arthur. 
Your affectionate friend, Gladys. 
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CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By "Hansom Jack.") 

No. X.-OOMICALITY IN CABLAND— " CARROTTY CHOLLOP" 
-A TALE OF A "TENNER." 

London is not only gloomy and ghostish, at least Cabby's London is 

not, by a dollop, 
But chock-full of fun. Wot is fun ytu may ask. Well, I 'd like 

to refer you to " Cabrotty Chollop " I 
Spot arf-a-dozen of street-boys or gutter-snipes doin' a skylark or 
slum double-shuffle. 
And you '11 find one of 'em a native born 
coniique who '11 make you crack Gide* 
with a kick or a muffle. 

Same with a cab-rank! There's mostly 
one eove with a mug like a clown's, 
needing no chalk or scarlet ; 

"Cabbottt Chollop*' 's a natural grin- 
maker ; don't teem to try, the mis- 
chetvious young varlet. 

Trying 's no good, for you oan't learn the 
oomio ; it comes, like a knowledge of 
'osees, spontanyus. 

And if without props, with the flan for a 
, you can make people laugh— 
that 's wot I call janyus. 

Roberts and Penley theirselves can't do 
mare. Tell you ** Carrotti Chollop " 
can M gag." and no error. 
To bumptious 'bus drivers and 'igh-'anded 
bobbies and f assy old toffs 'e 's a fair 'oly terror. 
Never sags nothink offensive— not Chollop I— f e 's far too hartiatie, 

'is voice soft as gruel ; 
Bat still 'e can make puffy Crushers go purple with just one tongue- 
snack as goes 'ome and stings cruel 

Can't toore off Chollop. "'E leaves nothink on," says our 

ohampion cue-'andler, " Johnny the Jigger. ' 
'E can make fun out of anythink, Chollop can, jam-full of jokes, 

if 'e just pulls the trigger. 
Bang goes 'is charge, sweeping like a machine- gun ; old " Caebotty " 

ramming 'ia 'ands in *is pockets, 
And cooking 'is queer ginger-scrub of a ohin, while the wheezes fly 

round 'im like crackers and rcokets. 

Fussy youog ooppers fight shy of 'im mostly, for '« knows the ropes, 

and 'e oan't be caught napping. 
No * two-and-six-and-two" (hae and costs) knook 'am at Marlboro' 

Street, 'long o' loitering or lapping. 
Sharp as a weasel, and slippy as jelly, 'e 's got such a manner of 

landing 'is wheezes 
As makes the most wooden-ohumped constable snigger behind 'is 

own cuff; then it 'a go as *e pleases I 

Actor t 'E 's good as a pantermine, Chollop is. 'E can play simple 

and soft as a babby ; 
Make you emagine 'e 's some gawping ohawbaoon 'stead of a hartf ol 

and up-to-date Cabby. 
Struck a bright once. At the risk of 'is life stopped a runaway 

carriage. Old gent, name o' Jennie, 
Told 'im to call at 'i * 'ouse the next day ; and, when Chollop turned 

up, old gent tipped 9 im a tenner ! 

y E set some store on 'is life, that old oodger did. Many a swell, 

whose sole motter seems •'collar," 
A'ter a sharp risky service like that, would 'a' thought a mere 

Cabby well paid with a dollar. 
Many a oharge against Cabbies is cackled, and many a bit o' sharp 

practice recorded, 
But 'onesty don't oome as sweet as it should when you know wot 

some mean by the words "well rewarded." 

Wealth 'as rum notions of wo^es— sometimes. I once 'ad a case as 

tots up in this manner :— 
To saving a bosky old toff from two footpads, and drivin' 'im 'ome 

(two miles) two-and-a-tanner I 
Watch they were grabbing was worth fifty quid, and As— I persoom 

— was worth somethink, to someone, 
Though 1 wouldn't buy such at tuppence a stun. In the matter o' 

meanness this world is a rum one. 

Chollop was luckier. " Jack," 'e says, rubbing 'is rhububy chin, 

like a old nutmeg-grater ; 
•• Jack, I was fair diseumfuddled that ; ourney. ' Ardly knew wich 

was my bloomin' k equator, 



And wiah my North Pole. Left my 'at on the 'arthrng, and tried 

to shake 'ands with the mortar-haired flunkey ! 
Soott I if you 'd seen 'im dror back with a shudder I 'Twould fetch 

a fair grin from a blessed brass monkey. 

" A tenner ! The fust my ten fingers 'ad 'andled. As crisp and as 

clean as my Sunday-best dickey. 
Wanted to change it right off ; 'fraid o' losing, or lighting my pipe 

with it. Paper 's so trioky ; 
Popped in a shop for a ounce o' best shag and a sixpenny briar. 

Bat when the old codger 
Clapped heyes on the flimsy in my buneh o' fives, wy 'e set me down, 

strite, lor a fair Hartf ol Dodger. 

411 Where did you get thief 9 'e croaked, down 'is threat, like a 

pompous old Beak bullyragging a Cabby ; 
'Lawks, 'ere'a a lark on I 1 I s'z to myself. * Hay ? Git it ? ' I 

drawls, making heyes like a babby. 

• Found it, perhaps P' sneers the Josser. *Ah! pVaps so,' sez I, 

4 or maybe, dbntcherknow, it was guv me.' 
Lor, 'ow 'e bossed at me over 'is barnacles. Tenners, 'e thought, 
looked a long out above me. 

" * If you oarn't give more straightforrard account of 'ow this ten- 
pun note came into your possession, 

Wy, I shall detain it, and send for a constable,' snorts 'e, a-thinkin' 
'e 'd made a himpression. 

* Well,' sez I, 'umble, * a gentleman guv it me, if you must know.' 

Then 'e wagged 'is old pow-wow 
And sez, * I must 'ave that gent's name and address, and see into the 
thing, as I think sounds all bow-wow.' 

" * Well, shall I take you to see 'im,' I asks, mild and mealy tad 

timersome-like. Soifna' ortjr 
*E pops on a topper, and jumps in my cab. Then I druv 'im, — no, 

not to a 'undrea and forty 
In Topsawyer Square, but to Scotland Yard, strite ! Then I alters 

my part, playing up hini tired virtue. 
' Now charge me! 9 I sez. r E went saueloh like this hegg. * Look 
ere, Cabby,' 'e starts, * I 've no wish for to 'art you * 

" Larf P 'Ow the hobbies and me did a chortle to see 'im cave in 

and squirm round and skedaddle. 
4 Hi ! Stop, Sir I ' I shouts. * For a f ourteen-stun lump of fat ' 

helderly fuss, you are prompt on the paddle. 
But— fare, if you please,— from your shop to the Yard I Eighteen- 

penoa, Sir, to you, though it should be two shillin'.' 
That fare knocked 'im silly, at fust But 'e parted; and I never 

took a fare's money more willin'." 

Chollop should go on the boards, so I tell 'im, I 've 'eard 'im 

change patter with regular pros. 
Hegged on by their lydies to take the shine out of 'im. When they * ve 

squared up, 'tis l>ut little 9 e owes. 
Ah ! the world s tenners are sprinkled unreglar ; but talent does not 

always follow the money, 
And many a comique at ten quid a week, though much fatter than 

Chollop, is not arf as fanny. 



Note from the Opera.— Dash my Ludwig, but this artist is 
mighty good as the Flying Dutchman at Covent Garden. Likewise 
Madame Duma, as Senta, enthusiastically applauded and showered 
with bouquets. And that Dudley Buck, too I Delightful name for 
a lady-kiUinff lover is the Deadly Buck, who appropriately played the 
forester Ertk in love with Senta. Capital performance and first- 
rate house. Conductor, Mr. Feld. Recognised his style of con- 
ducting at once. Merely saw his back, and exclaimed, " That 's Feld 
to the ground I " 

Concerning that Little Pabty.— A correspondent objects to the 
suggestion made in these columns last week that Dr. Grace should 
give a danoe in honour of his recent cheque from the Daily 
Telegraph without consultation with the representative of domestio 
Home Rule. " It is possible," writes the scribe, " that were such 
an appeal made to such an umpire, the verdict might be * no ball,' 
and cause some oonfusion." Were suoh a thins; to happen, the 
ohampion cricketer might be " put out "—a oontingenoy so highly 
improbable, that it does not merit a moment's consideration. 

Shakfpeabian Quotation for Midland Railway.— " My word, 
we'll not carry coals!" {Aside.) But we must, and not on our own 
terms. (See ttomeo and Juliet, Act I., So. 1.) 

Shortly to be published, in illustrated form, by the Punch Press, 
"Hutoric P**p/. Diary* Difljtjzfid hv {jQQg[e 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Chronicles of Count Antonio, by Axthokt Hops. " De- 
htful, " quoth the Baron ; all colour laid on artistically, yet in 
Id slap-dash style. Broad effects as in scene-painting. He is the 
Sir Johf Gilbert of romanoers is Count Ahtohio Hops Hawxdts. 
The beau cavalier wins his lady against 
all odds. It is Wajlteb Scott, GK P. R. 
James, Lever, Aihswobth, Dumas, 
Drury Lane drama, ancient Astley's Am- 

Shithoatre, essenoed; the whole thing 
one in one readable volume I Genuine 
romanoe: all "movement": interest 
never allowed to flag : drums, alarums, 
excursions: obstacles everywhere only 
to be surmounted: dramatio finish and 
final tableau magnificent! Curtain: 
loud applause: and calls for author. 
Great suooess. 

Hugely oontent is the Baron with a 
book published by Smith, Eldsb & Co., 
and writ by one "Jack Easel," some 
time a frequent contributor to Mr. 
Punch's pages. The title of the work 
is " Our Square and Circle." All is 
written " on the square," and that the 
matter is M non-oontentious " is evident, as otherwise the author 
would be " arguing in a tirole," which is absurd ; or " in a vicious 
circle," which would of course utterly take away the reputation of 
his quiet square for eminent respectability. That it is pleasantly 
written, the reader will find out for himself ; that it was a labour of 
love, and therefore Easel-y writ, goes without saying. The Baron 
joins issue with him on certain details as to the table, the wines, and 
dinners generally ; though up to now he should have thought himself 
at one with him [or " at 7.45 with him," which is the more likely 
hour] on all suoh important points. The Baron gives the book his 
"Imprimatur," says "Pass Jack Eabbl," and is the author's and 
everybody's B. ds B.-W., their Owx Boosnre Officer. 




PLEASUBE AND PfiOFIT. 

[It has recently been suggested in the Author that novelists should take 
the management of their books entirely into their own hands.] 

Happening to call lately on my friend Snooks, the eminent 
novelist, I was rather surprised at the change whioh had come over 
the appearance of his drawing-room. The books, whioh had been 
scattered over the table in former days, were now methodically 
arranged along the shelves which covered the entire walls, and in 
the corner, where a ohina cabinet had formerly stood, there now 
figured a sort of counter, behind whioh stood Snooks himself, 
arrayed in his shirt-sleeves. 

" Ha ! " he exclaimed, as I entered, " what can I have the pleasure 
of showing you to-day ? Romances, poetry, travels " 

14 Why, Snook8," I said, "don't you remember meP What on 
earth are you doing ? " 

Snooks s faoe fell somewhat. "Oh, it's you, is itP I thought 
it was a customer. You see that I 've taken the Author's advice, 
and am managing my own affairs." 

" Indeed ? And how in the world " 

11 Hush ! " the novelist interrupted. " Here are some customers." 
And as he spoke four or five people entered the drawing-room, and 
marched up to the oounter. . 

" A nice novel. Madam," said Snooks, just like ono of Messrs. 
Marshall and Snelokovs's young men. "Certainly. Kindly 
step this way^pleaae. Here is my Love's Dilemma, very sweet, I 
assure you. Yes, only four-and-aix cash. Thank you. • . . Can I 
show you anything, SirP This is in the latest style— The Decree 
JVut— orl could write you something to order, if you prefer it. . . . 
Hymns, Madam P No, I am afraid I've none in stock, would a 
devotional sonnet doP Of course, I could make any number yon 
require at the shortest notice. • . • Thank you, peven-&nd~tdx pence 
change. They shall be delivered to-morrow morning. Evangelical. 
I think you said P.. . To suit a young lady— not advanced P 
Certainly, Sir; I can offer you my Milk ana May mosmm , published 
at six shillings: reduced to haJf-a-orown. • , • Ton didn't like 
Murder and Sudden Death, Sir P Well, I am surprised, it 'a one of 
my favourite productions ; but I can sell you a rather milder blend, 
if you prefer it." 

And so the conversation went on. until all the customers had been 
satisfied, and Snooks wiped his heated brow and turned to me. 
"There, you see how it works; splendid system, isn't itP No 
trouble with publishers or booksellers, entirely a ready-money trade, 
done ova the counter in one's own drawing-room." 

"Then all these books are your own work P" I asked. 



"Of course- you don't suppose I'm fool enough to sell other 
people's goods P Of course I keep a lane ready-made stock, and 
turn out others to order aa required. Ana, as you 're here, do just 



buy " At this point I fled. 



N. B. IN N. B. 



If you'd make them feel "Big 
Pots," 

Then by all means call them 
"Scots." 

If you'd make their tempers 
nottish, 

You may coolly call them " Scot- 
tish." 



But, if wise, be on the watch 
That you never call them Scotch . 
True it is that Bobby Burns 
Uses all these terms in turns. 
(Suoh, at least, appears the boast 
Of the northern Yorkshire Post.) 
But if you essay the three 
Tou 'U soon find you 're not— R. B. 



SPORT PER WIRE. 

[An international revolver match by cable is arranged to take place shortly 
between English and American teams.] 

"Good morning," said a representative of Mr. Punch to the 
Chief Umpire of a well-known Telegraphio Agency ; " I have come 
to ask if you would kindly favour me with some details of your 
new Sporting Department." 

" Certainly," he replied. " It has a great f ature before it. We 
intend to revolutionise sport in all its branches." 

"For instance P" 

"Well, as it's in season, take Football. In fact, I've jnst 
finished umpiring in an Association 
match between England and America, 
whioh, in my unofficial capacity, I 'm 
happy to say we 've won— for a change." 

14 Where was it played P " 

"Why. at this desk, of course. You 
see. we cable over to the Associated Press 
full particulars of the imaginary kick- 
off, and they look it out in the Code— 
whioh doesn't generally take more than 
ten minutes— and wire back their return . 
kick (also imaginary), with name, age, vT" ■ 
weight, and address of the kicker. This 
is generally repeated as a security against 
the risk of error. The charge for re- 
petition is one-half the oharge for trans- 
mission, any fraction of one penny less 
than a halfpenny being reckoned aa one 
halfpenny, according to the admirable 
wording of the Post Office rules." 

"And then P" 

" We wrangle for the rest of the time. This is quite in k< 
with the modern spirit of football, the game now having develo] 
into a kind of Hibernian debating society." 

" But how was it you won to-day P " 

" Oh, we had the last word before 'Time' was called, whioh enabled 
our Sporting Editors to prove conclusively that the first kick scored a 
goal, and was not ' offside.' Oar Ameriean colleagues, however, have 
appealed to the Central International Committee of Football Referees, 
so that the wires will be kept warm for the next half-year on the 
subject in the most sportsman-like manner." 

' * Capital 1 And have you any other telegraphio developments P " 

" Oh yes ! There 's our Ladies' Inter- Varsity Stay-at-Home Hockey 
Contest— that's played over there in the corner every afternoon by 
sixpenny telegram. The Dramatio and Novelist Editors attend to 
that in order to aoqtiaint themselves with the workings of the feminine 
mind. The Golf Department is in charge of the Scottish Editors. 
They have an anxious time of it, as most of the language used is 
not fit for transmission, and bunker fthem badly. . . . That's the 
River Editor, hard at work in that arm-chair, rowing against Tale 
by cable. And there you see our Racing Authority, busily engaged 
over a Horseless Derby with the French Staff. . . . My 8eoond-in- 
Command is now arranging the Corbett-Fitzsimmona fight, whioh 
will takeiuaoe at last by telegraph on opposite sides of the Atlantio 
.... We do a bit of Comio volunteer Manoeuvres as well, but I 'm 
sorry to say that our Shouting Editor, whose idea of humour is some- 
what noisy, has just broken the telephone with one of his ejacula- 
tions. • • • But I must ask you to excuse me now, as I have a 
billiard tournament, a yacht race, and a orioket match with all 
Australia to manage simultaneously, and the spectators— I 
newspaper readers— are getting impatient." 




Reward of Merit.— Sir Frank Lockwood, Q.C., M.P., having 
been JKf.P.owered to appear for the Jtf-P-ire before the L. C. C. 
licensers, and having successfully scored all his Imperial Pints, is to 
be decorated with an Order [not admitted after eight], and allowed 
to practice at any of the Bars of the Empire. Tne restriction of 
" Wo Foes" is not in accordance with Imperial practice, QQ[^ 
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COMPENSATION. 

The Future Bridegroom. " Will— or anothbb Wbbk I 
The Future Bride. >( Ain> I gain mime/' 9 



my Liberty 1 " 

They dissemble their joy. 



THE OLD DOCTRINE NAMED AFTER 
MONROE. 

{A New Yankee Song to an Old Yankee Tune.) 

Ant-" Old Rosin the Bow." 

I 'm the Yankee, to whip all creation, 

And own all oreation al-so ; 
If rivals should seek explanation, 
I tin them the name of Monbob ; 
PU tip them the name of Monbob, 
Thedootrine called after Monbob; [rising 
And 'tian't surprising that I should keep 
Whilst holding that doctrine Monbob ! 

Of the universe PVL be director. 

That 's quite in aooord with Monbob ; 
And if there 's no room for the others, 
The others, of oourse, have to go. 
When I tip them the name of Monroe, 
The doctrine named after Monbob ; 
Though to them abhorrent, with me it is 
current, 
Then hurrah for old Snap-up Monbob I 

From the President's ohair it was stated, 

like rooster our Baffle will crow ; 
And if lesser fowls kick up shindies, 
We 'U tip 'em the name of Monbob, 
The magnanimous name of Monbob, 
The doctrine named after Monbob ; 
O'er world-wide dominions a-waving its 
pinions 
Our Eagle will squeal— for Monbob ! 

Thus I '11 blow myself out, and my fixings 

From ooean to ocean shall go. 
And from pole to pole also ; all hemispheres 
Pan out for me,— ask Monbob I 
Ask octopus-handed Monbob ! 
The doctrine— improved— of Monbob I 
Some folk think his way hard, but I «M 1 
tell Bayard 
To atiok to the text of Monbob I 



Our ambassador must be— in London— 

A smart go-a-head plenipo, 
And, if Salisbury does out up didoa, 
Must tip him the namo of Monbob ; 
Explain to him Mr. Monbob, 
Ana the doctrine called after Monbob. 
Then, if things look squiffy, buck-down in 

And drop— for the present— Monbob ! 



THE MUSIC HALL AS OTHERS 
WOULD SEE IT. 

( With compliments to those it may concern.) 

Thb entrepreneur had conducted the visitor 
here, there, and everywhere. He had shown 
the stage, the auditorium, and the tea and 
cake-room. Every feature of the reformed 
scheme had been duly explained. 

"No singing allowed in the entertain- 
ment?" queried the visitor. 

" None at all " was the reply ; " we con- 
sider that music is a mistake. Of oourse 
some songs are good, but as others are bad 
it is better to prohibit them altogether, and 
thus escape the risk of a mistaken ohoioe." 

•'And no dancing P" 

" Of course not. That would be entirely 
contrary to our principles. If people require 
exercise they can walk or run." 

M But how about the poetry of motion? 
How about the grace of movement ?" 

"We desire to have nothing to do with 
either," returned the entrepreneur* " Yon 
see our object is to have an entirely new 
entertainment, and consequently we reject 
all items that have figured in other pro- 
grammes." 

"Well, well," murmured the visitor; 
" you may be right. But I should like to 
see the result I will wait until the per- 
formance is given, and judge for myself." 



" I am sorry I cannot assist you to sun 
out this scheme," declared the Manatff tf 
the Progressive Music Hall, " because *•«• 
not going to have an entertainment" 

" flo, of oourse not Of oourse it won't!* 
an entertainment in the usual sense of ta« 
word. It can't naturally be an entertain- 
ment— I should have said a performance. 

" But we give neither entertainment w 
performance." " Why not ? " 

Then came the answer, which was sun 
convincing than surprising—" Because, ny 
dear Sir, we can't get an audience ! " 



Thb Nbw Hotbl on thb Embandbkt.- 
Our Dear Daily News, in a recent note, *yi 
that the " Hotel Magnifique " (as it ought to 
be called, reminding us as the D. 2a *• 
justly observes of the H6tel Splenitis u 
Paris) has been already styled by ltep 
prietors The Cecil. "The Cecil I"- 11 !^ 
is only one in it," observes blontly a oertan 
well-known omedian, quoting the aonf 
u There's only one in u\ that's me!* And 
pleased is Arthur Cecil with the mtmtooi 
advertisement But The Cecil! Goodnaa* 
for club, not for hotel The Scmmvm* 
tooeoolesiastical; io we return to TA«JMf£ 
^ceirtLwhioh can be familiar in our mow 
as " The Mag:' " Omne ignotum pro mep 
niftco." 

" Odd notice I " observed a short-sifbted 
man, who had been cursorily inspecting • 
card stuck up in a restaurant. "Whatu£ 
inquired his friend. " Why this," was $• 
short-sighted one's reply, pointing tottj 
notice ; " ' No charge for changing W" 

Who ever heard of " ButherenisflJ 

broke in, "Why, von noodle, you '?• th- 
reading a photographer's advertisement J 
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A SIMPLE DEFINITION. 



Master Johnny Bull. "MONROE DOCTRINE! WHAT IS THE 'MONROE DOCTRINE ' P " 

Maiter Jonathan. "WA-AL-GUESS IT'S THAT EVERYTHING EVERYWHERE BE-LONGS TO US! 
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A NICE DISTINCTION. 

Porter. "Train 's awa, Mah. Ti should has bah fastsb," 
Passenger. u Ran fastbb I Don, 'a bah fast snsuclh, but 'a 
ha'b stabttt soonbb." 



AHOTHEB C0JTPEBENCE OF WOMEH WOBKEBS. 

(Not held at Nottingham.) 

Scehe— The garish but unsavoury " Saloon Bar " of a " South-tide 
Pub. ' ' A group of ' ' Daughters of Toil " sipping and gossiping. 

Laundress (throwing down newspaper). Wot's this 'ere National 
Union of Women Workers there's so muoh cackle about f 

Step Oirl (sullenly). Dunno, I 'm sore. We 're not in it, anyhow. 

Workman's Wife. Ho bo ! We ain't women workers, I snppose, 
we ain't I 

Laundress. Then I should like ter know where they find 'em. 
(Sips " white satin " and sniffs.) 

Shop Girl (to Sempstress). 'Ere Miss Miwnre, yon 're no hand of 
a soholard, and know all erbont everything Wot is this Nottingham 
Goose Fair, anyhow f 

Sempstress. Well, it is not a goose fair, exactly Emma— not in the 
sense of the old song, at any rate. Seems to me it 's a meeting of 
ladies of title, who don't know what work is, to talk about women of 
no title who have to do it. (Sighs.) But I snppose they mean well, 
poor dears. 

Young Machinist (pallid and cramped). Well, Miss Miwnra, 
no doubt as they do. Eat oh dear me, what good are they going to 
do the likes of us f My knees crackle, my back aches, and my head 
swims, Thanks, yes, I don't mind if I do. (Drinks.) Ah I that 
warms and straightens one out a bit I Bat if, as you say, these 
ladies don't know what work is, one of 'em should do my little bit 
at the warehouse for a week* 

Laundress. Ah! or mine at the wash-tub. 

Workman's Wife. Or mine at the wash-tub and all over the shop 
as well, as 1 'olds is the 'ardest of all, seeing as how it ain't never 
done. 

Sempstress (mildly). Ah, yes ; but vou have your husband and 

children for company, whereas I Oh, the long, dreary loneliness 

of it! 

TaUoress. Lookoe 'ere, Lb, don't you talk about the old man 
being cumpny, not till you know wot sioh "cumpny" is. You 



never got a black here like this : and do you 'appen to'know 
'ow a kick from a 'obnailed 'ighlow feels In the ribs P *^ u . 

Sempstress (gently). Well, no, my poor soul ; and perhaps 
I 'm ungrateful to grumble. 

Flower Mounter. Yes ; but what might these topping 
Nottingham Ljdy- Workers talk about when they do meet f 

Sempstress. WelL you see 

Laundress. 'Old 'ard a minnit, Liz. Before vou begin, 
let's drink up and 'ave another all round. Torkin' 's dry 
work, as I dessay the Nottingham spouters found it 

[They toss off, and replenish. 

Sempstress (continuing). Well, I see, one of their papers 
is on " The Ethics of Work." 

Step Oirl. Lor ! wot 's that. Miss Miwore ? 

Sempstress (hesitating). Well— you see— I suppose it 
means the morals of work, or something o* that. 

Laundress. Morals of work ! Might as well talk o* the 
morals of misery while you 're erbont it. The less I 'ave to 
do, the better I like it— that 's my moral* 

Shop Girl. Not much morals about work nowadays, 
Sabah, if J'm any jodge. Piling up work and cutting down 
prioes, with the heJternative of the streets if yer strikes — 
that's about the " morals" of our firm. And if you torked to 
our Boss about these 'ere Nottingham notions, 'e 'd "moral " 
you! 

Semptress. Another lady, I see, with such a pretty, 'poetic- 
like sort of name, talks about " The Responsibility of Re- 
finement" 

Workman's Wife. Ah, well, we ain't got none, so that 
can't oonsarn us, oan it f 

Shop Girl (tartly). I say, you speak for yerself , Mother 
Matthews. Of oourse, that means refinement in dress, 
and— well we don't all wear a pancake 'at with a 'aporth 
o' green feathers dobbed on to it ! (Sniffs, and adjusts 
her own " high-up " hat with ambitious " hortridge " 
plumes.) 

Workman's Wife (sharply). Now look you 'ere, Miss 
Stuckup, if I 'sda't more refinement " in my little finger 
than wot you 'ave in your 'ole five foot nothink, my old 
man 'nd swop me off for a ragman's black doll, 'e would, so 
there! 

Voice from the Bar. Now then lydies, a leetle less noise 
there if you please! 

Sempstress. I see here's another talks of "Home life," 
and another of the " Morals of Money Spending." 

Workman's Wife. Haw! haw! Law! Morals o' money 
spending, indeed ! If these 'ere torky lydies 'ad got as little 
money to spend as we 'ave, and as many mouths to fill with 
it, 'tisn't the morals on it as 'nd trouble 'em. When the 
wealthy 'nns begin to patter of morals to us poor trash, they mostly 
mean meanness, I reckon, 



should 



Young Machinist. Eight you sj*, Mrs. Matthews ! 
Sempstress (sadly). And u to "Home Life,"— ah! how 
em fcno 
Death?" 



....... , .,. . "jyTof 

them know that to some of us it only means a painful ** Home 

Laundress. Oh, come, I sy, Miss Miwehb, you 'U give us all the 
'orrors if you tork like that ! While there 's life— and liquor- 
there 's 'ope, Itez. So let's 'ave another kind love all round, and 
then we must see about— 

Sempstress. " Home Life" and the "Ethics of Work" again, as 
the " Women Workers " say at Nottingham. 

Workman's Wife. But not in the New Cut— no fear ! 

Bar. Now then, time, gentlemen, please]!' 

Exeunt. 



Voice from the . 



THE CYCLE AND THE CAMERA. 



The Cycle and the Camera 
Were resting side by side, 

When suddenly the Cycle ask'd, 
" Why is it you don't rideP" 

"Why nott" exclaim'd the 
Camera, 

Taking a secret " shot" 
" To do so is considered 

As easy just as 'pot'" 



But 



now I 



come to think 



The Cycle cried, " I guess, 
Although the notion isn't bad, 
I like it less and less. 



" You see, of reputation I 

Have still a l&tle left 
And if I went about with you, 

Of all I'd be bereft. 

"Of 'spoony' folk you are the 
dread; 
Ton ' take them' reckless-lee ; 
You * spot' the spouse delinquent 
when 
He 's out upon the spree. 

" In fact you do a heap of things 
You ought to leave undone." 

The Cam'ra murmur'd musingly, 
"IhaveaAtopoffun!" 



"Ah Emnbesabio."— Mr. Gkorgb Edwabdes. 



QOgI 
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" THE 'PINERIAN' SPRING" AT THE COMEDY. 

Mb. Piwbbo is temporarily Ibsenised. " What wiU become of 
them?" ihonld have been the rab-titlt, if not the single title, of his 

new play at the 
"C. C.C.," or 

CoMYKS CaBB'8 

Comedy The- 
atre. Instead of 
"WhatwiUhe- 
comeofthem?" 
Mr. Pivebo 
calls it The 
Benefit of the 
Doubt, which 
is supposed to 
be a quotation 
from the 
Judge's sum- 
ming up in the 
Divorce Court 
in the case of 
AUingham v. 
Alltngham, 
Mrs. Ailing- 
ham has sued 
for a divorce 
in oonsequenoe 
of her hus- 
band's miscon- 
duct with Mrs. 
Fraser ; the 
misoonduetwas 
not proved, but 
the Judge was 
so severe on the 
oonduetof Mrs. 
Fraser that 
there is for 
her, as far as 
her husband, 
friends, family, 
and Society 
generally are 
oonoerned, no 
benefit what- 
ever to be ob- 
tained from the 
existence of the 
doubt in ques- 
tion. Booh is 
the cheerful 




'Ah! 



Mr. P-n-ro {making up after the portrait of Hue*). 
I think I 'm getting uncommonly like bim." 

subject Mr. Pifebo, in Ibstnitish vein, has ohoatn, and he has 
written a series of diamatio scenes aitistioallv developing his 
characters by the most natural dialogue possible, but not, as it 
seems to me, by means either most natural, or most probable. The 
great situation of the piece is brought ataut by a gentleman (in the 
best sense of the word, as far as we can judge up to this point) per- 
mitting his infernally jealous wife— there is no other epithet for her 
exoept "infernally"— to conceal herself on purpose to overhear a 
conversation between himself and her supposed rival I Analogous 
situations in broad farce and farcical comedy are frequent and per- 
missible : but surely not in a drama of real life. But then, I remind 
me, that this drama is Ibsenitish; which does make a difference. 

The play is far too long, but it is admirably written and admirably 
acted. The dramatist intends most of his leading characters to be 
repulsively sordid, volgar, and selfish, and those who are not so are 
amiable, but weak. The first heroine, perfectly played by Miss 
WrarraiD Embby, is a fast member of a fast family as badly 
brought up as La famille Benetton, the vain, frivolous mother 
being well portrayed, by Miss Livdlbt ; and the second heroine, 
admirably represented by Miss Lilt Hajtbuby, is simply an odious, 
jealous shrew, and the prospect of happiness in a " place unmention- 
able to ears polite " would be moreproDable than any happiness for a 
husband with a wife like this. With neither heroine is sympathy 
possible. Another splendid oomedv performance is that of Miss 
Hosb LiCLBBCQ, as the Bishop's wife, a character whose original is 
to be found in Aothobt Tbollope's Barcheeter Towers, from 
which I will quote a specimen passage, and ask those who have seen 
The Benefit of the Doubt whether it does not sum up in brief Mr. 
Phtbbo's characters of Mrs. Cloys and her husband the Bishop:— 

" What did you say about it, Bishop ? " asks Mrs. Froudie of her huaband. 

" Why," replies "her little man," "I taid that I thought that if; that is, 

should I— should the dean die— that is, I said I thought " As he went 

on stammering and floundering he saw that his wife's eye was fixed sternly 

on hiiH t 



And these, with the stage directions, are the Bight Bev. Dr. 
Cloys and Mrs. Cloys of " St Olpherts,'' and not of " Barchester " 
—that's all. And this Mrs. Proudie-Cloys serves as a Dea ex 
machind ooming forward to offer temporary relief to the hard, 
austere husband: Mr. Fraser (also a good performance by Mr. J. G. 



quality, it will be superfluous to single out Mr. Lbobtabd Boyjtb for 
special praise. Yet he deserves it Had the author given this 
oharacter an Irish title, the combination would have been perfect 
Mr. Ctbil Maudb, as the fussy, empty-headed M.P., adds another 
finished picture to his ecoentrio portraitures ; but Mr. Porno might 
have refrained from adding to this personage's eccentricities one 
whioh originated with Mr. Chablbs Wtbdham's Headless Man, 
whose system of memoria tech- 
nica, and recalling things by 
initial letters, Mr. Pixbbo seems 
to have borrowed, in order to 
oomplete Sir Fletcher Port- 
wooers equipment for the stage. 
It is as well to note this, lest 
by unoonscious oerebration Mr. 
Pnrao should, in some future 
piece, develops Sir Fletcher in- 
to another Mr. Hedley, and 
refer to Sir Fletcher in this 
piece as his original. 

The only pleasant scene is 
where, in the Seoond Aot, two 
olub "pals," DenzU Shafto 
(Mr. J. W. Pigott) and Peter 
Elphick (Mr. Stuabt Champion) 
appear, the latter with a banjo ; 
both ooming to cheer up their 
unhappy friend Misther AUinp- 
ham. These two lighten up the 
gloom of the Second Aot for a 
brief space, and then are heard 
no more ; yet the scene in 
whioh they strut their short 
ten minutes on the stage is 
one of the best imagined, and 
best stage-managed as regards 
"buaines8 t " in a pieoe where 
every detail has been considered 
and not a paint lost For acting, 
for dialogue, f or charaoter (grant- 
ing these tn be what the author 
of their bung has made them), 
this unpleasant play ranks with 
the In ** of the dramas from, 
what Jlrs. Malaprop might 
term, " The Pinenan spring." 
And the end ? Nothing ; a 
blank. The audienoe look at one 
another and s*y, "Well— and 
then?... What next?" It 
is a highly-finished play with- 
out a finish. It belongs to the 
new order of dramas classified 
under the heading of "The 
Problem Play." Whether these will pay, or not, is another probltm 
of whioh the author and manager may find a satisfactory solution. 




" Bedad then, 'tis Misther Shawn 
Alhngham ! " 



A Toiler to a Twitterer. 

Babd M0BBI8 sinfs :— u For this of old is sure, 
That change of toil is toil's sufficient cure." 
Ah me ! You ought to add. oh bard omniscient, 
" Provided always that the pay 's sunident." 



COPTBIOHT, AJTD EjTTBBBD AT StATIOITIBS' HALL.— Mr. HlLL 

Cains, author, addressing a deputation from the Dominion, is said 
to have remarked that ** he felt assured of help from them, as they 
were Hall Caine-aidians." 

Quits Natubal.— A oomposer who had taken rooms in certain 
mansions in Victoria Street nas given them up, as he found himself 
writing everything in A Flat Most monotonous. 



Thb 
is it baited with? 



Hookrf Holland" ought to oat^ som ? ^^^ 
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HOW KIPPEB SLEW THE NEW FOBE8T HORHET. 

Chapter II.— The Rescue. 

Fob what length of tune Kipper and the stagbeetle remained in 
the unwonted positions described in the preceding; chapter it would 
be impossible to say without a stop-watch, which makes a good 
repeater. However, it is certain that a couple of snails out for a 
stroll, who saw the fall from the bottom of the heap, tried to come to 
their help ; but, owing to gout, they were unable to get more than half- 
way up. A neighbouring mole heard the stagbeetle' s smothered cries, 
but, being blind, scuttled off in the wrong direction \ while an old- 
faahioned toad, who lived in a mud-bank just opposite, was aroused 
from an afternoon nap, and, after peering out of his hole, declared that 
it was no business of his. But then he was always hard-hearted, 
and had made it a point never to interfere in the affairs of others 
ever since he was out- voted in the 
Zoological County Council on the 
question as to whether tadpoles 
should be recognised as young 
frogs. He was opposed to the 
measure, stating, in a powerful 
speech, that inasmuch as a frog 
had no tail, therefore a tadpole 
oould not be a frog. Being de- 
feated, he retired into private life, 
and was, so report said, building a 
home for destitute dormice, for he 
was a person of considerable wealth. 
But he was very mean, and a shrew 
was heard to observe that the reason 
he wished to take the dormice under 
his protection was because they ate 
nothing in the winter. 

But while we are discussing 
politics Kippek and the stagbeetle 
are still in danger. Although the 
stagbeetle kicked with all his 
might he found that it only in- 
jured his horns, and so, like many 
other creatures not of a gambling 
nature, lay still and trusted to 
ohanoe. As to Kipper, he was as motionless as a schoolboy's watch. 
But about a quarter- of-an-hour after the accident a pretty young 
maiden, named Eglantine, came tripping along the road. She was 
not one of those girls who know that they are nioe, because no one had 
ever told her so, and she was too poor to afford a looking-glass. 
But this did not prevent her from being good to all the inhabitants 
of the forest, whether they had four legs, or two, or none at all, as 
was the case with the snakes and blind worms. let the best of us 
must have enemies, and she had incurred the anger of Nippabd, the 
great and poisonous hornet, whose only pleasure, like that of some 
people who nave guns, was to go out and kill something. Eglantine 
had saved two lambs once from his murderous attacks by driving 
them into an out-house, and Nippabd had never forgotten or for- 
given the insult, and vowed vengeanoe. This he had carried out in 
several ways. He had stung Eglantine's goat to death l killed her 
pet dog, and so tortured a brood of chickens belonging to her 
widowed mother, that they had imagined themselves to be ducklings 
and were drowned in a pond. 

These troubles caused great grief to Eglantine and her parent, 




and ruin stared them m the face ; and, when ruin stares, there is 
not often a back way out of the difficulty. Very sad, therefore, was 
the poor girl as she approached the place of Kipper's disaster. But 
directly she saw what had happened she forgot all her own troubles, 
and, with many words of pity, extricated the stagbeetle from the 
stones. The insect was so pleased, that he wished to embrace her : 
but stagbeetles kiss, like Laplanders, by rubbing noses ; so Eglan- 
tine declined the offer, and hurried to piok up the luckless Kipper, 
with whom she had a bowing acquaintance. In her case, therefore, 
familiarity had never bred contempt for his sulky ways. She was 
really sorry to see the poor fellow in such dreadful plight, and took 
him up, as tenderly as she would have a butterfly with a broken leg. 
Tnen she laid him on the soft grass, and sent the stagbeetle to 
fret some wild mint while she loosened his waistcoat, and gently 
fanned his face with a dock-leaf. When the mint arrived, she 
crushed the fragrant leaves between her fingers, and made him 

inhale the scent, still keeping up 
the fanning. 

In two or three minutes Kipper 
gave two or three sobs, shook him- 
self like a do*; who has been in the 
water, and, sitting up, opened his 
eyes, and exclaimed, *'Here we 
are again ! " He had come to him- 
self, for he oould have gone to 
nobody else. Then he looked at 
Eglantine with a curious sort of 
smile, which made her blush, and 
cried, " So you have saved my lift. 
What reward do you expect ? " 

Eglantine blushed again, and 
the stagbeetle gave his master a 
gentle pinch and whispered that 
mere had been no time to advertise 
their misfortune in the Cfossamer 
Gazette, which is the official organ 
of Fairvdom. Kipper took the 
hint ana in a milder tone said, 
•* Well, Eglantine, you have done 
me a good turn. Why did you do , 
so?" "0! Mr. Kipper," renoarf 
the maiden ; ' ' was it not my dutj? w \ 
"It is a bad habit," replied the goblin, "to try and answer \ 
one question with another, but it is an excellent but rare custom to 
try and repay one favour with another. Can I be of any use to you? 
Think before you answer." "Why should I," said Eglantine; 
" are you not a fellow-creature ? " r * A fellow-creature ! " screamed 
Kippeb. "Don't you know that I am a goblin, a mischievous 
goblin, a good-for-nothing goblin?" "0! no," answered Eglan- 
tine, simply ; "I only know that you have the right to be made 
happy, as has every creature on earth." Ktppeb leapt to his feet. 
His queer little face seemed suddenly freed from wrinkles, there was 
something like a dew drop in each corner of his eyes, " Why, 

Eglantine," he shouted ; " you are a perfect " It has never 

been known whether he would have added " donkey" or " a ngel," 
because at this minute a fierce trumpeting rent the air, EeiAjrrnrB 
shrieked, the stagbeetle quivered, even Kippeb turned pale, for 
just above them hovered a great tawny and black creature, with 
fierce hate in its glowing eyes: in short, Nippabd the Terror of the 
Forest! 

{To be continued.) 



•• Here we are again ! n 



THE WAT THEY HAVE AT THE BAB. 

(Fragment from a Romance not entirely imaginary,) 

Scene— A corridor in the Royal Court*. Eminent Counsel in con- 
versation with Estimable Solicitor and Respected Client. 

Client. I am rather sorry, Sir, that you oould not oonduot my case 
in person. 

Coun. So am I. I took a deal of trouble in preparing the argu- 
ment I proposed to advance, and it was a great disappointment to me 
that I was unable to deliver it in person. 

Solic. But your junior, Sir, represented you to perfection. 

Coun. I am rejoiced to hear it I give every oredit to my young 
and learned friend, and am pleased to think that when we met in 
consultation I was able to choose the right line of policy. 

Solic. Besides, if you were not with us, your retainer prevented you 
from being against us. And that was a distinct advantage. 

Coun. Ton are most flattering, and too kind. 

Solic. Not at all ; and I am sure my client agrees with meP 

Client. Well, of course I would rather have had the assistance of 
silk, although your j unior no doubt did his best 

Coun. I am sure ne did. And now, gentlemen, is there anything 
further I can do for you f 



Solic. Thank you very much —I think not You got up your 
consulted with your janior, 
in an appearance in the Go 

repeat it was a good thing _._ .__ m 

other side. Thank you very much indeed, Sir. Good day. 

Coun. Good day. (He prepares to walk off, when, noticing a 
movement of the solicitor, he stops.) You are sure I can do nothing 
more for you ? 

Solic. Oh, it's soaroely worth mentioning. But perhaps yon 
would not mind returning your fee. 

Coun. With the greatest pleasure ! (Hands over a bag of gold 
and exit.) 

Client. Well, really, that seems to me very generous I Isn't it 
rather unusual ? 

Solic. Unusual! Oh dear no! Why, it's the practice of the 
whole profession I [Curtain. 

Chilly Kind of Holiday.— The Standard of Friday last, in a 
leading article on legal reforms, expressed its opinion that "the 
Judges cannot be expeotcd to take their vacation 'in shifts-'" 
Mr. Justice Punch quite ooncurs, and quotes from the same article 
to the effeot that such a proceeding woul< 



nor a proper one. 
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FIRST IN THE FIELD. 

WXATHIB BBXAX8. DELIGHTFUL PBOHPECT 1 GOTSQ STB ON O I 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

I have been staying reoently at Oxford t the home of perennial 
youth— and of innumerable dogs. In faot, it was the canine aspeet 
of Oxford that impressed me on this occasion more than any other. 
Nearly every self-respecting undergraduate keeps his dog, and the 
mediaeval, aoademio look of the place is pleasantly tempered by these 
careless, happy, intrusive, " warlike wearers of the wagging tail," 
who career up the High, make the meadows to resound with their 
barkings, and bring the bicycled rowing ooaoh to eternal smash on 
the tow-path. There being, roughly speaking, some 3,000 under- 
graduates, the floating population of Oxford dogs cannot be less 
than 2,500. 

Pbbhaps, however, the most remarkable thing about Oxford dogs 
is the variety of their migrations, Some dogs, of course, remain 
constant to one owner. Others spend their lives under the general 
ownership of the whole University. These know the best rooms for 
bones from term to term; they can track the perfumed ash-pan to 
its lair, and indulge in hidoons orgies of fish-heads and egg-shells. 
The most prominent representative of this class is, of oourse, Oriel 
Bill, who nas, perhaps, the mott gorgeously ngly and tenderly 
pathetic f see ever granted by nature to a bull-dog. 

But ordinary dogs, though they remain nominally the possession 
of one originsl owner, migrate from sub-owner to deputy-sub-owner, 
and thence to pro-deputy-sub-owner, with a wonderful rapidity. 
For instance, I once gave a retriever puppy to an Oxford friend. 
This is the life-history of that amiable animal, so far as I can gather 
it up to a recent date. 

A. (my friend) kept the dog faithfully for a term. As he was 
going down, it oooured to A. that Ponto would be happier in Oxford 
than in London, so when the following term began, Ponto, still in 
his gay puppyhood, wss once more found in Oxford under a different 
master, B. B. kept Ponto in his lodgings in the High. They were 
prettily furnished ; there were cretonnes, and embroidered cushions, 
and handsome rug«. One day Ponto was left in solitary charge for 
one short hour. Upon B.'s return he found that remarkable dog 
sleeping soundly, with a well-gnawed slipper under eaoh of his fore- 
paws, amidst a ruin of tattered stuffs. Not a hanging, not a cushion, 
not a rug remained entire. This was too much, and Ponto promptly 
became the fleeting property of C, a Balliol man, who changed his 
name to Jowler (this happened in the time of the late Master), and 
taught him to worry oats. 

Aptvb three weeks of glorious Forimmages amongst the surround- 
ing feline inhabitants, Jowler took it into his head to get lost for a 
week. G mourned him t but trok no further steps when he found him 
living under the protection of D., a Brasenose man. totally unknown 
to A., the original owner. D. took him home in the vac, broke him 
to the gun, imbued him with an extraordinary fondness for beer, and 
re-christened him " HebbyP 

VOL. CIX. 



At the beginning of the following term Hebby onoe more turned 
up in Oxford, being then almost a full-grown dog. He again lived 
in lodgings, this time in Turl Street. By this time he had aoquired 
luxurious habits, and was particularly fond of taking his naps in any 
bed that might be handy. Having on four separate occasions 
covered himself with mud and ensconced himself in the bed of the 
landlady, he was not as popular as a dog of his parts ought to have 
been. But the culminating point was reached when Hebby. having 
stolen a cold pheasant and the remains of a leg of mutton, took the 
bones to the bed of his master, into which he tucked himself. After 
this he was passed on to E. , a Magdalen man, and was called The Pre. 



I canhot follow his wanderings after this point in any detail. I 
know he has gone the round of the Colleges twice. He has been 
a boating dog, a cricketing dog, an athletic dog, and a footballing 
dog. He has been a canine member of Vincent's Club ; he has 
waited outside the Union unmoved while a debate, on which 
the fate of the Ministry hung, was in progress. He has been 
smuggled into College, he has disgraced himself, and caused a change 
of carpets in nearly every lodging in Oxford. He has lived near 
New College under the name of Spoo, has been entered at Christ 
Church as Fleacatcher (a delicate oompliment to distinguished oars- 
man), and has frequented the preoinots of the Eadoliffe Infirmary, 
and been joyfully hailed as Pego by budding doctors. I believe he 
is still a resident member of the University, but his exact place of 
residence is more than I oan tell. His original owner endeavoured 
to trace him not long ago. He got as far as Linooln College, and 
there lost the due. 

This, I am sure, is no solitary example. Hundreds of Oxford 
dogs are at this very time undergoing the same vicissitudes, through 
a similar Odyssey of wanderings. And probably, if the truth were 
known, there are Cambridge dogs in no better ease. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

" I USB it muchly," quoth the Baron, finishing Baking Gould's 
Noemi:— 

" This scribe for publishers ne'er writes in vain ; 
His pen prolific, Baring Goulden grain." 

And Noemi, if a trifle less Gouldish than Weymanish, is a tale of 
stirring times, when to plunder, hack, stab, and string up a few 
unfriendly fellow- creatures, who would have done the same by you if 
the turn of luok had been theirs, came in the 
day's work: while to roast an offender whole 
44 ail alive 0," jnst for onoe and away, was, to 
to speak, " quite a little 'oliday," as a tpcoial 
and exceptional treat. And all these jocular 
barbarities were occasioned, not by any reli- 
gious fervour, or by intolerant persecuting 
zeal, excusing itself on the score of anxiety for 
future spiritual welfare of victim, but simply 
out of jpure ousscdness, and for the humour of /j 
the thing, much as, now-a-days, the bowie- m 
knife and the cord are used 'Mown West." m 
Personally, the Baron gives not full credit to T m 
all these tales of mediaeval cruelty, but the 
•' scenes and properties" serve an excellent 
artistic purpose, and so he loves them as he 
loves snoh romances as thote of She who 
must be obeyed, and Treasure Island. There- 
fore here 's to the lass Noemi, and, as she 
herself would of oourse say, in response to 
the toast, '* You'll like me the more you Know-o'-me." 

Another capital story by Fbanx Babbitt, entitled A Set of 
Rogues, is strongly recommended by the faoolty ; the faculty in ques- 
tion being that of deciding upon what sort of book is certain to suit 
the tastes of the majority of romance-readers, who, aweary of the 
plodding every- day business in this " so-called nineteenth century," 
like to get away from it occasionally and live, just for a change, in 
the seventeenth. Stirring tale this of A Set of Eogues x without a 
dull chapter in it : and jnst enough human sentiment in it to soften 
down the roguery. In fact, so skilfully is the tale told that the 
reader will find himself siding with " their knavish tricks " ; for 
the hearts of these rogues are in the right plaoe, though their 
bodies very seldom were, and their heads never, in the noose. But 
" no noose is good noose," and so let the honest reader procure 
the bock from Ivnis & Co. of Bedford Street; he will come to 
love the scoundrels, and will ask, with the Baron, " What on earth 
became of that captivating Don Sanchez t " and another query, 
44 Wss the villainous oldSteward really killed P" Perhaps the 
author is reserving the Don and the Steward for another romanot. 
If so, ••Whatwflfhedowith'emP" asks the 

Ihtxbxsted Bason dx B.-W. 
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THE LAST SALUTE! 



Tommy Atkins (to Commander-in-GhiUf H.R.H. The DooJe of O-mbr-dge) "Sobby to lose you, Sib I You bays alwayb bbin a 

VBBT GOOD FbUHD TO Ul 1 " 

M In this, hit firtt Army Order, Lord Wolsblby wishes, in the name ef the Army, to assure His Royal Highness of the affectionate regard of all 
who hare serred under him daring his long period of office."— London Oautto. Norember 1, 1896. r^r^r*ls> 

— _- - — - — s D i g i t i gocfbyVjQOQLg 
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HOPE DEFERRED. 

Old Gent (pulling up, not fancying the timber). " CoNVOUirD it all I Stozly One of 'im 'll mamas* to Break the Top Rail." 



THE TWO SOLDIEB8' TEARS, 

(Some way after Thomat Eaynes Bayly's 
" Soldier's Tear/) 

Whet at the poroh he turned, 

To take a last fond look. 
(Human emotion will have way 

In Tommy or in Duke.) 
He listened to the tramp, 

So familiar to his ear : 
And the soldier gripped his good old sword, 

And wiped away a tear. 

Not far from that same poroh 

A Tommy stood at ease, . 
But, as he saw, his head braced up, 

And he stiffened at the knees. 
44 Sorry to lose you, Sir I 

You 've been our friend, and dear ! " 
That Tommt cried, and with his ouff, 

He wiped away a tear. 

Both turned, and left the spot, 

Oh! do not deem them weak, 
For dauntless was each soldier's heart, 

Though a tear bedewed each cheek. 
As Punch gives hearty thanks, 

At the close of a long career, 
To the gallant Duke, he also turns, 

And— wipes away a tear I 



Seasonable Dialogue. 

First Dissatisfied Sportsman. What do you 
think of the present season, so far P 

Second Die. Sport, (with a terrific "cold 
'id 'is dose"). I)er preselt teasultP You 
mead der eubbig season. 

First Die. Sport, (correcting him). Wall, 
the present season is tne " cubbing 



A YELL FROM THE YELLOW. 

The " YellowDwarf " (in the Yellow Book), 
in an almost incoherent scream against the 
literary ladies and gentlemen of the day, wails 
as follows :— 

"The bagman and the itockbroker's clerk (and 
their lady wives and daughters) 'are usurped his 
(the 'gentleman and scholar"!) plyee, and his 
influence on readers ; and the preaaman has picked 
up his fallen pen— the preaaman, Sir, or the press- 
woman ! . . . With an illiterate reading mob howl- 
ing at our doora, and a tribe of pressmen scribbling 
at our tables, what, in the name of the universe, 
can we expect ? What we get ; not so P " 

Well, u what we get" is (among other 
things) the above shriek of the u Yellow 
Dwarf," who seems to do his full share of 
the *' howling " he attributes to the " reading 
mob," and who, indeed, might be better de- 
scribed as the " rstierDwarf." 



On a Sympathetic Actress. 

Air— "The Widow'Mahne." 

To the Garriek Theayter you'll roam, 

You 'U roam, 
Where Majuok Tibet's at home, 
At home* 
She melts all the hearts 
Of the swains in such parts 
As she plays in a play by Jsromb, 

Jsromb* 
Not much of a play by Jsromb. 

Why should "All Souls," Oxford, he 
always a distinguished college? Because it 

nnnM nnf. K* "all annla" w4iltAn+. ••■mil*. 



oould not he 
bodies "in it 



r all souls" without "some- 



BENN AND JIM. 

[See recent controversy between Mr. Bmnr and 
Lord Jambs in the Timet.] 

us—" Faithless Nelly Gray" (Tom Hood). 

Bsfk, an L. C. C. fighter bold. 

Was used to war's alarms ; 
And when Jim knocked him off his legs. 

He wouldn't lay down his arms. 

He cried. " I wfll not auit the field, 
Though Herkfobd J dc may shoot ; 

And though to stand on I 've no leg, 
I will not budge a foot!" 

Now Hereford Jdc, a gunner smart, 
Riddled Bxkx fore and aft. [swept, 

Cried Berk. "Although my desks he's 
He has not sunk my croft." 

Says Jdc, " Those shanks are not live limbs, 

They 're only party pegs I 
You have as wooden members quite, 

As represent your legs I " 

" Alive-and kicking, still am I ! " 
Says Bktk. with Hugo elation ; 

" But if you think my legs are dead, 
Let 's have— an arbitration 1 " 

Says Jdc, m They are mere timber-toes, 
Though as live limbs you sport 'em, 

Though arbitrators have their use, 
They do not sit post-mortem ! 

" A coroner sits on a corpse. 

To find out how he died." 
The Times then " sat on " Bmnr, and found 

A mistake in his inside 



The 

whist 
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LEAVE8 FROM THE HIGHLAND JOURNAL OF TOBY, UP. 

FIB8T LEAF.— THE THING TO DO IN SCOTLAND. 
Quiverfield, Haddington thire, Monday,— You can't spend tweaty- 
fonr hours at Quiverneld without haying borne in upon vou the 
truth that the only thinp to do in Sootland it to play goff. (On other 
ride of Tweed they call it golf. Here we are too muoh in a hurry 
to get at the game to spend time on unnecessary consonant) The 
waters of what Victou Hugo called " The First of the Fourth " lave 
the links at Quiverfield. Blue a* the Mediterranean they have been 
in a marvellous autumn, soon to lapse into November. We can see 
the Bass Rook from the eighth hole, and can almost hear the whirr 
of the balls skimming with swallow flight over the links at North 
Berwick. 

Petfce Abthub here to-day, looking fully ten years younger than 
when I last raw him at Westminster. Plays through live-lonjr. day, 
and drives off fourteen miles for dinner at Whittinghame, thinking 
no more of it than if he were orosriog Palace Yard. Our host, 
Waveriey Pew, is happy in possession of liaks at his park gates. 
All his own, for self and friends. You step through the shrubbery, 
and there are the far-reaching links ; beyond them the gleaming 
waters of the Forth. Stroll out immediately after breakfast to meet 
the attendant caddies ; play goff till half-pat>t one ; reluctantly break 
off for luncheon ; go back to complete the fearsome foursome ; have 
tea brought out to save time; leave off in bare time to dress for 
dinner ; talk goff at dinner ; arrange matches after dinner ; and the 
new morning finds the caddies waiting as before. 
Decidedly the only thing to do in Scotland is to play goff. 
Deeside. Aberdeenshire, Wednesday. — Fingek, M.P., once told 
an abashed House of Commons that he ** owned a mountain in Scot- 
land." Find, 
on visiting 
him in his 
ancestral 
home, that 
he owns a 
whole 
range. Go 
( up one or 
; two of them; 
that com- 
paratively 
easy; diffi- 
culty pre- 
sents itself 
when we try 
to get down. 
Man and 
boy,FnraiN 
has lived 
. here fifty 
years; has 
not yet ac- 
quired 
knowledge 
neoessaryto 
guide a 
party home 
' after as- 
?£ ©ending one 
£ of hismoun- 
W tainaWalk- 
ing up in 
oool of after- 
noon, we 
usually get 
home sore- 
footed and 
hungry 
Fingen's Finger. about mid- 

" Must be going now," says Fingen, M.P., when we have seen 
view from top of mountain. " Just time to get down before dark. 
Bat I know short out ; be there in a jiffy. Gome along. 1 ' 

We oome along. At end of twenty minutes And ourselves in front 
of impassable gorge. 

" Ha I " says Fmerar, M.P., cheerily, " Must have taken wrong 
torn ; better go back and start again.'' 

All very well to say go back; but where were we ? Fores*, M.P., 
knows ; wets his finger : holds it up. 

"Ha I " he says, with increased joyousness of manner ; " the wind 
is blowing that way, is it ? Then we turn to the left." 

Another twenty minutes stumbling through aged heather. Path 
trends downwards. 

" That 's all ri$ht," says Fnromr, MP. ; "must lead on to the road." 

Instead of which we nearly fall into a bubbling burn. Go back 




again ; make bee line up acclivity nearly as steep as aide of house ; 
find ourselves again on top of mountain. 

" How lucky!" shouts Fnrenr, M.P., beaming with delight 

As if we had been trying all this time to get to top of mountain 
instead of to bottom I 

Wants to wet his finger again and try how the wind lies. We 
protest Let us be saved that at least Fingeh leads off in quite 
another direction. By rocky pathway which threatens sprains; 
through bushes and brambles that tear the olothei ; by dangeroms 
leans from rock to rook he brings us to apparently impenetrable 
hedge. We stare forlorn. 

* r HaI" says Fnronr, M.P., more aggressively cheerful than 
ever. " The road is on other side. Thought we would come upon it 
somewhere." Somehow or other we orawf through. 

"Nothing like having an eye to the lay of country," says 
FrooEir, M.P.. as we limp along the road. " It 's a sort of insti 
you know. If I hadn't been with you, you might have had to a 
out all night on the mountain." 

They don't play goff at Deeside. They bicycle. Down the long 
avenue with spreading elm trees deftly trained to make triumphal 



>eamp 




The Crack of the WhipC* Pate !) 
arches, the bicycles oome and go. Wbtpskoom, M.P., thinks oppor- 
tunity convenient for acquiring the art of oycling. W. is got up 
with consummate art Has had his trousers out short at knee in 
order to display ribbed stockings of rainbow hue. Loose tweed- 
jacket, blood-red necktie, white felt hat with rim turned down all 
round, combine to lend him air of a Drury Lane bandit out of work. 
Determined to learn to ride the bioyole, but spends most of the day 
on his hands and knees, or on his back. Looking down avenue at 
any moment pretty sure to find W. either running into the iron 
fence, coming off sideways, or bolting head first over the handles 
of his byke. Get quite new views of him fore-shortened in all 
possible ways, some that would be impossible to any but a man of bis 
determination. 

"Never had a man stay in the house," says Fnrozir, M.P., 
ruefully, " who so out up the lawn with his head, or indented the 
gravel with his elbows ana his knees." 

Evidently I was mistaken about goff. Cycling's the thing in 
Sootland. 

Qoasyoucan, Inverness-shire, Saturday. — Wrong again. Not goff 
nor oycling is the thing to do in Scotland. It's stalking. Soon learn 
that mat truth at Goasyoucan. The hills that enoircle the house 
densely populated with stags. To-day three guns grassed nine, one 
a royal This the place to spend a happy day, orouohing down 
among the heather awaiting the fortuitous moment Weather no 
obj eot Rain or snow out you go, submissive to guidance and instruc- 
tion of keeper ; by comparison with whose tyranny life of the ancient 
galley-slave was perfect freedom. 

Consummation of human delight this, to lie prone on your fane 
amid the 
the snow 



speak ; if you can conveniently dispense with the operation, better 
not breathe. Sometimes, after morning and greater part of afternoon 
thus cheerfully spent, you may get a shot; even a stag. Also 
you may not ; or, having attained the first; may miss the latter. At 
any rate you nave spent a day of exhilarating delight 

Stalking is evidently the thing to do in Sootland. It 's a far cry 
to the Highlands. Happily there is Arthur's Seat by Edinburgh 
Town where beginners can practise, and old hands may feign delight 
of early triumphs. 

What the Sultan has a steokg objection to no.—" Send round 
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OUR NEW KWCHT N08PITALLER. 

[" We must regmrd it (Guy's Hospital) m aa 
institution aiming at the most Christian end*, of 
elementary necessity, nerer too rich for the work 
it had to do, and now, through no fault of its 
own, out down to one half of iU mean*." — Mr. 
GUuUUmJt Utter on Guy't Hoepital] 

" 'Twere good you do to much for charity." 
" Merchant of Venice," Ad IV., 8c. 1. 

Knight of St. John or Malta ? Nay! 
But needs of a leas knightly day 

The new Knight Hospitaller pleads. 
Onoe foremost in the press of fight 
We find to-day the good grey knight 

Militant still— for human needs. 

No more with levelled lanoe in rest, 
But, the Cross still upon his breast, 

A knightly almoner is he. 
Not as of old with flashing steel. 
But flashing words, he makes appeal 

In the great Cause of— Charity. 

Punch seoonds'it with warm goodwill. 
It tends a most unweloome chill 

Through every generous heart to think 
That the great gift of Thomas Gut 
Should suffer stint, or seem to die, 

Because lands fail and rentals sink. 

One hundred empty beds! Whilst wealth 
Swells in the west, and shaken health 

And sudden anguish soourge the east f 
It must not be, or how may we 
Who hold full stock and store in fee 

Ed joy the eoming Christmas feast ? 

Think ! Fifteen hundred poor kept out, 
And left in lonely pain and doubt 
B< cause the funds of Guy's so fail ; 




A Member of thi Public who mat bs ix- 

PIOTED TO ATTEND THI LbOTURR ON CRIMINAL 

Law. 

[The Lord Chibf Justice suggests the opening of 
the Lectures on Legal Subjects to the general public] 



The sufferer's peace, the surgeon's skill 

Checked, because Charity feels a chill 1 

Punch on his Publio would prevail 

To step into the breach, and brim 
Guy's store again, as urged by him 

Who new no party plea prefers, 
But a far wider, higher plea, 
In the great cause of Charity. 

Newest of Knight Hospitallers ! • 

* "Those who respond to Mr. Gladstone's 
appeal will not merely be ministering to the 
needs of a charity, ana supplying the wants of 
the poor, but they will be strengthening the 
hands of the medical profession in its life-long 
battle with disease, and will be assisting to 
secure the blessings of health to all who are in 
danger of being deprived of them."— The Timet. 



Mr. K-e H-rd-i.— No one has ever looked 
upon him other than as a perfectly harmless 
low-comedian with a highly developed mania 
for caps and kmokeTbookers, Ana this, pro- 
bably, is the reason why we are told, in the 
Liverpool Courier's " Labour Notes," that 
he is u an influential gentleman in England 
and very much run after for lecturing pur- 
poses." But alas I it appears— from the same 
source of information— that, in the United 
States, " the running after " is all on the 
erewhile West Ham representative's side ; 
though, being "rationally" garbed, this 
ought not to cause him muon inconvenience. 
It is almost pathetic tolearnthat the poor gen- 
tleman was in the position of a Mahomet be- 
fore a mountain of Fall River miners, from 
whom he was compelled to ask permission be- 
fore a lecture oould be arranged. Iehabod I 
or— more appropriately— - Knicker-hod I 



THAMES TALX.-A Forecast for 1896. 

How greatly improved are the steamboats. They seem to be as 
good as any at home and abroad. 

Quite so. They are simply floating palaces. You oould find 
nothing to equal them in America. 

So oonvement to have a better class for those who can afford a 
few extra pence. Without this, we should have never seen that 
duchess chatting away with the countess in her own right. 

Yes ; and se pleasant to be able to get five o'clock tea nioely served 
by trim waitresses in a saloon upholstered with satins and ormolu. 

And the duke and the viscount seem quite comfortable in the 
luxuriously furnished smoke-room. 

Well, the sight is not surprising considering that the designer 
went to the Junior United Service Club for his modeL 

And yet the artisans are contented with their part of the vessel 
It certainly was a happy thought to supply their cabins with 
bagatelle boards, dominoes, and a five guinea compendium of games. 

In spite of the size of the vessels the boats travel at a rapid rate. 
No doubt this is attributable to the magnificent engines. 

Of course. And really it is verypleaaant to travel from Chelsea 
to Kew to the sounds of a first-rate Hungarian Band. 

The commissariat, too, has not been neglected. The luncheon on 
board is worthy of the best traditions of the fcu/T** at Calais. And as 
cheap. Only fancy, half-a-crown for three courses and dessert ! 

Yes ; and that meal seems equally popular with the sixpenny tea 
(with oajcee and orumpets) prepared for the patrons of the fore-part. 

The fares are also very low. Even in these hard times it would be 
unreasonable to complain of overcharge when the ticket between the 
Temple and Hampton Court is only f ourpenoe. 

It is marvellous that no one tried the plan before of starting b:ats 
from half the piers for all the rest at five minutes interval. 

And yet they are crowded with travellers. Really the Thames 
seems to be a very popular highway. 

Naturally, when the passengers are sheltered from the weather- 
too much sun or a plethora of rain— at all times. 

And I suppose London may thank the County Council for estab- 
lishing comfort with economy, and luxury with rapidity f 

Oh dear, no I If the metropolis bad trusted to that dilatory body, 
it would have had to wait indeed! 

Then to whom are the five million inhabitants of the chief city of 
the universe indebted for these sweet boons f 

To an ordinary man of business who knows Tiow to cater for the 
multitude, and nas the courage to rely upon increased income as a 
of meeting additional outlay.— He merits a statue.— He de- 
hearty praise by the Press when he discards hutnoopmto. 



BOBING-BOOM HUMOURS. 

In oonsequenoe of the great success of the " Smoking at Home" at 
the Inner Temple, it is proposed to start a circus at the Middle. 

The suggested " Musical Dinner " at Lincoln's Inn is now under 
consideration, and will probably see the gas-light before the end of 
the term. * * 

The numerous professional engagements of Sir Fe-kx L-cxw-d 
will not prevent him from appearing as The "Lightning Cartoonist " 
at the oommg Gray's Inn motinie. 

Should the anticipated " Free-and-easy " come off at the Middle, 
the Lord Chavcklloe is not unlikely to give an exhibition of 
swordsmanship. The distinguished Peer is said to be the finest 
living exponent of the sword and dagger fight. 

The Lord Chief Justice is expected before Christmas to repeat 
his recent interesting address, with the assistance of a piano and 
dissolving views. A troupe of first-rate banjoists from the Three- 
in-a-BarMusioal Society may possibly be found among the incidentals. 

There is so truth in the report that at the next " Five o'clock tea 
with pipes" at Lincoln's Inn Sir 'Abet 'Awxnrs will warble 
" Down Neunnarket Way." 

In spite of the social entertainments in contemplation, the 
Examiners of the Council of Legal Education will perform their 
duties. At present there is no intention of adding another subject 
to the pass for admission to the Bar. In the future it may happen 
that all students will have to take up " the duties and responsibilities 
of proprietors of mu sic halls." 

From "The Potteet" Hayxaeeet.— The " Tree-ilby Tree-o," 
G. D. M.-cum-P. P.-et-B. T.. beg to state that they are all delighted 
with "the reoeption" of the piece, and still more with "the 
receipts." 



" Ex Pede."— Miss Baied appears as the model Trilby without 
_^oee or stockings. Such realism is a novelty which unfort 
prevents this young actress from ever losing her identity, as, 

y Baied, 



shoes or stockings. Such realism is a novelty which unfortunately 
prevents this young actress from ever losing her identity, as, though 
the upper jwrtion of her figure is ** very Tritby % " her feet are most 



Aeotmee Theatrical Bebtewt.— ** The Benefit of the Doubt." 
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TRUE HUMILITY. 

Right Smtrmd BoO. "I'm iruis tou'tb got a bad Em, Mb. JonmI" 
ThedttraU. '.'Oh no, my Lon, I amubb you I Pabts of it abb bzobllbmt !" 



IN PITT FOE SPEAGUB. 

[A fund ii being. raised in aid of the widow of 
the fireman Sfkaoub, who met hia deathgallantly 
in the late explosion in the Strand. " Sfbagub 
waa a young man, under 30 year* of age, of rood 
character and promise. Hia widow has one child, 
and is soon again to become a mother." — Tunet. 
Any subscriptions forwarded to Mr. W. 0. Header, 
Yestry Clerk, 161, Strand, towards the relief fund, 
will be thankfully receiyed and acknowledged*] 

Aib— Protest's •• City of Prague." 

We dwell in a city fear-haunted, 

And danger from fire is our lot ; 
Great pluck in our firemen is wanted, 

And that they have certainly got. 
We've stalwart young heroes in plenty 

To fight with the fiery-tongued flame. 
But to die when scarce past fiye-and-twentr, 

Seems sad, though like Spbagub, you die 



Our duty to-day seems quite certain 
The aim, of the fund, is not vague ; 

Punch hopes human pity will stir the 
whole city 
To honour the memory of Speague. 

In he dashed, though the hugh wall was 
frowning, 

The wall which fell, crushing on him ; 
Friends toiled, as to rescue the drowning. 

Mates dug, though with hope growing dim* 
They found him, death's flood bravely breast- 
ing,* 

Ten hours of lone anjruish he bore. 
Now, alas I the brave fireman is resting, 

To fight London's fire-fiend no 



• "Covered with dirt, haggard, and hardly recog- 
nisable for the rigorous man who had dashed into 
the court ten hours before ; he smiled faintly, and 
whispered words of gratitude and hope. • I am so 
glad you hare come,' he said. ' I shall be ail 
right again soon.' "—Deity New*. 



Though honour o'er him drops the curtain, 

Our duty to Ass is not vague. 
Subscribe, London city, in pride, and 
proud pity, 
And love of your brave fireman, 
Spbague ! 

"I PSOME8SI SPOSL" 

Pruccess Maud and the Danish Prince 
Charley. 

(JFithApologiestothe Memory of (hi great Author 
of "Maud.") 

[" Her Royal Highness Princess Maud of Wales, 
youngest daughter of the Prince and Princess or 
Wales, is engaged to be married to His Royal 
Highness Prince Charles, second son of the Crown 
Prince and Crown Princess of Denmark. The 
Queen has receiTed the news of the betrothal of 
her dear granddaughter with much pleasure, 
and giren her ready consent."— From " Court 
Circular."] 

I. 

Words that brighten the season, 

As winter's gloom is falling, 
44 Maud, Maud, Maud. Maud I " 

Loyal Britons are calling. 

n. 
Well loved Maud, of a well-loved brood 1 

And brave Prince Charles is with her. 
'Tie good, indeed, to see onoe more, 

Briton and Dane together 1 

in. 

Sea-king's son from over the sea. 
Successfully you have sought her I 

England cries 44 WeloomeI" this day to you, 
As onoe to the " Sea-king's daughter." 

IV. 

Our Qusjor is well content. 
44 I Promeeei Spoei.' . 



May the future stint its shadows, 
And leave their pathway rosy, 
v. 

Heard she the well-loved voices, 
Crying and calling to her :— 

Where is Maud, Maud, Maud ? 
A Prince has come to woo her. 

VI. 

Hark I a sound at the door ! 

4 ' Little King Charley snarling " r- 
Nay. A Damsh Prince 6om a distant jaort; 

And— this Charley is her darling ! 



A PLEA FOR OUR TREES. 
["The frost has told heavily on the Lonto 
trees."— Westminster Budget.] 

"Frost has told heavily on the Lood* 
trees." 
What matter; whilst the seasons watt 
and wax? 
But what makes London-lovers ill at eaie 

Is the fierce ruin of the Vandal axe. 
44 Frosty but kindly " is chiU Winter's too* 

Upon our trees, as on old Adam s head; 
But when the Jerry Builder lays hudim 
On trees, he leaves them but defow*- 
ordead! , , _ivi— 

Ruined by jobbing ' gardeners' A ratal!" 
ravages, « * *** n 

Hideous as Doni's cripples, troJJf * 
gnomes. _*.*--_ 

Will no one save from these tree-slsnfM*" 

The bowery charms of our suburban bo«« ! 

Happily Named.- 44 M. Jaubei i spoke b 
the Assembly for four consecutive now* 
Telegram from Ports. A{T|/> 
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TAKING THE REINS. 



Mr. Chambmllahc Tinted the Colonial Office on hie return from the Continent, end eabfoquently had a ooneuttation with Lord Salisbury. 

2fetyJ*o/#r,Ne?em»er2,l»96. 
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FASHIONS FOR THE FIFTH. 

To StrachanShavins, Esq. 

Diab Old Strachak,— So you want a few hints from me as to 
what yon should wear this Fifth of November. Well, my dear 
fellow, of course I shall be delighted to be of any service I can to you. 
Yon needn't h ive apologised for troubling me. It is only natural that, 
as you say, you ** shouldn't wish to make a fool of yourself on suoh > 
an oooasion by turning out in the wrong sort of toggery." Dress is 
a more important factor in our profession than is generally supposed, 
and we, as Gentlemen and Guys, should be the last to set conven- 
tionality and propriety at defiance by appearing in publio without 
proper regard to our personal appearance. 

First, let me beg of you not to be persuaded into adopting a cocked- 
hat. The career of the paper cocked-hat— 
with or without coloured trimmings— is closed, 
and I for one do not regret it, for it always 
seemed to me to imply an assumption of mili- 
tary rank which, on the part of civilians like 
ourselves, is surely rather a paltry affectation. 

The only correct head-covering will be the 
tall hat, which I hear will be bulgier than ever 
this year. The smartest will have open crowns 
and little or no brims. There has Dean some 
attempt to revive the old straw hat, though 
only with a black ribbon, but I have not heard 
of this being adopted by Guys with any preten- 
sions to dressiness. 

Masks this year are to be gayer— I might 
even tay gaudier— than ever. I noticed one of 
bright magenta with large grape-green spots ! 
Sounds rather startling, you will think ; but, 
really, worn with a fustian jacket of a rather 
sombre tone of chestnut, and a mock-astra- 
khan toque, the effect was not half bed. The 
latest idea seems to be to strike the dominant 
oolonr-note in the mask, and make the rest of 
the oostome lead up to it Personally, how- 
ever, I prefer something which renders its 
wearer less conspicuous. One in prawn-pink, 
with touches of cardinal red under each eye, 
and an edging of the same around the mouth, 
struok me as in exoellent taste. Another in 
bouchon-bruU black, relieved by sealing-wax 
red, was pleasing, though you may consider it 
almost too quiet. 

After all, the colour and design of the mask 
may safely be left to the taste and fancy of the 
individual 

Now, as to your coat. The sack-back over- 
coat stall holds its own, though it is open to 
the objection of concealing too much of the 
figure. Have nothicg to do with a striped 
flannel blazer, nor a glazed oalioo jacket You 
may see one or two about, but never on anyone who is anybody at all. 
You cannot gs wrong in a double-breasted pea-ooat, or one in black 
and rather shiny broadcloth, with rather long tails. I have decided 
on one myself, and consider it decidedly beooming. 

Don't be induced to appear " in character.'' I cannot see any 
sense myself in masauerading as some person of more or less 
ephemeral notoriety. Why should we desire to mislead the careless 
into taking us for a famous murderer, swindler, or statesman ? I 




know it is done, and by some who ought to be above such weakness ; 
but, depend on it, it 's a poor sort of ambition. Let us be content to 
be ourselves, members of the honourable and ancient Guild of Guys. 
There seems to be a general agreement to dispense with collars 
thia year, and adopt instead a red worsted comforter, which is quite 
as *ifrhtl v, and very much more hygienic in these raw, foggy days. 
But, if you must nave a collar, have one in the ** stiek-up" chape, 
with the ends slightly dog's-eared; the necktie can hardly be too simple. 
A a f or the trousers, they will be of muoh the same cut as hitherto, 
perhaps just a shade baggier at the knees, and falling "concer- 
tina "- wise, to meet the boots, into which they should be tuoked. 

Soles and heels will either be very muoh worn, or not worn at all- 
there is no fuete miUeu here ; but eschew boots of a brown oolour. 
which, on a formal oooasion like this, are very bad style indeed. Should 
you desire to be thought a very great " buok " ana " blood " indeed, 
you may have your boots an odd pair. A top- 
boot and a tennis shoe make a highly effective 
combination. 

It is not necessary to wear gloves ; but, if 
you do, remember to have white knitted ones, 
not kid. The finger-ends are generally left 
open, so as to produce an impression of elegant 
negligence. This may be heightened by allow- 
ing inst a suspicion of hay or straw to be 
visible at the apertures. 

Lastly, you inquire about the best kind of 
conveyance to make your rounds in. Take my 
advice, and refuse to be carried on a chair. I 
would not even accept a barrow, unless it is 
drawn by a donkey. It is only onoe a year, 
remember, and a certain amount of pomp and 
splendour is essential if we Guys are to main- 
tain the dignity of our Order in these degene- 
rate times. 

I hear whispers that one or two Guys who 
go in for being "up to date" are seriously 
thinking of exhibiting themselves this year on 
bicycles, and, considering the sudden and enor- 
mous popularity which the ** bike " (to employ 
a hideous and vulgar abbreviation that offends 
my taste) has aoquired of late amongst the so- 
called "Upper Ten," I am far from saying that 
even suoh a public personage as a Guy must 
neoessarily suffer any loss of dignity by being 
seen on a cycle— provided he insists upon being 
securely tied on to the handle-bars, and also 
upon the maohino being supported and guided 
for him by a oouple of able-bodied attendants. 
But this, I understand, will be de rigueur for 
any Guy who may so far unbend as to give the 
practice of cycling the sanction of his official 
recognition and oountenanoe. 

I think that is all you wished to know about ; 
so now, my dear old chap, let me wish you a 
thoroughly enjoyable day's outing, and a cheery 
evening by way of finish. You will find that the boys will do you un- 
commonly well, give you as many combustibles as you can hold, and 
there is sure to be plenty of fizz about. Sit tight, keep as cool as you 
can, don't lose your head, or let yourself go too soon, and you may 
reckon upon having what is ooUoquially termed ** a high old time." 

I shall expect a first-rate report, and you are pretty certain to 
hear from me if I am anywhere in your neighbourhood, so no more 
at present from Yours affectionately, Homme dm Paillb. 



MANY LICENSES AND ONLY ONE FISH SAUCE. 

The London County Council sits upon the site of one of London's 
oldest casino-gardens ("Spring Gardens"), and no one can there- 
fore wonder that it sits upon music-halls. It did not open its pro- 
ceedings on October 25 with the Chant du Dtyart, which was 
disappointing. Having gone wrong on water, was it not only natural 
that it should go wrong on gin, and hi one great ease give a verdict 
in favour of hole-and-oorner drinking f It invented a new danoe 
called the " Skate Dance." This is something in these days cf 
choregraphic enterprise. It should not, however, have fettered its 
invention with a license. If skating is " dancing on skates," what 
is not dancing? Is " daneins* attendance " illegal without a license ? 
Is the " poetry of motion " illegal without a license, and which is 
the most illegal P— the poetry or the motion f Does the " music of 
the spheres" require a lioense? Is the ploughboy, "whistling as 



he goes for want of thought," infringing any Act of Parliament ? 
li I copied an old poet, and asked a young lady to " drink to me 
only with her eyes," could she do so in an auditorium without the 
permission of the L. C. C. and the Brewster Magistrates f 

A Bxwildxud On. 



Ballymacabeett— et p&sterva nihil.— The "Natives of Ulster " 
resident in Glasgow came out of their shells for their annual re- 
union in the Waterloo Hall of that city, and were presided over upon 
the occasion by Mr. Wolff, M.P. The member for East Belfast was 

eloquent upon various tubjeets, but attained the highest pinnacle of 
the rhetorics I art when he spoke of the distriot with which he is 
ootmected and which " bears the beautiful name of Ballymacarrett" 
This poetically called sjwt appears to be the veritable Elysium of 
Erin, 'where"— according to the enthusiastic orator— ** people live 
happily, A place which would arouse the envy of most towns even 
in Scotland r f Evidently an Utopia wherein gaols and lunatic 
asylums arc conspicuously absent ; for who could commit a crime or 
go ' ' balmy on the crumpet " in BaUymaoarrett 1 Hark to the bard of 
the locality :— 

Great Jsdinbro's nothing, and nothing is Perth, 

And naught are ths citits most vaunted on earth : 

But give me my home, be it only a garret, 

'Mid the bleated lurroundings of Bsllymaci 



lymaoarrett! 



" Thi Woxor who Would" do what they shouldn't, had better 
leave the country in ship to be named The Grant- Alien Castk. 
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VERT LIKELY. 

Sib,— I think I can give a 
satisfactory answer to your 
correspondent who wishes to 
know the derivation of oar 
fllangj expression "Cheese it I " 
The Trench equivalent for the 
saying is not, as some sap- 
pose, Fromaget-le, bat Cesse% % 
second person plural, impera- 
tive mood from the verb cesser y 
to cease, which evidently is a 
derivative of the Latin noun- 
substantive casa, meaning 
"cheese*"— Yours obediently, 
Cmddaju 



"Bums is Wnxnr-i."— 
There is great and just re- 
joicing in Liverpool over a 
repentant Liberal, by name 
Councillor Wninrz. who has 
joined the Conservative ranks. 
He would have joined before 
only "I thought," Mid he, 
" there was too much connec- 
tion between the Conservativea 
and the drink trade* But 
now all that has completely 
changed," and he can, with an 
easy conscience, side with the 
Tory Party, which, he informs 
us, " he has been Uiting during 
the last five years"! Really, 
after so prolonged and severe 
an ordeal, it is astonishing that 
there should be any Conserva- 
tive Party left for Mr. "Willdtk 
to throw nis lot in with. How- 
ever, it may with confidence be 
expected that he will prove as 
great a gain to his new eause 
as, undoubtedly, is the loss 
which he has inflicted upon his 
former partisans. 



IT 




SHEER IGNORANCE. 

Benevolent Person. " Comb, my littlb Mur, you mtotk't Cry like that 1 " 
Bey. "GabnI 'Ow am I to Cby then!" 



"THE COMING OF 
ARTHUR." 

["We understand thtt Mr. 
Hbnby Abthto Jones, the 
dramatist, intends to drop the 
surname by which he has hither- 
to been known to the public la 
future he will accordingly be 
known as Mr. Hbnby Aethxtb." 
—Defy New; October 80.] 

ABeminentdramatisthaTiBff 
abandoned one of his names, ft 
is believed that the surname 
Abthub, henceforth so fllus- 
trious, will beoome extremely 
fashionable, and it is rumoured 
that the following gentlemen, 
amongst others, willre- arrange 
their names, and will imme- 
diately be elected membenaf 
AfiTHTTE'sClub:— 

The Bight Hon. Jambs Bal- 
foub Abthub ; Mr. Juitiot 
Chablbs Abthub ; Mr. Justice 
Kbkbwiok Abthub; fir 
Abhold Abthub: SirSuiu- 
vah Abthub; Sir William 
Blomfibld Abthub, A.R.A.; 
Mr. Haokbb Abthub, A.RJL; 
Mr. W. Porno Abthui; 
Mr. Cecil Abthub; Mr. 
Robbbt S. Abthub. 

%• Our "Enby Hauthos" 
is, as far as concerns dramatic 
authorship, "The Only Jokbs." 
Why descend from thii pin- 
nacle f — Ed. 



Whew is an ice rink noti 
nice rink? When it has no 
mnsio and (skate) dancing 
license. 

The Woman with a Put 
generally has many present!. 



SOMETHING LIKE JUSTICE. 

VERY MUCH ABBOAD. Bant*- A Foreign Land. Aoousedm 

Dock. Judge on Bench. Usual accessaries. 

Judge. We say yon are guilty, and there is no use in denying it. 

Accused. But I declare on my honour that I am innocent. 

Judge. Your honour I Who ever heard of a villain's honour I 

Accused. I am no villain. I swear it— yes, by my mother's grave. 

Judge. So wicked a criminal desei yes no mother I [Sensation. 

Accused. Oh, this is monstrous! You may insult me; but you 
have no riant to asperse the memory of my mother. 

Judge. Your mother would weep were she to see you now. She 
would be bowed down to the ground with shame. 

Accused. Why with shame ? For I am innocent. 

Judge. You are guilty, I repeat. And the jury shall share with 
me my opinion. I am your judge, and I assert it 

Accused. Then this trial is a farce ! 

Judge. No, Sir; take my word for it, you will find it a tragedy ! 
[Trial concludes in the customary fashion. 

QUITE AT HOME. Scehe — An English Court. Accused in 
Dock. Judge on Bench. Usual accessories. 
Judge. I really must request you to be silent, in your own interest. 
Accused. But I plead guilty. 

Judge. I do not think you know what you are doing. By saying 
that you committed the crime of which you are accused, you deprive 
yourself of the ehanoe of acquittal. 
Accused. I cannot help that. I did commit the crime--I avow it. 
Judge. You are going out of your way to assume unnecessary 

" men of the jury to decide, 
myself. I have only followed the 
ins. 

Judge. You have no right to say so. We have to deal with you, 
not with your relations. Now, please, plead " Not guilty." 
Accused. Anything f or a auiet life I *• Not Guilty." 
Judge. I am infinitely obliged to you. Thank you much. Now, 
what might have commenced as a tragedy may end as a farce. 

[Trial concludes m the customary fashion. 



A WAKNING. 

[The Anti-Tobacco Society has "little doubt that, if a subscription ware 
raised to adequately support a test case, a decision would be giren, which 
would demonstrate public smoking to be an illegal, unjust, ungentlemanlj, 
and, therefore, unchristian habit."] 

To all and sundry warning, whom Tobacco holds in thrall, 

And a word of glad good-tidings to non-smokers one and all ! 

You have heard of cur Society— its greatness all allow — 

Our intentions in the p'ainest terms permit me to avow. 

When we've brought (and won) our test case— we shall win it, who 

can doubt P — 
All those who hate tobaooamoke once more may venture out ; 
And the sun will shine far brighter— this at least, I think, is clear- 
In a sweet and unpolluted and unsmoky atmosphere. 

Along the streets the citizens in comfort then will fare, 
" All delicately marching through the dear pellucid air." 
The patron of the music hall once more will fretly breathe, 
And the crowd, bereft of baccy, soon will almost cease to '* seethe. 

No more the luckless passenger will oough, and gasp, and choke, 
As he swallows on the 'bus-top a pernicious blend of smoke, 
No more we '11 watch the cricket at the Oyal through a haze 
That cigars and cigarettes and pipes innumerable raise. 

No more unwitting find ourselves, and miserably cower, ^ 

In a third-class smoking carriage, with no stop for quite sn how\ 
And no more from smarting eyes the tear we now shall have to wipe, 
Excited by the navvy's small out parlous pungent pipe. 

No more " Old Friend" or " Negrohead " 'twill be our lot to sniff, 
We shall walk abroad unf earful of the " penny morning whin, 
Never more— oh, joy to think it !— shall be atnoken from afar 
By the penetrating odour of the ** Saturday cigar " ! 

The Golden Age will then be here, no evil shall be rife, 
E'en the smoker will be forced to live a just and Christian life. 
One warning; more. Let all beware the wretched obvious joke, 
Nor dare to hint our great crusade is like to end— in smoke. 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Fbsttvb Farmers,— There 
was a meeting lately of the 
North Somerset Agricultural 
Society, whereat— acoording to 
the Bristol Mercury— 

Mr. 8. Harding proposed "The 
health of Mr. £. H. Llewellyk. 
their president end member.'' 
Mr. Lliwilltn, he said, wu 
the idol of North Somerset. 

The toast was drank amidst the 
singing of " For he's a Jolly Good 

Mr. Llbwbllth thanked all 
present for their kindness in pay- 
ing him the greatest oompliment 
they oould pay to an Englishman, 
namely, by calling him a jolly 
good fellow. 

Yes, Mr. Llewelltb, there 's 
sense in your attitude I 
When by other folks' virtues 
or wits we 're opprest, 
We feel 'tis no paradox, almost 
a platitude. 
That "jolly rood fellows " 
are alter all best 1 

We can't all be famous in art 
or in 'ologies : 
To the rank of Field Marshal 
'tis vain to aspire ; 
Bat— offering to Don-dam a 
thousand apologies— 
A "jolly good fellowship" 
all can acquire. 

The Hope-crop nr Soot- 
land.— In another agricultural 
body— the Soottish Chamber to 
wit— they seem to be rather 
sanguine souls. One speaker 
remarked that " Mr. Love and 
the other members of the Go- 
vernment were pledged up to 
the hilt to dispel agricultural 
depression. 1 ' He did not men- 
tion when the Government are 
supposed to have " taken the 
pledge," or how anybody can 
contrive to be pledged " up to 
the hilt," instead of-as it 
ought to be— "down to the 
dregs," about anything. "Dis- 




CACOfcTHES SCRIBENDI. 

Faeoy Pobtbait of thb Gbrtlbmah who writes every Year to thb 
Times, to okboniolb thb first Pbimrosb hb picks in thb Vioarage 
Garden, and thb song of that precocious Cuckoo that his uttlb 
Grandson hbard in thb Woods oh thb First of April. Hb is now 
writing to describe a Meteor which flrw over thb Vioaraos with 
a loud report at 9.37} p.m. oh november 5, 1895, just a8 hb was 
about to retire for thb night. 



Si" is a little too strong, 
idn't Lord Salisbury at 
Watford say he had "no 
panacea " ? The farmer's 
friends must go slow— plenty 
of patience and "plucJL" or 
they'll be "ploughed"! 

Coma or Convalescence?— 
Listen to the Cork DaOy 
Herald .— 

"Something must be done to 
bring about the return of the old 
healthy conditions in the Irish 
Party.'' 

It sees it at last! No doubt 
theParty was strong and vigor- 
ous "irwi consul* Parnell" ; 
but w&a it the strength 01 
health, or of inflammation, as 
Dr. Gkkald Balfour and the 
Unionist dootori would say? 
The leading' Irian physicians, 
of course, hold that the patient 
is now in a relapse, and must 
be roused at ail ooats, and to 
roiiBd him they all quarrel at 
his bedside. Not a "good 
bedside manner," this ! 



Congratulations. 

TowhomP To Mr. Stanhope 
Forbes, A.R. A., on his receiv- 
ing a first-class medal at the 
ICnnioh Arts Exhibition* They 
should also have bestowed on 
him the freedom of the city and 
nude him a member of the 
Munioh-ioality. Likewise to 
Hubert Hbrkomer, R.A., de- 
corated by theEmperor of Aus- 
tria* So fsr is good, very 
excellent good ; but there may 
be yet something in store for 
him, and Mr. Punch says— 

"Hubert, I lore thee. 
WelL I'll not say whit I in- 
te ad for thee/' 

But all will come in pood time, 
to our arUAtio Brother Brush 
and Worshipful Worker in 
metals. 



"PLEASE TO REMEMBER THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER." 

An esteemed and learned contributor, who wishes, for the moment, 
to preserve his incognito, has sent to 85, Fleet Street, a suggestion 
for the procession of the ninth inst., which may yet recommend 
itself to the Lord Mayor Elect:— " As Sir Waiter 
is a barrister-at-law," writes our correspondent, 
" would it not be a graceful act if his connection 
with the forensic profession were brought in 
nenoe by suitable accessories P '' As the 
worthy of consideration, the proposed programme is 
herewith set forth :— 



i promi- 
ldea is 



Constable clearing his throat. 

Inns of Court Volunteers, with their bands. 

Private Praotioe (alone). 

Deputation of the Junior Bar, a thousand strong, 

shirking their military responsibilities. 
Master of the Bevels of Gray's Inn, in wig and 

Masks of Flowers, on horseback. 
Deputation of the Junior Bar, with Bar-maids, 



Treasurer of the Middle Temple seated inacar repre- 
senting a Smoking Concert in HalL 
A Solicitor with briefs. 
Deputation of the Junior Bar, two thousand strong, 

in close attendance. 

Hungry Members of the L. C. Sessions who have not 

received " soup." 

The Recorder of London seated in his chariot. 




Banner with Recorder's motto, " Come one, come Hall ! " 

Foil Members of the L. C. Sessions who have received " soup," 

preceded by offioer, in uniform of ** Marshal Tureen." 

Sir Geohoe Lewis in a big case, drawn by Irritating Magistrates. 

Deputation of the Junior Bar, three thousand strong, prepared 

for actions. 

A ear containing all the Judges, drawn by Mr. Ex- 

Solicitor-General on a single sheet. 

Sheriffs' offioers dancing. 

Trophy representing the Glories of thePast, including 

Effigies of John Dob and Richard Rob, and 

other celebrities. 
One-horse Fly of Mr. A. Briefless, Junior, 

occupied by his Clerk. 
The City Marshal alone, without Snelgrove. 
The Bight Hon. the Lord Mayor in full forensic 
costume, consulting his Fee-book. 
Deputations from various Bars— Potters Bar, Crite- 
rion Bar, Old Turnpike Bars, and 
Sir Arthur Sullivan representing Bar of Music 
It is suggested by the proposer ox the programme 
that it would be useless to arrange for any large 
number of solicitors to be present. The members of 
that branch of the profession are invariable well 
employed durin* term time. But this consideration 
does not apply to the younger members of the Bar. 
It is understood that gentlemen duly qualified to 
take part in the precession can obtain full particulars 



by applying to rump-handle Court, and 
the first instance) for Mr. Portdioton 



wjm s ua f , .j ^ 
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HOW KLTPEB SLEW THE NEW FOREST HORNET. 

Chapter HI.— The Restoration. 

It was a terrible position. The goblin and the hornet glared at 
one another as fiercely as two ladies, who have got on the same 
patterned frocks. It was one of those moments when you oonld no 
more tell the hour by blowing thistle-down than attempt to make 
snowballs out of hoar frost. Kipper was the first to reoover his 

Sresenoe of mind. " What do you want here ? " he shouted to the 
ornet with all the virtuous force which he oould put into a voioe 
not naturally bass. * * What do you want here ? " he repeated, more 
angrily : ana, nearly oracking his organ of speech, he screamed, with 
a superb air of oommand, "Be off, you rascal! I say, be offl" 
The giant hornet smiled in that sort of way whioh gives an honest 
ladybird the creeps, as he growled. 
••What do I want P That gjrll"- and 
he pointed to the terrified Kglaicthte. 
"Ill teach her to interfere in my 
business. I 'ye no quarrel with you, 
Kipper, so I strongly advise you to 
mount your old horny-head " (here the 
stag-beetle said a rude remark to him- 
self), ** get out of my way, and let me 
do my will." " Never ! " cried Kipper, 
drawing his fine sword-grass blade. 
"Comeon!" " 1 Kipper, dear Kipper, 
don't risk your lite for me." sighed 
Eglaetinb; "please don't." "Keep 
quiet I " muttered Kipper, testily. 
"Why do women always interfere in 
these little matters P" Then to Nippard 
he added, "Come on, you swaggering 
bully, you tormentor of every peaceful 

inhabitant, you horrid tyrant, you " 

But here the hornet, stung by these 
reproaches, tried to reply in similar but ( 
more practical fashion. Kipper, how- 
ever, was too quick for him, and gave 
him a sharp prod in the right wing just 
as ha was swooping down on the crouch- 
ing Egliktiee. The 8tagbeetle dapped 
his horns together at the thrust, while 
the toad waddled out of his hole and 
took notes of the affray without com- 
ment, for he had just as fine a sense of 
the value of neutrality as Mr. Gladstone 
or the President of the United States. 
Nippard, however, was in nowise dis- 
comfit d and made another ferocious 
dash, this time straight at Kippitr, who 
fenced his stiog, but got a buffet on the head from the hornet's 
body whioh almost knocked him off his legs. However, he re- 
covered himself and stood once more on guard. Eglantine mean- 
while had pressed some more wild mint between her fingers and 
anointed her champion's brow. This seemed to refresh him very 
much. As to the starbeetle, he was too frightened to do anything. 
So the fight continued, now Kipper got a good stroke, now Nippard 
wounded the goblin, but the hornet was never able to get full power 
into bis sting, nor the goblin into his sword, so nimble were both. 

At last Kipper, in parrying a most venomous onslaught, tripped 
and fell backwards, and, ere Eglantine or the stagbeetle oould oome 
to his assistance, his foe had pounced upon him. It was a fearful 
sight as both struggled on the sward. At last Kipper's blade was 
thrust with a shout of triumph into the monster's body, and he stood 
on it as it fell. But alas I scarcely had he done so, when he himself 
rolled lifeless betide the corpse of his enemy. He had forgotten that 




" He recovered himself and stood once more on guard." 



hornets, like wasps and writers of raninisoenoe', can still sting, when 
they no longer breathe. Eglantine and the stagbeele vainly 
endeavoured to revive the champion, who had won. He was as 
insensible to their attentions as is an ironclad ship to the persistence 
of an exploded torpedo. The stagbeetle, who was gettug rather 
weary from want of refreshment, and hated " scenes," proposed that 
he should go and fetoh assistance while Eglantine might watch 
the body. This she readily oonsented to do. Hardly had the beetle 
droned himself out of sight when she flung herself upon the remains 
of the hero and shed many bitter tears ere she oould speak. At 
last she cried in her anguish " Oh ! my dearest, who was so good 
to me, oome back, oome back, for I love you; yes! I love you 
dearly." 

Soaroely were the words out of her mouth when the little form of 
Kipper disappeared, and there arose in his place not a prince in 
velvet doublet and silken hose, but a 
well favoured man of about thirty, 
dressed in a tweed suit, with billycock 
hat to match. Eglantine, though very 
much surprised, was not the least bit 
frightened, not even when the stranger 
addrested her. "Sweetest Eglantine,'' 
he said, " know that I am not a goblin, 
but a human being like yourself. I 
teas fortunate enough to discover a mine 
of virgin gold in W estern Australia, and 
to have the property assigned to me by 
the government. Selfishly I kept the 
secret to myself, and thereby incurred 
the anger of the King of the Gnomes, 
who, as a punishment for my sin against 
the welfare of humanity, caused me to 
be seized and transported here by the 
Underground Antipodes Railway. In 
this forest I was to abide in the repul- 
sive form of Kipper the Goblin, and to 
make myself as disagreeable as possible 
to everybody. I have done so, with 
considerable success. Only one chance 
of release was given to me, and that 
was when some pure-hearted maiden 
should declare her love for me. My 
case seemed hopeless ; but you, darling, 
have broken the spell, and restored me to 
my real self. My true name is Abchi- 
bat.d Johnson. Will you be Mrs. J. f 

Eglantine, having no fixed ideas as 
to •• the proper age of love," unhesita- 
tingly answered *• Yes." 

So the inhabitants of the New Forest, 
big and little, knew Eglantine no more, 
and her mother retired to a house in Grosvenor Square, where she 
was waited on by a butler who looked like a bishop, and by sixteen 
tall footmen, whose discharges from the life Guards she had > bought 
at considerable expense to her son-in-law. But he was rich and 
happy, and his beautiful wife's photographs were in all the staiaonerr 
shop-windows. No traoe of the great fight exists, except the body 
of Nippard the Hornet, whioh the toad, with an eye to business, 
stuffed, end exhibits on bank holidays and Coronation Day to all the 
lower members of creation at four barley corns a head ; moles, earth- 
worm*, and tadpoles half -price. He devotes Dart of the proceeds to 
the Home for Decrepit Dormice, so it costs him nothing. As to the 
stagbeetle, he joined a travelling circus, after being Dainted whits 
with black spots. He was accidentally killed, when doing the hoop- 
trick, and may now be teen labelled a "Remarkable Specimen" m 
the Natural History Museum at South Kensington. 
the end. 



CANINE SAGACITY IN EXCELSIS. 

Dear Sir,— I can vouch for the absolute accuracy of the following 
remarkable instance of canine sense and kindly feeling. My wife 
has a little pet dog. with a lingular penchant for bones, whioh he is 
apt to litter about in inoonvenient places. 

The other morning my wife discovered, under her pillow, a half- 
gnawed bone, evidently placed there by Tim (the dog), who is 
accustomed to sleep at the foot of our bed. Now this is where the 
extraordinary intelligence oomes in. Our doctor, on the previous 
day, had told my wife that she must take nourishment at frequent 
intervals, even, if necessary, in the middle of the night ; and, when 
the doctor said this, Tim was present/ The devoted animal evi- 
dently thought this an excellent opportunity for serving his beloved 
mistress ; and consequently he sacrificed his best and moat cherished 
bone, that she might have something to eat during the lone; night 
watches. What altruism is displayed by this selection of a hiding- 
place, and how it puts us poor humans to the blush 1 



It certainly was not the dog's fault if a partially-gnawed bone 
was not precisely the sort of delicacy likely to tempt my wifes 
capricious appetite. A dog cannot be expected to know everything I 
All honour to this noble-minded quadruped ! ** La plus noble <#*- 
quete que rhomme ait jamais faite? says Bufpoe, 'Vert "-<?«« 
assuriment notre Tim ! Yours ever, Spectator. 



In a letter, published a while ago in the oolumns of Druth, and 
pertinently entitled '•Cacophonous London," Dr. George Wexdoe 
ably pointed out the evil effects upon the nervous system ottne 
community caused by vs grant singers, thrieking newspaper boys, 
German bands, piano organs, et hoe genus omne. We now jM>nes 
that Mr. Charles Fox, who is " organising a oamwuW'-JMe; 
44 organising" is evidently on the homoeopathic principle that !»• 
cures like "—against the nuisance, has addressed a meeting of toe 
Balloon Society on the subject. But why the Balloon Society r The 
" cacophony " complained of is not, unfortunately, in nubibus. 
■ 
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PEACE AND PLENTY. 

Notts fbom the Menu Card of Toby, M.P. 

H6t*l MHropole, Wednesday Night.— Dinner in Whitehall' Roomi 
to celebrate completion of railway communication between Natal and 
South Africa. Oocasion important ; list of guests comprehensive ; 
all the Colonies represented, whilst Don Jose, home from historic 
Spain, happily tynified the paternal British Lion glad to see its 
cubs around it. Walter Peace, Agent-General for Natal, is the 
Amphitryon— J* vMtable Amphitryon ou ran dine. As Sabe says, 
" With Peace in the Chair and Plenty on the table, what more can 
one desire?" 

An excellent'dinner, marked by an innovation against which pro- 
test cannot be made too early. , Between the entrSe and the joint 

oigarettes served 
Worse still, they 
were lit and 
smoked ; timid- 
ly at first, but 
weak-minded 
men seeing 
others start also 
msde themselves 
uncomfortable. 
Boom soon filled 
with poisonous 
smoke ox tobaooo 
and paper. I like 
a cigar at dinner, 
or even two— in 
nroper place. 
This spoiling of 
the palate mid- 
way through a 
meal was wanton 
flying in the face 
of Providence 
who had next 

{>rovided exeel- 
ent saddle of 

Joe Chamberlion encouraging the Colonial Cubs. Custom of in- 
terpolating cigarette has not even oolonial origin to recommend it. 
" Kicky " likes it. 'tis true. But the British public scornfully asks, 
u Who , sKiOETp^andwmbenowiserifIteUthemlieUac3^talist 

After dinner, speeches. For a man whose breast is blazoned with 
Victoria Cross, never saw anyone in suoh a funk as Redvebs Buller 
when he rose to reply to toast to the Army. Knees shook ; manly 
cheek blenched ; evidently moment when he contemplated turning 
his back on foe and bolting. But pluck of British soldier prevailed^ 
and he pulled through. If alternative were open to him, would 
rather have gone through the Ashantee Campaign again, or worked 
his wajr once more through the sad Soudan. 

Nothing of this feeling apparent in demeanour of old friend 
Maetih F. Tupper. General impression is that, like Shaebfeaee, 
he is dead. All a mistake ; only changed his estate ; dropped his earlier 
initials; assumed name of Charles, with a baronetcy, theG.ClLG., 
the C.B., and the High Conunissionership of Canada. Talks prose 
now instead of poetry. But the old style indelible, ineradicable. 
His speech to-night marked by all the prosy, kindly, oommonplaoe 
verbosity of the Proverbial Philosophy of his earlier state. 

Doe Jose, rising to respond to toast of his health, met with hearty 
reception. Misguided man at end of room proposed to greet him as 
"a jolly good fellow." Effort well meant; had the songster 
managed, at outset, to strike right note, the thing might have been 
done. As it was inapnropriateness of this particular hymnal, com- 
bined with a certain flatness in the opening notes of the songster, 
chilled the choir. As Saex says, " jollity not precisely the quality 
one associates with Joe." So the melody, after feebly fizzling round 
the tables, was drowned in burst of laughter. 

Oocasion was, as Doe Jose remarked, first time he had publicly 
appeared in capacity of Minister for the Colonies. In every way 
a harpy one. A gathering; representing the uttermost owners of the 
Empire, each vying with the other in loyalty to Crown. New Secre- 
tary, with easy grace, rose to height of situation. Struck lofty note 
in his picture of our fellow-subjects throughout the world recognis- 
ing the great inheritance that has befallen them by mere virtue of 
their citizenship. " They must feeL" he said, in ringing voice that 
found eoho in the crowded room, " that no separate existence, how- 
ever splendid, could compare with that they enjoy equally with our 



with Colonies or foreign powers." Jnst the thingTfor the hour, and 
the place. Full of promise for fresh triumphs for Doe Jose on the 
new pathway he surprised some people by selecting as his own. 

After the Colonial Secretary, the Lord High Admiral. Doe 
Cueeie, also, though in quite a different way, in his best form. 
Could not look upon him as with clasped hands, and eyea upraised to 
a perturbed firmament, he protested against oontinued absence of 
imperial subvention of mail packets to the Cape, without tiiinlrfiig 
what a tragedian is here lost to the stage ! 

Threw quite a fresh light on the Spanish Armada. " Why," he 
ezolaimed, "the Spanish Armada, with the assistance of Portugal 
and Mexico, did not include as many ships as are under my manage- 
ment in the Castle fleet ! " 

" Let us be grateful," said Saee, as the man in the hat and cloak 
department handed him through the pigeon-hole someone else's 
overooat, "that Bon Cueeie was not born before his time or out of 
his place. Had he been a subject of Philip the Secoed, he would 
certainly have commanded the Armada. In which case the whole 
course of history would have been changed, and to-day Great Britain 
would have been even as Cuba." 



THE HEW WOMAN IV SOMERSET. 

(Told by the Old Woman at the Farm.) 

'Twbbe market day, and Joke were late, 

I thart o 9 steppin' out up t* hill, 
When there in v road, 'gin barton gate, 

I see a body, aim faint and ill. 
Twere one o' these yer cyclist folk. 

Us ha'n't sin much on 'em Quantock way, 
But Robert to Lunnon, he 've often spoke 

0' women in breeks— more t hame, Isay. 
Well, there ! 'twere one on 'em, sure as sure ; 

Look fair a-doneded— her must ha' bin- 
So. breeks or no, when her knock on f door, 

'• Wark in," I says to her. " Place to wark in." 

Her 'd a summat to eat and drink, and then 

Her do tark so fast as a chatter-pie 
'Bout 't rights o' women, and tyrant men, 

I tellee, her fair a-flummoxed L 
Suoh a power o' words, sim Latin and Greek, 

As you couldn't tell up not one in ten, 
And her said as us art for to vote and speak, 

And be in t' Parliament, same as men. 
And a taxable plenty o* nonsense more—. 

The things some folk do get putt'n about 
Afore John come home, us opened f door. 

And "Wark out, wull eeP f ' I says, "Wark out ! " 



selves as joint heirs of all the traditions of the past, joint partakers 
of all the influence, resources, and power of the British Empire." 

A speech not too long, splendidly pitched, admirably phrased, full of 
the old Palmeratonian ring, and yet, if closely examined, signifying 
nothing likely to embarrass a Minister in future relations either 



What 's nr a Name P— The Hampshire County Council is dubious 
whether it should surrender the title of " County of Southampton " 
to the great borough, which Sir Charles Scottir has so greatly 
benefited. Why not call the county Cookhamptonehire, a cognomen 
which would en-hants its supremacy over the district with a similar, 
but northern appellation f Those sensible oounty magnates the 
Messrs, Portal are always open to a practical suggestion. 



Song for the Shipbuilding: Trade. 

(On the Clyde.) 

[What is called a " lympathetio " look-out has been carried out by the 
employers on the Clyde, in consequence of a strike on the Lame at Belfast]. 

Labour (after a celebrated model), loquitur .— 

I srrs with my hands in my lap, 

And if any one axes me why, 
I points out Belfast to the chap ; 

™ It is ' sympathy ' makes me," says L 



" Speed the Pabtdto, welcome the comlnq Guest," oe " The 
'Outs ahd Iks' of it."— Lord Bosebert left Sandringham, and 
Mr. Chambeblaih arrived. 

"OBefoek it Altogether ! "— The Lord Maioe's Show is a 
thing of the past It was better done last Saturday than it has been 
on any recent oocasion. But it would be * ' better done " — away with. 

To Mr. Chahbeblaih as Coloktal Minister. — Many Happy 
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"AU PIED DE LA LETTRE." 

Customer [to famous Modiste). " I 'm fabting with my Maid, Madame Aldeoondb, and I should libe to oit eu into youb 
Bstabusbmint." Madame A. "What can she do! n Customer. "She *s albeadt a. vbbt dbobnt Dbbssmabbb." 

Madame A. " I f M afeaid, Madam, that bhb would hot do fob most of my Oubtombbb 1 " 



ROUNDABOUT HEADINGS. 

In this depressing; weather it is always well to have something to 
be thankful for. My own speoial snbjeet for rratitnde is the cessa- 
tion and final end of the Marlborough- Vanaerbilt wedding • All 
these columns of matrimonial gosh which have been arriving by 
mail and eable from America have been sufficient to make even a 
rood man curse his fellow-man, and retire to some othei planet. 
Perhaps the young Duke himself ought not to be blamed. I know 
nothing; against him except that he was arrested in New York ior 
" coasting" on a bicycle, and that he has made one speech in the 
House of Lords. These are grays matters, no doubt, but they mutt 
not be sUowed to blast a young man's career at its very outset. 

Nob possibly are the Vandebbilts altogether in fault They 
possess many millions, and it is perhaps natural that they should 
detire to celebrate the marriage * f their daughter by spending; some 
of their dollars on diamonds, rubies, gold, silver, and exotic flowers. 
Bat what is offensive about the business is the morbid excitement 
of the American public The Amerioin public may declare that it 
was not excited ; but, in that ease, it is difficult to understand why 
its newspaper proprietors should have flooded their columns with 
descriptive gush in which not even the bride's underolothing is 
spared from publicit y . 

MoBBOVSB, this marriage was rehearsed. I don't think I am 
putting the matter too strongly when I say that this constitutes an 
outrage not only on good taste, but on all proper religious feeling. 
I imagine the happy pair bowing and kneeling with their bridesmaids 
and attendants, and the weeping maiden aunts who are never absent 
from such a ceremony, going solemnly through the intrioate maze of 
responses, while a mock clergyman reads a mock service and all the 
spectators indulge in a mockery of emotion and congratulation. For 
myself I would as soon re-marry a hearse, as rehearse a marriage. 

The whole business is, in fact, an illustration of that passion for 
tawdry display and vulgar ostentation in which the great American 
Republic seems to have gone not one but about a million better (or 
worse) than the parent stock. I sincerely hope that the supply of 



marriageable peers and American heiresses is now exhausted, and 
that we may hear no more of these international engagements. 



I spoke last week of the undergraduate in relation to his doe; 
This week I should like to say a few words of the undergraduate in 
relation to his clothes. It seems to be aenerally imagined that the 
undergraduate is addicted to dreasiog himself out in the smartest 
possible clothes for his daily stroll alongKing's Parade or the High. 
Nothing can be further from the fact The error is probably due to 
those splendidly inaccurate descriptions of university life with which 
novel readers have been of late perplexed. From these it might be 
supposed that the undergrsduate was in the habit of changing his 
clothes some six times a day merely for purposes of display, and of 
reserving his very smartest suit for the daily visit that he pays to 
the gorgeous gambliog-hells which are. as we all know, to be found 
by the score in the suburban districts of Oxford and Cambridge. 

As a matter of fact, the average undergraduate is, in matters of 
dress, the simplest of mankind. His great ideal is comfort, and as 
old clothes are naturally more comfortable than new, it is quite a 
common sight to see great Blues, presidents of dobs, shining; lights 
of the river, the field, or the schools arrayed in Norfolk jackets, in 
trousers on which at least two winters have laid their defacing hand, 
and in shirts which, though of an immaculate oleanness, show 
evident signs of wear and tear in the cuff department. 

It mukt be remembered that the ordinary uidergraduate only 
wears the clothes of civilisation for about half of every day. During 
the rest of the time he is to be found in the garb most appropriate to 
his athletio pursuits. In the ease of a rowing man, these extend 
only to within six inches of his knees, and spectators have been heaid 
to wonder how such large and heavy frames can be supported on so 
melancholy a deficiency of calves. I don't know how it is, but it is 
a fact that if a rowing man stands more than seventy-two inches in 
height, the girth of his calves will not exceed some ten inches. 



If in writing thus of undergraduate dress I have destroyed a 
eheriahed illusion, I can only express my regret; but I have a strong 
feeling th at the truth should be at last made to prevail, even against 
the inexactitudes of university novelists. 
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THE MAIVELL0U8 FEAT OF TREE-ILBY 8VENCALIVAM8ED I 

"ZW/eV# tootsies! IWJsVsisst! 

There '■ no mistake, 

They take the cake, 
Do Trilby's model feet !" 

Chorus ofPopnUtr Nigger Song, adapted. 

The state of those who have read the novel before aeeinf the play, 
is gracious ; the state of those who have seen the play without having 




Mr. Iree SvengaHvanting, " You must learn to lore me ! " 



previonalviwdtheDoveListhemoregraoions. SvengaU, the weird, 
unwashed Hebrew, the fantastical, musical magician, so d— ri««fS 
fee story, that the author of his being will he remembered as George 
a /MPS: And S**"^ *«• Satanioai. marvellously imperso- 
nated by Mr. Beerbohm Tree, stands out as the eentral figure of the 
strange unponvent tonal drama at the Havmarket. It isn't lY-fl&y, 
the hypnotised subject, but Svengali, the fearful " object" the dirty 
demoniac hypnotiser t on whom all eyes are fixed, and la whom the 
interest is centred. He is Shylook and Fagin, Mephistophelesked ; 



he is as loathsome aslHyde without Jekyl : he is the Spirit of Evil in 
the story of the Devil's Violin ; he is the haunting, eringing fiend in 
the Shadowless Man ; he is, in fact, the very Deuce himsell 

" don't you remember sweet Alice. Ben Bolt," is the " old song" 

which, at first, Miss Trilby O'Ferrall ** cannot sing," but which, 

when hypnotised by Satamcal SvengaU, she does sing : and, with 

this, and with one or two other ancient ditties in her rather limited 

repertoire, she makes Svengali s fortune. The Diva is beaten and 

looked by the savage SvengaU (not in the presence of the audienoe) 

as if she were his slave, and he the brutal slave-driver. But, 

why this treatment, tf he hat only to hypnotise her in order to 

render her obedient to his slightest wish? It is, I suppose, 

considered necessary he should do so, in order to excite our 

compassion for his victim, the unfortunate Miss Trilby, and so to 

bring down upon him the just chastisement which is the immediate 

cause of his death. Otherwise, as SvengaU has told her he lovw 

her, and as she (hypnotised of course) becomes his wife, why this 

horrible ill-treatment t This seems to me to be the only weak 

point in the plot of Mr. Paul Potter's undeniably olever and most 

effective play. But surely Svengali* s diabolically jealous hatred of 

%i Little Bifce," his successful rival in the affections of Trilby 

'when unhypnotised) would be sufficient motive for the brutal 

insult he inflicts on Miss O'FerraW* faithful, but insignificant, 

little lover, and for which, at the hands of the strong man, Taffy, 

the fiend-like SvengaU has to pay with his life. 

" Paul Potter." a name hitherto historically associated with the 
oelebrated " BulL" not Papal but niotorial, now about two centnriei 
old, has hit the trall's-eye this tune, and will realise a good round 
sum from Johk " of that ilk." Thoroughly does Paul deserve it 
for his audacious ingenuity and his d&nng disregard of dramatic 
conventionality. His third act. in which there is hardly any action 
until the second entrance of SvengaU, is so contrived that a few 
persons narrating in dialogue what they are supposed to see hap- 
pening off the stage, work up the excitement of the audienoe to 
such a pitch that they instinctively ory " hush ! " in order that 
^ they too may join with the characters on the scene in listening to 
the voice of an invisible Trilby singing the hackneyed ditty " Ben 
Bolt" ! This is a triumph due to the dramatist, to Messrs. Liokil 
Brought (The Laird), Mr. Edmund Maurice ( Taffy) t and Mr. 
Patrick Etaks (Little BiUee), with Miss Filippi as Madam 
Vinqrd\ . . 

In this scene Mr. Tree's Svengali is no longer the squalid Foam. 
but is like the old pictures of Pag ahibt, the famous violinist, decked 
with the jewellery of the once oelebrated " Mons. Jullisv." Now 
comes the exhibition of Svengali* $ venomous hatred for Little BUUe, 
in whose face he spits ; a horrible and revolting thing to see done on 
the itage, even though we know he is "only purtendinV' For 
this disgusting exhibition of temper, he is half strangled by the 
Welsh giant Taffy, 

Trilby, no longer under the hypnotic influence of SvengaU, awes 
horribly out of tune ; the audienoe are supposed to rise in their 
wrath and threaten to wreck the house (rather a strong order this, 
but, as I have hinted, what no other dramatist dares Potter dares); 
and then the miserable Svengali, after writhing and twisting in his 
last agony, and "doing a back-fall" across a table with his head 
downwards towards the foot-lights, his breath shaken out of bit 
body, his hair out of curl, his eyes staring horribly, dies,— a terrible 
topsy-turvy death never before seen on any stage. 

in the last Act poor ill-used Miss O'FerraU also dies. The 
dramatist has prevented this scene from being an anti-climax, 
whertin lay the danger, bypreparing the audienoe with a weird 
story told by Zoutou (Mr. Herbert Boss) of his having seen the 
ghost of SvengaU, who, soon afterwards, appears aa a portrait of 
himself— not " a speaking likeness, ' as he does not utter a syllable, 
—done in "luminous paint," within a pioture-frame which hai been 
forwarded as a nice little wedding present to 
Miss OFerrall on the eve of her marriage 
with Little Billee, accompanied by a letter in 
Svengali* handwritinr.sent probably through 
the infernal agency of the Dead Letter Office 
authorities. Thus the Satanioal SvengaU, 
taking a hint from the Gommendatore's 
statue in Don Giovanni, dominates the play 
till the final descent of the curtain. 

Miss Dorothea Bated, with naked tootsies 
exposed to the naked eye— she is henceforth 
" Miss Dollt BAXRD-feet"— cannot be im- 
proved on as the_pretty, gay t sad, much-suffer- 




ing, hypnotised Trilby. Of all possible Trilby s, 
«« Bated 'a the Best" The play could not be 
bettor acted all round. The Trench Due, for- 
merly Zouzou the Zouave, is first-rate. Mr. 
Charles Allait, as a respectable English Archdeacon, findinf 



"A Baird in the 
Havmarket is worth 
two in the Book." 
(Siew«f)P-LP-TM. 

Ghablbs Allait. as a respectable Jfingnah Archdeacon, finding 
himself in Bohemian Paris, is excellent. The success of Trilby t with 
her nude tootsies, may give new life to the ancient slang inquiry* 
"How'ayourpoorfoetf" Digitized by VjQOglc _ 
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She {to athletic cousin). " Do yott wobk much at Cambkidgi 1 " 
Be. •• Yis ; whin I '▼■ timb !" 



CABBY; OR, REMINI8CENCE8 OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

(By " Hansom Jack*") 

No. XI. — CABBY'S NOTES ON NOVEMBER-FOG ON THE 

FIFTH— A PYROTECHNIC FARE— ASTRAY IN THE 

SUBURBS-FIREWORKS IN FOGLAND. 

"Rdcihbeb. remember, the fifth o' November " P You bet if there 's 
any one a oes, 'tis a Cabby. 

November's the month when all London's smudged out, and the 
Goekneyist driver runs wild as a babby. 

Euf h ! I could tell you some chump-chilling tales about life on the 
box in a London peasouper. 

Which 'im who would stand, after twenty or so, must be 'ard as tin- 
tacks, and as tough at a trooper. 

" Jimminy-whis I " as Yaot Mushoeubbxe puts it, our sububs in 

frost, with a fog, is tremenjous. 
And arter a few 'ours cold crawl up to 'Ampstead, we long for a 

something to mend us or heud us, 
We don't care much which, till the rum 'ot 'as warmed us. Ah! 

life is a matter of eumf able feeling, 
And if it's wuth living or not is a question of temperytoor; that 

there ain't no ooneealing. 
Wy, a chap warm, and one chilled to the marrer, is no more alike 

than hegg-flip and a hkiole. 
I*ee me about Peokham Rye in a fog, and I'd kick a stray dog, or 

knoek over a bicycle. 



Darkness as lets you drive into a lamp-post, and makes your slut 

feel just like moist paper-maehy, 
Would make a harkangel a porkyjrine ; speshul if you 've a lamp 
branches a 



*kea broke, and the 1 



i are splashy. 



You just take a saint or a syrup, and git 'im to drive across fare, fin 
a fos;. up to Streatham, [and if 'e don't let ' em 

And find 'isself lost, running into a churchyard or up a blind halley. 

Fly frequent and free, words beginning in d, and a few more loud 
letters, as bring eonserlation 

In trials and tantrums to cabbies and gents, you can make 'im arch- 
bishop without consecration ! 

I 'm nuts upon good old November— sometimes— though, when fog 

isn't on, and there ain't too much drizzle, 
A spin through the sububs about ten o'clock, on the fifth, when the 

place seems snare and a fizzle 
With bonfires and fireworks, and up through the tree-tops the rockets 

go whizzing and busting like winking ; 
Wy, somehow it makes me feel just like a boy again; not a bad 

feeling, at least to my thinking. 

Some years agone, on a damp, misty Guy-night, a joUy-faecd gent, 

with one eye, and a bundle 
As looked like a parcel o' props, came towards me a-trottin' as brisk 

as 'is short legs oould trundle ; 
" Take me to Tooting?" 'e garsps. "At a price, Sir," I arnsers 'im 

sharp. "Right!" sez ? e ; ^put a name to it I " 
•• Fog 's tuiokenin' up. Sir," I stz. "If you 're game to say- 



—I 'm on." And the old gent was game to it. 



much 



Fust we 'd a liquor, and then 'e sez "Fireworks!" a-bossing 
'is bundle with one heye a-glitter. [I sez with a titter. 

" Don't blow us up, Sir. I ain't got no licenoe to carry hexplosives," 

u ;Young 'uns a- waiting at Tooting," 'e tez ; "so drive sharp, and I 
won't be too tight on the pocket : 

I do like a good firework frolic, with boys, though I blew this heye 
out— as a boy— with a rooket" 

" Plucky old cock, and most pleasant ! " thinks I, tooling off at full 

trot with old Shock. " Hf re 's a barney ! " 
But I was a mossel too previous this time, as I jolly well found 

when arf way through my journey. 
Just this side o' Balham the fog arrow— well black ! There ain't no 

other word for it Black as Thames banks are, 
And thick as their mud. If you arsk where we got, you oarn't know 

what a London Pertikler s queer pranks are. 

We got everywhere save to Tooting, I fancy. Slap on to a oommon, 

bang into a river. 
Or something dashed like it ; I stuck to the box till my fingers were 

ioe and my spine all a-shiver ; 
Then took out my lamp, and led Molly a mile or so. 'Twasn't no 

good. We pulled up in a medder, 
Aside of a ditch wioh I bloomin' near plumped in. " Hillo ! " sez 

oldBnocx. "That was nearly a header I" 

Tarblow Vivong ! Not so very much vivong % though, seeing the lot 

was 'arf dead with the chatters. 
" Well," sez old One-heye, "where are we, I wonder P Two guys— 

without bonfires! As mad as two 'attars 
To try it so fur. 'Ave a nip! Ah! that's better. Don't grizzle! 

Neat brandy, like love and like ire, works 
In warming one up. If we could draw attention. By Jove I 'Appy 

thought! ! WewiUlet off some fireworks ! .'.'" 

So said, and so done I Talk of pantermines ! Scott! If you'd seen 

hus two shivering, wropt-up, grey ghostes. 
like two steaming bundles, a tumbling around, fixing rockets and 

Catherine- wheels to damp postes, 
And striking of splutt'rbg fusees, you 'd 'a' thought we was demons 

a doin' of Guy Fox's duties. 
At last- whizz / Away went a couple, of rockets a-rending the fog, 

reg'lar red-and-green beauties. 

Don't talk of Dor Fryshoots ! We looked like a party of spooks 

celebrating the fifth in old bogland ; 
Wy even poor Molly pricked up 'er froze ears at this "Whistler-like 

pieter of Fireworks in Fogland." 
As old One-heye called it, wotever 'e meant. But it 'ad its effect 

though, for torches come flaring. 
And voices come 'owling across the damp flats, to inquire wot it was 

that still neighbourhood searing. 
" Wy Huncle ! ! / " a sharp little nipper voice squeaks as the party 

drew nigh. Cries old Bnocrc, " Wot, young Tbddt ! " 
We wasn't a b >w-»hot away from the 'ouse where old One-heye was 

due, and the Guy-games all ready, 
Though boshed by the fog ! Talk of larfter and liquor! I don't 

think I ever felt dryer, or wetter, 
But of both them taps, larf and lap. J don't care if on no Guy Fox 

night I don't get more, or better! )jgitized by VjOOx^V 
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A TALE OF THE TOLL'D. 

PimRT Etaniani ought to 
hail with delirht the prospect 
of the approaching abolition of 
the Windsor Bridge TolL A 
deeade ago it caused— and, 
doubtless, does so still — many 
a preoocioufl D to et oape the 
lips of infuriated Oppidans 
going to town on Satoraay-to- 
Monday "leave." Thua:- 

ScEin-"3fy dame's" house 
in Kea?*Lane ; watt-eyed, 
knock-knee* d, sleepinp Bosi- 
nante attached to prehistoric 
Windsor "fly," with oldest 
inhabitantr-also asleep— on 
box, waiting outside. 
Time— Winter: immediately 
after "early school." Enter 
hurriedly three Etonians 
who take "fly" 
First Etonian. Jn»t six 
minutes for the train! (Shout- 
ing at driver.) To the station 
—and drive like biases ! 
Second E. Drive like Jehu! 
Third E. (a wag). " Drive" 
like W. G-hu! (Third E. 
promptly sat upon by his com- 
panions?) 

\Roeinante and Driver wake 
up and succeed in makina 
astonishing pace up High 
Street, but pull uphatf-way 
across Windsor Bridge. 
First E. (having forgotten 
the " toll"). What in thunder 
are you pulling up for P 
Uriver. Toll, Sir. 
Second E. Can't wait for the 
tolL Drive on I 
[But . Horatiub too good a 




FROM ERIN. 

R*taurard Waiter. "Bill, Sobr? Tn, Sorb. It's Foivb-and-Six- 

PBKOB ntOUTDIKe THE ClOTAB, ABD THAT MAJESS SlX SmLLTBQS SOBR 1 " 



"keeper? and exacts tax. 
Unwonted opulence of Eto- 
nians, who have nothing 
"less than a ten-shilkng 
piece " : consequent delay— 
nearly two minutes — for 
change. Chorus from 

[They arrive in station to find 
train just steamed out. 
Chorus ("in which the 
Driver also Jams") !!! 

&ISULT — Next tram not 
starting for an hour-and-a- 
half, that period is spent* 
with much consumption of 
consolatory cherry brandy, 
at Laytok's. 
So that the Windior Bridge 

toll was altogether a * 

liring institution. 



Last Words.— Said the then 
Lord Mayor (as reported in 
the Standard), now Ex-Lord 
Mayor, at the Babbato Ban- 
quet given by his Ex-Lord- 
ship, then Lordship, at the 
Munching House: "What- 
ever mistakes I might have 
made during the past twelve 
months, I am sure that I have 
made bo mistake this night. 
{Applause.)" Odd ! Why, 
Ex-Lord Mayor Rrbalb never 
made a greater mistake in 
thinking he hadn't made any 
miitakes, and no mistake ! 



Nice for Gold Weather. 
—"A Wrap ©* the Knuckles" 
(suggested by A Chin' 
Widow). 



JOSEPH'S DREAM. 

(A New Song to an Old Setting. ) 

[Mr. Cham bkrlain hat apparently satisfied himself that Imperial Fede- 
ration ii not a mere dream, as many among ns and in the Colonies still regard 
it. Such dreams, he remarked, have a way of being; realised. " It is a 
dream that appeals to the highest sentiments of patriotism, and even of our 
material interests. It is a dream calculated to stimulate and improve every 
one who cares for the future of the Anglo-Saxon race."— Z#*i» Mercury.] 

Air—' * Let me Dream Again." New Colonial Minister carolleth : — 

Our sun's not setting, as fools said of late, 

Nor shall it, whilst /stand at England's gate I 

The oheers are ringing at the words I say, 

As I point the Kingdom to the Federal way. 

I say it appeals to our patriot sentiment, 

And the Colonies are gathering round in calm content : 

Is this a dream P Then waking would be pain. 

Oh, do not wake me ! Let me dream again ! 

The thought is striking, one to make man tower, 

Of the Federation of Old England's power. 

Our ohildren grow up as time onward glides, 

But though youth may pass away, bome-love abides. 

The Iittle-Englanders were wrong, somehow. 

They said we must part; ah! but dare they sav so now? 

Is this a dream P Then waking would be pain. 

Oh, do not wake me ! Let me dream again ! 

Golf is becoming quite the rage in the United States. A game 
which has been deseribt d as "hitting a ball in the mornins; and 
spending the afternoon in search of it " might have been thought too 
slow for Cousin Jowathajt. Hot a bit of it. The lynx-eyed 
American eagle has developed a keen eye for the links, and the 
best green is said to be in the neighbourhood of Bunker's Hill. 

Gross Ibghatittjdr towards Two Old Public Favourites.— At 
Portsmouth municipal elections Messrs. Cox and Box were at the 
bottom of the poll in their respective wards. 



THE IMPERIAL FEDERALIST'S VADE MECUM. 

Question. Is not the idea of the Federation of the British Empire 
merely a dream P 

Answer. Scarcely, since the matter has attracted the attention of 
Mr. Chakbeblaik, who is hardly a visionary. 

Q. Has public opinion anent the question seen any change of laie? 

A. Distinctly. The idea is at this moment popular. Ten years 
ftgo, what may now be called a dream was regarded as a nightmare. 

Q. What is the chief difficulty in the way of Imperial Federation P 

A. The varieties of raoe. A Canadian is scarcely sn Australian, 
and there is little in common between a Hindoo and a native of the 
Cape. 

Q. But cannot much be done in tip direction of merging the 
cosmopolitan elements of the British Empire into one huge family 
by establishing under the shadow of the Union Jack the penny post P 

A. Soch is the opinion of Mr. HsirinxEB-HBAToir, M.P. 

Q. And oould not free trade for the oolonies, as distinguished from 
protection applied to foreign countries, be suooessf oily employed P 

A. Soch is the opinion of several Members of the Government. 

Q. Has any other plan occurred to the patriotic statesman P 

A. Yes ; it has been believed that a general tax for the National 
Defence would be a bond of union bttween the oolonies and the 
mother oountry. 

Q. Does there not already exist a stronger tie than taxation P 

A. Certainly. The Empire has a common friend, adviser, 
amuser, and instructor, beloved of all the world. 

Q. Does, then, the profound respeot felt for this popular personage 
keep the Empire in accord P 

A. Unquestionably. The popular personage repr es ents not only 
Britons at home, but Britons beyond the sea. 

Q. And where is this popular personage found P 

A. In every part of the oolonies, in India, in China, in fact, every- 
where. 

Q. But has not this popular personage headquarters in London P 

A. He has, at 85, Fleet Street 

Wanted Imxidiatilt.— A key for the dead-lock in the ship- 
building trade. 
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THE COVER SIDE. 

"Little lb. Timmixs bvidbktlt thinks that Hat ram him down to thb Obotkd I" 
"So rr would, if his Eab* didn't nor it I" 



CYCLING IN BUSSIA. 

(The onljr lsdy-cyoliit in St. Petersburg has lately met with an accident, 
and is now in hospital. The police will issue no more permits to women.] 

Fair Bdrmyot why did you go and tumble off your wheel P 
Tour sad mishap has roused Voir Wahl's and all his minions* zeal- 
He towb that ladies now no nrre shall ride their horse of steel ! 

What was it that upset you P Was it, pray, the great Pr&ipekt, 
With those iix-sided wooden Weeks that here and there projeot, 
Or else its three-m'le tram-line, where your giddy " $veefl " was 
wrecked? 

Or were you racing, 'gainst the rules, along the English Quay, 
And trying to inaugurate a Russian Batt erso a, 
Or threading the Millionaya with over-rapid glee P 

Perhaps 'twas on Yelagin Isle you were careering round, 

And ran into the flower-beds or the ponds that there abound, 

Or bumped against a drunk muzhik, that brought you to the ground. 

Whatever it was, the fact remains, your fatal lack of skill 
In "Peter" future lady-bikes has stopped for good or ill— 
Come over, then, to London, and enjoy your dally spill I 



Pom Chips from tbb Gold Coast. — By rejecting Great 
Britain's ultimatum, the King of Coomasstr baa paid his T * ante," 
The next move will— in all probability— be the surrender of bis 
Ash-entee. 

Appropriate.— By what law are water rates settled P By 
Tbrren(t)s' Act. 

A New Tkrror nr the London Streets.— The Policeman. 



NAME I NAMB£! 

The example of Mr. 'Enrt Hauthor Jones, in dropping the Jones 
and sticking to the 'Enrt Hauthor, will probably be followed by 
Sir Edward Burne-Jonss, who will henceforth figure as Sir 
Edward Burn. Pity this idea never occurred to the renowned 
architect, Inigo Jones. How much nobler to remain in the annals 
of your country simplya* " Inigo." 

Isn't "Jones" a Welsh nameP Will Cambria disown Jones P 
Oh, let the dramatist pause before it be too late 'lis true that " a 
Jones by any other name will write as well," but he ha* written 
well enough as our own " 'Enrt Hauthor." and we beseech him to 
spare his family tree, not to lop off a single bough, and to remain 
Jones till the la%t act is over, and the curtain descends to general 
applause. We can understand an author of the name of " Dam " 
onangiog bis name, or altering it to " Grand am," but that Jones, 
successful, jubilant Jones, should do this thing I Nay, by our hali- 
dom I Let us give H. A. J . our own immortal advioe, which applies 
as well to a person about to change his name as to a person about to 
marry— "Don'*/" 

Minor Critic on Minor Poet. 

This Minor Poet is an ass, 

As is the common way of then. 
They 're "fleshly" and "all flesh is grass"; 

And— that 's why we " make hay of them" ! 



On Lord Salisbury's memorable Speech at the Lord Mayor's 
Banquet, November 9.—" Hope told a flattering tale."— Old 
Song. 

Shaispeare in the City (adapted bt Ex-Lord Mator Renals). 
— " Let us hear Barnato speak of this."— Mmmki, Act L, So. 1. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mb, Pukgh is obviously not the most fitting 
person to review his own history. It his been 
enough for him during the last fifty-four 
Tears to make it But a word must be said in 
these oolumns of The History of Punch, just 
issued in a handsome volume by Messrs. 
Cassex ..Through four years Mr. Bpielkamw 
has been engaged upon what he indicates on 
every page has proved a labour of love. There 
was danger that enthusiastic admiration for 
the subject might induce in the author a 
fulsome tone that would have been fatal to 
the historical and literary value of the book. 
Mr. Spiklmahk happily avoids that pilfalL 
He is, upon occasion, sternly and, my Baronite 
adds, justly critical. But it is the personal 
traits in his story that will most attract In 
his pages there live once more for the world, 
seen in the borrowed but skilfully managed 
light of intimate personal acquaintance, figures 
whose memories are ever enshrined in the 
hearts of those who still from week to week 
gather round the old *' Mahogany Tree." 
mark Lemon, Shirley Bbooks,Tom Taylob, 
Leech, Keene, Douglas Jerrold, The Pro- 
fessor, Tom Hood, Thackeray, Dicky Doyle, 
William Bradbury, Gk A. aBxckett and, a 
generation later, his gifted son Gil— all, all 
are gone, the onoe familiar faces. They are 
met with again in Mr. Spielmahjt's book, the 
pen and pencil sketches illustrated by admir- 
ably reproduced contemporary portraits. The 
inner history of Punch is a subject that has 
ever had a fascination for the British public. 
Attempts, more or less futile, to gratify the 
aesiredaoquaiatanoe have been made at various 
times through the last thirty years. Mr. 
Spielmant* has not only brought singular 
aptitude t> the task assigned to himself, but 
has had the advantage of the cordial assist- 
ance of divers men naving personal know- 
ledge of events they record and personages 
of whom they speak. Mr. Punch desires to 
add his testimony to the general approval the 
History has received by the voioe of the 
Press. The work, full of difficulty and not 
without delioaoy, is thoroughly well done. 
Looking at himse'f in the mirror held up by 
Mr. Spielmanw, Mr. Punch finds no flaw in 
theglass. 

My Baronite would not advise those about 
to travel to take passage by any ship, whither- 
soever bound, of the start whereof Clark 
Russell knows an vthinjr. His cruisers mostly 
set out in fine weather, with swelling breeze, in 
the full sunshine of oiroumstanoe. Then 
oomes a hitch, and there follow the most 
blood-curdling adventures that ever happened 
since men first began to go down to do busi- 
ness in the great waters. The marvel of it is 
that Mr. Russell's imagination never flags, 
nor is he ever at loss for those minute details 
which, skilf ally and artdstioally piled up, go 
to make a living picture. Heart of Oak % his 
last workj just published by Chatto Am) 
Whidub, is worthy to take its plaoe in the 
matchless roll of his sea stories. Of living 
writers Mr. Russell, alike in style and 
method, most nearly approaches the classic 
standard of Defoe, n his last work he has 
captured the stormy seas south of Cape 
Horn, brings home their turmoil, their snow 
squalls, their icebergs, and a general sense of 
their desolation to the gentleman of England 
who sits at home at ease. That historic 
person's opportunity of 'making acquaintance 
with those interesting parts is decidedly more 
agreeable and, under Mr. Clark Russell's 
guidance, is scarcely less informing than a 
voyage in the Lady Emma, a vessel of six 
hundred tons, which was the sad fate of the 
principal characters in this thrilling story. 

The Baron feels it incumbent upon him to 
correct a statement in Mr. T. H. 8. Escort's 




"What I An Actress without 3 hobs or 
Stock enob 1 I never heard or suon A 

THUfQ \ I SHOULD LIKE TO ENOW WHAT 

People would sat if I waits to go FLAUNT- 
ING ABOUT ON THE StAOV WITH BARK FtET I " 



most readable and interesting work, entitled 
Platform, Pres$ t Politics, and Piat/ t which, 
if all owed to go uncontradicted, would thereby 
allow a great error to creep into University 
and Dramatic History. Mr. Escqtt says 
that the late Mr, Alfred Thompson "had, 
together with several others, been one of the 
A. D, CVs founders at Cambridge/* This is 
not so ■ Mr. Alfekd Thompson had taken hie 
decree , and ■* gone down/' some fonr years 
before the A. D. C. was founded ; vide preface 
to Personal Jtemintscencee of the A t D t C'.g 
first paragraph, and also p* xL of the same. 
Mr ; Escott ia a moat entertaining companion, 
as is also Mr* Heney Ecssell, whose pro- 
fession was for years ** entertaining/ 1 and 
who wrote such son^s as the world will not 
wiBingl y let die. ' ii 'oodm an Spa re t hat Tree *' 
is one of them. The Russell Reminiscences 
(published by Macqueen, in one volume, 
entitled " Cheer, Boys, Cheer!") the 
Baron must take leave to correct on one 
point. Henry Russell alludes to '* that dis- 
tingnished Punch trio, Doui;lu Jerrold. 
Mask Lemon, and Geo roe Cmjtx shake/ 1 
The last mentioned was never ll on PuuchJ** 
He was a great friend of Mare Lemon's, but 
never drew for Mr. Punch, 

The Baron de Book- Worms. 

P.S.— PAtf May's Winter Annual^ is in 
brilliant bloom. Though oomin? out in the 
oold, bleak season, the touch of May is in 
every pioture. 

Anti- Bicyclist Motto.— Rather a year of 
Europe than a cycle of to-day. 



SCRAPS PKOM CHAPS. 

Pmas-eurG, to the Rear!— A deHeions 
[ "(exchange of views " took plaoe~at the elec- 
tion of Dnnfarvan Commissioners, Mr. 
Rtak is a gentleman who deprecates pub- 
licity. He observed :— 

My heart is fall of gratitude to you, and we will 
work hand in hand. Scribblers must take a back 
seat (Lmehter.) No "terrible scenes " will 
take plaoe here. I saw Dungarran placarded in 
London, " terrible scenes at Dungarran," and all 
the disgrace is brought on the town by one man, 
who, for a few shillings— and if it coat me my 
life I will put it down. Woe to the man who will 
continue to do it here. I saw him a pot-boy at 
the Monks' school, and I say 

Mr. (TBhta. If you refer to me, Mr. Byait, the 
people of Dungarran know me better and resoect 
me better than they do you. I am better off than 
you. Tou hare only a few shillings a week for 

mtnflfn y the shop. 

Mr, Ryan. Tou are lying. Sir. 
The Board broke up in disorder. 

" Oub ' soenee ' to publish far and wide 
Denotes a lack of local pride ; 
Theae scribblers I can no* abide "— 
Said RYAirof Dungarvan. 

" Disoord I hate— so I declare 
My friend and colleague on that chair 
Onoe did the alehouse tankards bear"— 
Sneered Ryan of Dungarran. 

" Mild language, too. I prosily prize ; 
If any one this fact denies 
I must remark he foully lies "-— 
Roared Ryajt of Dungarvan. 

M0EE8 I— Farewell to the adjeotive gallant 
as ajprefix to "little Wales," for no longer 
can it justly be used in such conjunction! 
The British Lady Football Club gave an ex- 
hibition game in Cardiff, and the inhabitants, 
says the South Wales Daily News, gathered 
in their thousands to witness the display, 
in which they were intensely interested. But 
— horribile dictu— whenever a fair fooieress 
"came a cropper, the crowd, ofcourse, shouted 
with glee " I Of course ! When a recreant 
m»le au stains a fall, what expressions of 
tender solioittide burst from the sympathetic 
lad y- spe o tator' a ] ipe 1 And this her reward ! 
If any of our Gallic neighbours had been 
present at 1he match to hear those rode, 
derisive " shouts of glee," their comment, 
most probably, would have been— 
11 Gallois -mais pas galant ! " 

Ikjctbed Innocence. — A Bristol paper 
lately suggested that possibly some local 
butoher might have bought some of the 
thousands of sheep brought from Montreal 
in the Memphis steamship. The very idea 
of such a thing has scandalised the local 
trade, and a butoher wrote to repel the vile 
aspersion. The piper tays :— 

It is refreshing to hear from this subscriber in 
the trade that, after trying it once some years ago, 
he has never had a bit of foreign meat in his shop 
since. We ere afraid we must not give his name, 
though he is one of the best known butchers in 
Bristol. 

This is exoellent. Why should not local 
bodies everywhere give prizes to butchers 
who sell no foreign meat ? It would be pro- 
tection, somebody objects P Yes, jt would be 
rank protection to the meat-consumer, tad 
as such it is never likely to be adopted. 



Mansion House MsM.^If the late Lord 
Mayor's example of entertaining as shown 
in the Babnato Banquet ia to be followed, 
the guests on such occasions will be known as 
M The latest oopy of • Brorais' Miscellany.' " 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Three Impostors, a novel ("Key-note" Series) by Arthur 
Machen, opens well, which, by the way, is more than the book does, 
being a bit stiff ; bat, though it has the machens of a good story in 
it, there is very little worth reading after page 64. 

This same remark applies to the Adventures of Captain Horn, by 
Frank A. Stockton, wnioh yon may just finish at page 187, having 
got the best of it. This Horn plays only one monotonous tune, 
without variations. 
The Carved Lions, by Mrs. Molesworth (Macicillan). " This," 

quoth the Baron, "ought to be a 
pretty dish to set before the children 
as Christmas fare. There should be 
a frontispiece of Mrs. M. carving 
the lions, and asking the juveniles 
* whether they 'd like a shoe of the 
fore-paw, or would prefer a little 
lion Vtail soup P'" 

Good, says a Baronite, to 6. A. Hexty, 
Of thriving adventures you're given 

in plenty. 
Per Blackib and Sons Through 

Russian Snows 
He takes his Nap. Then against all foes 
A Knight of the White Cross gaily goes 
(The White Cross is per Blackib too), 
Then comes a tale of the Great Tip-/xw. 

But here the Baronite pauses 
for breath, foreseeing uneasy change 
of metre, for The Tiger of Mysore, alias Tippoo Sahib, is a 
difficult party to be caught in a short line— so this Baronite dis- 
carded verse and deponeth that this tiger is a playful sobriquet for 
Tippoo Sahib, who has captured the father of the juvenile hero, and 
this new ** tale of a tiger " records how a brave boy went out. like 
Japhet, "in search of a father," and how he found him. Cheer, 
boys, cheer I Curtain. 

The modern sy stem of competitive examination is somewhat a draw- 
back to romance. In these days no two schoolboys oould thoroughly 
enjoy running away to serve under a foreign flag, as our two heroes 
did m fighting For Life and Liberty \ by Gordon Stables, M.D., 
R.N. (Blackib and Son), during the American War. Probably they 
would feel the stripes and see stars on their return. N.B. The 
•* Gordon Stables," is this a company limited? and any connection 
with ** Gordon Hotels " ? My Baronitess only asks for information. 

All varieties of Tommy and Habbt will be delighted with the col- 
lection of Fifty-two Stories of Life and Adventure for Boys, edited 
by Alfred Miles (always thought Alfbed Miles was celebrated for 
his "sixteen shilling trousers"), and published by Hutchinson & 
Co. Any number of miles is traversed by the various adventuresome 
heroes. The companion book of Ftfty- two Stories of Life and Adven- 
ture for Qirle, by the same editor, is meint for the advancing young 
woman who won't be left out of anything. The domestio hearth being 
somewhat cramped for action, the girls of to-day wander very far 
afield, perhaps with prospects of enjoying a " Wunderjahr "—which 
is a poetic term for the feminine sowing of wild oats. 

The twenty-first edition of Hadyri's Dictionary of Dates, issued 
by Ward, Lock, and Bowden (why not Ward, Lock, and Kit P), 
modestly announces that it " oontains the History of the World to 
the Autumn of 1895." That is a bold claim, but an hour or less 
spent in turning over its pages shivers scepticism. Within its 
oompass, and at its price, it is not too muoh to say that it is 
one of the most marvellous and most valuable volumes issued from 
the press. If any modest householder wants to form a library, and 
has neither the means, the time, nor the shelves wherewith to 
accumulate a miscellaneous collection of the ordinary kind, let Mm 
save up sixteen shillings to buy Hadyn's Dictionary of Dates \ and 
there he is ; or, to be more preoue, there 's his library. By a coinci- 
dence, full of happy omen for the Dictionary, it first saw the light in 
1841, the natal year of Mr. Punch. It began a sturdy, bulky 
babe of 568 pages, smaller in size and larger in type than later 
editions. It has grown into a volume of 1216 payee, closely printed, 
each one crowded with miscellaneous information reaching to the 
ends of the earth. " If," my Baronite says, '* there's anything you 
want to know, and you can't find all about it in Hadyn's Dictionary 
of Dates, you can console yourself with the oonviotion that it's not 
worth knowing." 

*• What price Winifred Mount 1" Answer Richard Pryce. This 
is a " new edition " brought out by Innbs. The story excites a certain 
amount of curiosity up to end of Chapter XIV. After this the re ader, 
if inolined for exeroue, may indulge in skipping, and, indeed, may 
go by leaps and bounds till he alights on Chapter XXXVI.. when he 
will learn all that Winifred Mount wanted to know, wnioh isn't 
very muoh. " Decidedly disappointing. Next please I " quoth the 
Judicious Baron de Book-Worms. 



THE SKITTI8H SKIBT-DANCEB8. 

A Tip-Top Novel. 

[N.B. All my novels are.— Gb-xt All-n.] 

INTRODUCTION. 

(Once read, abused ever afterwards.) 



silver enough, or copper enough to pay for it. 
by a Tip-Top Novel P 1 

ies which have struck a false key-note. A 



ffovclP Well, of late there has 



This is a Tip-Top Novel. I sell it to all who have gold enough, 

Lver enough, < 

What do I : 
been a great flow of stories \_ 
Tip-Top Novel is one written by myself. 

Hitherto, owing to the stern necessity laid upm the modern seer 
for earning his daily bread, and incidentally of getting a publisher 
to assist him in promulgating bis prophetic opinions (i.e., the opinions 
out of which he makes a profit— my own Woman who Did is in its 
18th edition, and I net price a good deal of the proceeds), the really 
great works of fiction have never been written. I, myself, have had 
to eke out a precarious livelihood from short stories and scrappy 
science whilst my inward thoughts were tearing me to masterpieoes. 
But it's a John Lane that has no turning, and at length I have 
found him, or (to be accurate) it was the Woman who Did. In the 
future, just to mark the distinction between the books which are 
mine and those wnioh other people write to satisfy mere editors of 
periodicals, I propose to add the words " A Tip-Top Novel " to every 
one of my stories. When you see the magio words " A Tip-Top 
Novel," just stop-stop and buy it, I am a Democrat of the first 
(Grant) Allen Water, out I live on royalties. 

Not, of course, that all my previous works— stories, verses, gossips, 
science cauteries, idylls, and what not— have not been all Tip-Top. 
I divide with George Washington the distinction of never having 
been untrue to myself. But I have often had to suppress my 
thoughts, and treat them as mere guarantees of good faith, not 
neoessarily intended for publication. In faot (as I nave said else- 
where) I have served babes, a mere milkman. In the glorious future, 
a minister to men, I am to blaze with all the brilliancy of a full- 
blown butcher. In the Tip-Top Novels (published at tip-top prioes) 
I hope 

To say my say 
In my own way, 

representing the* world as I see it. I shall be the moral Kodak of my 
time. 

Whenever in future, my friend and (I hope) patron, the words 
" A Tip-Top Novel" appear upon the title page of a book by me, the 
reader who is keen on culture may bet his boots (1) that the scene 
(and the characters) will lie in Surrey, and (2) that the book repre- 
sents my own high thinking on some great problem, with sex as its 
unknown quantity. 

Not that I shall ever attempt to wove anything, except to prove 
suooessful. Otherwise my books, like my spirits, will be well above 
proof. ^^ 

Onos again, Why a Tip-Top Novel P Well, here 's one last purple 
patch. 

I am writing this in my study, on the back of a gold-mine pro- 
spectus. As I thoughtlessly turn it over, thinking to write on both 
sides of the question, my eye falls upon millions and millions of un- 
raised capital. More is going to be spent on one gold-mine than has 
been given for all my novels put together I My window, however, 
looks out upon unsullied nature. Through the open casement I hear 
popular airs being sung by happy villagers, threading the pine 
needles. Clodhoppers chirp from the tense tangle of boundless 
bracken. And yet where at night the tky shows itself well read, the 
great oven of London incloses a Lord Mayor and a Kaffir C irons. 

This is a gold-mine a$e. The men of the puburbs, alas ! are 
crowding to the City to kiss the Barney stone. Strange oent-per- 
oent. things and abnormal dividends attract them. J desire in these 
books of mine to utter one last word in favour of the Higher System 
as applied to life. Have I no doubts at all myself ¥ Ay, marry, 
I have— for to marry, have I not said it is doubtful ¥ Yet, as I take 
my eye from oft* the prospectus, my gaze transfers itself to the brio- 
a-braoken outside, and then to & little shelf where lies the greatest 
work of cur greatest philosopher, It is (I need hardly say) the 
Woman who Did. What comfort and counsel has its author P Buy 
the book and read it for yourself. 

I, myself, read the words " eighteenth edition " on the title-page, 
and the words oomfort me. This will show you what my idess are. 
They may pay or they may not But at any rate they are the 
genuine attempts of a far- teeing man to turn Key- into Bank- Notes. 

V 1 . A. 

[The story, The Skittish Skirt-Dancers, is too comparatively doll to 
print.— Eo.J 

Favourite Song on the Stock Exchange.— " OA: what a 
difference in the morning J 
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THE IMPERIAL ART SALESMAN; OR, PENNY PLAIN AND TWOPENCE COLOURED. 

H.LH. Emp-r-r of G-rm-ny (wrbi et orbi), "To possess a Copy of this Wobk must bi the desire op Everyone. It will bi 
a splendid, significant Ornament for every House, for your Room, for your Firestovss. The Prioe places it wnsiw 

THE REACH OF EVERYONE'S POCKET— SlX MARKS ON WHITE PAPER, AND NlNE MARKS ON 0HISE8B, REDUCTION ON TAKING A 

quantity. Going I going ! ! ' ("North German Gazette." Fide " Times," November 12.) 
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WITH THE HARDUP HARRIERS. 

DiamctMtferf Huntsman (to hie mount). " Whoa, tou old Brute I To think I went and spared tee from the Biler only 

LA8T WEEK 1 YOU HDNQRATEFUL OLD 'iDEBOUND 'TJMBUG 1 " 



MB. BEIEPLESS ON LEGAL EDUCATION. 

Sir,— To my great surprise, I find that many members of the 
profession to which I hare the honour to belong hare been forward- 
ing letters to a contemporary on the subject of the Lord Chief 
Justice's address oonoerniog Legal Educition. This seeme to me. Sir, 
a singular mistake. I grant that your contemporary ia a paper of the 
highest respectability, and deserving of iofinite respect ; hat. Sir, 
the periodical you edit with so much distinction, has been considered 
for more than half a century the recognised organ of the Bench, the 
Bar, and the remainder of the Foren«ic Profession. And as this is 
so, I address my remarks on the tubjeot to which I have referred, 
and whioh is a subject of great importance, to you personally. 

Lord Russell of Eillowen seema to consider that the theories of 
the Law thould be learned before call, and *' the practical study" be 
postponed until " those earlier years of professional life, when pro- 
fessional work is insufficient for full occupation." Speaking from 
my own experience, I must confess that the time allowed by the 
Lord Chief Justice is ample in excess. I can honestly declare, 
without fear of contradiction, that never, during a very long forensic 
career, have I found " professional work sufficient for full occupation." 
It is true that during term I make it my custom of a forenoon to be 
present at one or other of the Royal Courts, in order that I may 
exchange greetings with the presiding judge. But after I have 
accorded this appropriate act of courtesy to his Lordship on the 
Bench, I find the rime hang heavily on my bands. Of course, if I 
hold a consent brief, I am on the qui vive until my case is reached, 
mentioned, and disposed of. But should the day be blank when 
I have no need to call upon the fifth part of the services of my 
excellent clerk, Porttngton (services I ahare with my learned 
friends in Chambers), I have to fall back upon the perusal of 
the daily journals or the concoction of caricatures. It is at 
such a moment that I feel the need of occupation, and perhaps I 
might venture to suggest that my time might be usefully employed 
in the teaching of freehand drawing. Would it not be possible to 
organise a achool of " Barrister black-and-white men P " The Lord 
Chief Justice favours the academical idea, and here would be a com- 
mencement. I would propose that my scholars, properly robed, 
' sChould take their places, supplied with paper and pencil, and study 



from the life. They might rapidly sketch the witnesses, the 
counsel, even the judge himself. During the luncheon interval I 
would oome round to inspect the drawings. I could point out the 
defects of beginners, and applaud any evidence of talent that I might 
die cover in the maturer work of more experienced scholars. At the 
end of term a distinguised Q.C., who has had the honour of acting as 
a Law Officer of the Crown, might act as M Examiner of Caricatures." 
I would present prizes to those who passed first— a wig (well 
eeatoned) in travelling case, a gown (nearly new), a dozen bands, 
a fee book (first sheet misauig), and other appropriate rewards of 
merit. I submit that the idea i< worthy of sdoption. and when 
carried out, will run on all-fours with Lord Russell of Killowen's 
excellent system of legal education. 

For the rest, the suggestion that the teachers of Law in the Law 
School ahould devote their entire time to the duties of tuition, 
merits the most oaref ul consideration. Speaking personally, I would 
be very willing to sacrifice my present practice to accept the 
Principfllabip nf the proposed Ac idemy. It is true that this would 
be a little hard upon n i y e.t i iting clients ; but I feel sure that, when 
thev realised what good I might do to the profession by showing the 
budding barrister and the juvenile solicitor how to obtain, without 
loss of dig nit f t a living, they would readily forgive the desertion 
and forget the injury. And, having said this, I write my name and 
address, for the informal ion of Lord Russell of Ktxlowen, and 
those who will hereafter be associated with bis Lordship in carrying 
hit Lordship's vie ire of reform into expeditous execution. 

(Signed) A. Briefless, Jun. ' 

Pump Handle Court, November 18, 1895. 



Cruel.— It is more than trying when a country backer of race- 
horses, after driving ten miles in blinding rain to get the special 
edition of the evening paper, gazes on the following : — 

The Space below i$ reserved for Late New*. ' 
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•* Well" says Lucilla, 
darlingT' 



have you observed that he is a boofol 
Honestly, Oswald Mabmadueb itrikee me as more like than erer 



handle, 



THE SCIENTIFIC INVESTIGATION 07 INFANCY. 

Br AN AmATBUB PSYCHOLOGIST. 

Much struck by admirable artiele in the Fortnightly on " The New 
Study of Children," by Prafeesor Solly. Most suggestive. Have 
read portions of it aloud to Lucclla, pointing oat the value and 
importanoe of careful and methodical investigation of the child- 
mind, the interest in the doings of infancy taken by the naturalist, 
evolutionist, psychologist, and so on. Lucilla impressed ; declares 
her conviction tnat there never was such a wonderful and interesting 
baby as Oswald Mabmadueb. ^ M a %9 

Privately, I am of opinion 1hat Oswald Mabmadueb, at his 
present age of seven months and some odd days, has done nothing 
as yet to justify the insurance companies in raising the premium on 
any policy affecting the River Thames, but this I keep to myself. I 
remark insidio usly that Professor Sully's article distinctly indicates 
the Father as the person best qualified to " undertake the earlier 
experimental work in the investigation of child-nature." To which 
Lucilla only smiles ambiguously and says " Does it P " 

I ask Lucilla what she tays to my having Oswald Maemaduke 
down and beginning a fclentifio inquiry at once. She says he is 
asleep and she can't have him 
disturbed for any such nonsense. 

Rather amuse! at this charac- 
teristically feminine attitude 
towards Soienoe in Lucilla, who 
was such an ardent advocate of 
the higher education of women 
—before the days of Oswald 
Mabmadueb. I ask her if she 
oalls Science ** nonsense." She 
replies that if baby is to be ex- 
perimented with at all, she 
would rather have it done by a 
scientific person. 

I triumphantly quote Pro- 
fessor Sully to the effect that 
44 the study can be pursued by 
any intelligent observer pre- 
pared for the task by a reason- 
able amount of psychological 
study." Whereupon Lucilla 
says she wasn't aware that I 
had ever taken up psychology. 
She even expresses a doubt 
whether I can tell her what 
psychology t*. 

For the moment I can't hit 
upon a really neat definition, so 
I merely retort, with some natu- 
ral irritation, that I am quite 
aware she considers me a perf eot 
ass. 

On this Lucilla becomes 
penitent, and. as soon as she 

tees I am really in earnest, in- _ __„ - _ . „~— _. . 

dined to compromise, "By-aud-by, perhaps," she oonoedes, "if I j for, hang it all! I have more than once taken in a fox-terrier by 
promise faithfully not to be rough, I may have Oswald Mabmadueb the aoouraoy of my imitation, and there was a time, as I renund 
down just for half-an-hour." I wonder what scientific results she Lucilla, when she herself But there, it is hardly worth while 




to a pale and puffy sort of dumpling— with a dash of putty— bat I 
don't think this is precisely the moment to say so. I was thinkinf , 
I tell her, how imperfect and incomplete, how feeble and in- 
capable any infant is compared to other animals! She indig- 
nantly refuses to admit that Oswald Mabmadueb is anything of the 
sort " In one respect, curiously enough/' I admit, to humour her, 
44 even a little creature like this possesses extraordinary mussnlar 
strength. In its prehensile power it singularly resembles the spe, 
Lucilla. For instance, you would be astonished to see how long it 

can hang on to this walking-stick " 

Lucilla insists on the walking-stick being put away. " It wis 
Dr. Ltoitel Robdtsok's experiment, my dear/' I say, reproach- 
fully. But she doesn't care ; she says " her baby isn't a nasty little 
gymnastic monkey, and she won't have his ducky little neck broken 
over any silly experiments," 

So I nave to test Oswald Mabmadubb's prehensile capacity by 
giving him an ivory paper-ontter to clutch. It is one of our 
wedding presents, and has a wonderful antique Japanese carred 
e, nut Oswald Mabmidueb promptly allows it to drop on the 

steel feeder, where it is smashed. 
Which Lucilla (who is always 
insisting that women are just ss 
logical as men) declares is en- 
tirely my fault! 

Oswald Mabmadueb only 
bubbles and feigns unconscious- 
ness, though I fancy I catch s 
sardonic gleam in his marbley 
little eye, as if he felt that was 
distinctly one to him. 

I am anxious to ascertain 
whether his colour sense hss 
developed at all, and if he has 
any * 'preferential recognitions,'' 
but, the moment I begin to ex- 
hibit my sheets of brifhtly 
tinted paper. Lucilla interferes, 
on the utterly preposterous pies 
that it will 44 teach him to 
squint"! 

Test his hearing instead, and 
bis power of associating sounds 
with definite ideas. I am in- 
clined to think that hishesrjnr, 
or his intelligence— or possibly 
both—aie defective; otherwise, 
as I tell Lucilla, he would 
surely betray eome interest 
when I imitate a blue-bottle 
fly buzzing round his head. 
Lucilla explains his apathy by 
saying that my buzzing is not 
in the least like a blue-bottle. 
I confess I am rather hart; 



supposes I can get in such a ridiculously short time as half-an-hour ! 
but I must make it do for a beginning, and increase the periods 
gradually every day. Spend the interval, while Lucilla is upstairs, 
in thinking out ana preparing a few simple experiments. 

The moment is at hand ; Lucilla has just rung for the nurse. 
Somehow I feel rather nervous. The nurse comes in, bearing 
Oswald Mabmadueb, who clucks, and gurgles, and gasps, as 
Lucilla rushes at him, and addresses him as "Diddums," and 
" Mummy's owneat ickle pet" Am forced to remind her of Pro- 
fessor Sully's remark that " baby worship is inimical to carrying 
out a perfectly cool and impartial process of scientific observation*" 

The nurse— a woman I never have liked— sniffs disdainfully, and 
Lucilla takes Oswald Mabmadueb on her lap, and says, I can 
begin to observe him aa coolly and impartially as I please; but I 
mustn't eome too dose. 

It would have been more scientific if I oould have had him all to 
myself on a table, under a lamp ; but I suppose I must be content 
with what I can get, for the present. But I can't begin investigat- 
ing with the oonfoundel nurse in the room. Thank goodness, 
Lucilla haa got rid of her ; now I can begin. 

Oswald Mabmadueb is regarding me with a glassy stare that 
makes me unoomfoi table. Professor Sully suggests that " it may 
be that the baby mind is not so perfectly simple as it looks," and 
there 's something in my infant's eve that almost makes me fancy he 
knows I only took a Poll degree instead of a First, like bis dear 
But he can hardly nave heard of it yet 



losing one's temper over such a trifle. 

My next experiment is of a rather more elaborate nature. " I *• 
going, Lucilla," I say, as I unmask a battery of cruets and phial) 
which I have previously collected and kept in the background; 1 
am now going to test the child's sense of taste. If you will induce 
Oswald Mabmadueb to put out bis tongue, I propose to place a drop 
of these various oondiments, adds, and syrups upon the tip, and 
curefully note the reactions called out by each successive stimulus. 
It will be highly instructive." 

Lucilla won't hear of it ; she is sure it will make baby horribly 
sick. 

I try to reason with her; but it is easy to see that her prejudices 
are not to be overcome, and so I waive the point, and pass on to 
something else. 

" Ton will admit the scientific importanoe of discovering the 
exact degree of Oswald Mabmadubb's sensitiveness to txtremesji 
heat and cold. Lucilla," I say, patiently and, I hope, good- 
humouredly. " Well, I have here a simple test to which even you 
cannot reasonably object. You see, I take thia poker and — - . 

Lucilla is on her feet in an instant: " What! 79 she ones, 
olasping Oswald Mabmadueb tightly in her arms ; " do you thus 
I shall let you torture my poor helpless baby before my eyesr 
Never ! " 

Not the smallest use to explain that the poker is only moderately 
warm. Besides, Oswald Mabmadueb has suddenly burst mto a 
passionate bellow, which diverts my inquiry into another channel. 
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" Don't try to pacify him, Luctlla," I implore her. '* Let him go 
on. These seizures of rage and terror afford a very valuable study. 
Perhaps you may not be aware that, as Professor Sully points out, 
• they mirror for us, in a diminished, distorted reflection, no doubt, 
the probable oondition of primitive man.' Yes, Oswald Mabma- 
duxx's manifestation of fury is pretty oertainly 'a survival of 
aotions of remote ancestors in their fife and death struggles.' Under 
what the Professor picturesquely terms ' the bull's-eye lamp of 
scientific investigation ' " 

.... Lucilla nas gone, and taken Oswald Mabmadukb with her ! 
From her parting remarks I gather that, bo f ar as that particular 
specimen of infancy is oonoerned, the Bull's-eye of Science must 
remain a dark lantern. 

And yet she possesses— or she would not be my wife — considerable 
intellectual capacity ! If she were a. fool, I could have understood it 



LEAVE8 FROM THE HIGHLAND JOURNAL OF TOBY, M.P. 

SECOND LEAP.— THE DAWDLE FROM THE NORTH. 

Stirling, Monday.— Kwr a good deal of the Crawl to the South. 
London newspapers full of plaints from belated travellers on 
Southern lines, weeping for unpunctual trains and will not be 
comforted. In the railway race where prize is given to last one in, 
will cheerfully back North against South. Will pit the Highland 
Railway for a golden penny against most superbly slow railway going 
South out of London. 

Was it yesterday, day before, or last week that Bark and I left 
Oban full of hope and baggage, bound for hospitable mansion noar 
Carlisle ? Or was it before railways were, and did we start in stage 
ooach ? Can't say with certainty ; seems so long ago ; mightn't have 
been this year at all. Only thing certain is that arrangements as per 
time-table were excellent. Leave Oban 12.35 ; so may leisurely 
breakfast; time to walk from Gallanaoh by lovely coast line, with 
blue sea rippling on skirt of road to left ; on other hand the golden 
bracken clothing the hills that stretch away eastward to Loch Awe. 
Remember, years ago, walking along this road with breezy Professor 
Blacxje, towards the house on the Dill which he built for himself, 
whence he could see the sun setting over the mountains of Mull. 

No railway station in those days. When you left Oban homeward 
bound you went by stage ooach landwards, or by one of the fine lines 
of steamers David Hutchesow created, supplementing work of 
Walter Scott in opening up the wonderful beauty of the High- 
lands. To the last fine old David Hutcheson used to sit by the 
window in bis room looking down the bay, watching his steamers 
come and go. Now John Blackie has folded his plaid around him 
for last time and is quiet for evermore. David Htjtcheson's keen, 
kindly face no longer looks out from his window. A granite obelisk 
set on high at the entrance to Oban Bay has bis name cut deep upon 
it, and his memory is kept green by the ripple of the sea at the fore- 
foot of the fleet that carry the flag of his firm into every harbour on 
the West coast. 

Here's railway station and we in good time for 12.35 train. 
Excellent. Station time-bills confirm Bbadshaw's statement. 
Shall reach Stirling 4.20 ; half-an-hour to wait ; will pass pleasantly 
over cup of tea ; on to Carlisle, due at 8.35. With five mile drive 
shall be a little late for dinner, but that no matter. 

" We '11 call it supper," said Sabs, a man full of resources. 

Plenty of room in carriage. Tide of trafno ebbed. We are going 
off almost on last wave. 

" Another slice of good luck," says Sake, rubbing bis hands with 
pleased content, " In height of season, with crowds of tourists, 
mountains of baggage, hard I expect always to make connection 
with English mail at Stirling even when, as now, we start with 
half-an-hour to spare. But with carriages nearly empty, baggage 
vans only a quarter filled, we are safe as houses." 

Only one fellow-passenger. Not at all a cheerful party ; cadaverous 
cheeks; restless eyes with curious look in them, as if he were 
straining to catch last glimpse of some prized object vanishing in 
distance. Twitching gesture with bony, nervous hands. At brief 
intervals, as we journey east, hoping to make south at Killin 
Junction, he jerked up his right hand as if to stop something, and 
there came into his eyes the look of pained entreaty. Rather an 
uncanny person; honed he wasn't roing far. Manoeuvred Sabk 
into sitting opposite him • fixed myself up at other oorner seat. 

Rather surprised to find train didn't start at 12 35. Didn't indeed 
move till 12.50. 

•• In no hurry," I remarked. 

" Why should they beP" said Sam. "Lots of time. Half-an- 
hour to spare at Stirling. Besides, train is light ; can easily pick up 
lost quarter of an hour." 

Cadaverous Stranger sighed deeply. 

Off at last with muoh shrieking of whistles, waving of green flag, 
and frantic farewells of groups on platform seeing friends off. Look 
up morning paper to see whether Waltek Lohg 's been promising 
the farmers anything substantial ; whether Geobgdb HAim/row 's 



paper; got 
gh it when 



going to abolish Indian cotton duties ; whether Pblvce Abthub has 
established any fresh Foundation of Belief in bi-metallism ; whether 
Don Jose has completed his scheme of old age pension for respectable 

Basutos ; and whether the 
Doox has yawned dissent 
over propositions to do any- 
thing anywhere in any cir- 
cumstances. 

Interesting 
nearly throng] 
train stops. 

"Ah! Suppose this must 
be Loch Awe, or at least 
Taynuilt." 

"Can't be Stirling, I 
suppose?" said Sabk, 
who had been fast asleep. 

Cadaverous faoe of 
Stranger in corner illu- 
mined by blue light of 
melancholy; pitying smile 
made my blood freeze; glad 
to put head out of window 
to inquire what station 
we 'd reached. Station- 
master within hail; familiar 
face and figure ; seemed to 
have seen him before ; 
where could it have been? 
Of course, it 's the uniform 
makes one man look like 
" Interesting paper ; got nearly through it another 

when train stops." u^^ plaoe u thiF> 

Mr. Stationmaster ? " Iasked, with the bland courtesy born of 
prosperous travelling circumstances. 

Stationmaster stared at me. 

14 It 's Oban," he answered, shortly. 

" Oban ! " I cried ; " why, we left Oban a quarter-of-an-hour ago ; 
at ten minutes to one. and now it's five minutes past" 

41 Well, it's jnst Oban," he said, as if he had heard this inane 
protest before, and was wearied of answering. "Ye've been 
shunting." 

As Gbaxd Cboss used to say before he left the Commons, I 
thought I heard a smile. It came from the corner where the 
cadaverous man sat, immovable, unquestioning, hopeless. 




WOMAN AND HER WHEEL. 
(After Tennyson, by an Old-fashioned Fellow.) 

Tubw, woman, turn thy wheel, in garments loud. 
Turn thy wild wheel through dnst that 's like a cloud ; 
Thy wheel and thee some love, and some do hate. 
Turn, woman, turn thy wheel, through smile or frown 
Of those who watch thy wobblings up and down ; 
Thy skill is little, but thy pluck is great. 
Smile the rude boys and howl behind their hands, 
Frowns the grave eit ; the worldling understands ; 
Woman is woman, and mistress of her fate. 

Turn, turn thy wheel, amid the staring crowd I 
Thy wheel and thee are loud, and yet allowed ; 
Thy wheel and thee some love, but I do hate ! 

The remarkably erratic progress of a oertain Hibernian, who, 
shouting at the top of his voice, and elbowing peaceable oitizens off 
the pavement , reeled along a Dublin street, was brought to an 
abrupt termination by a constable* But the " publio guardian" was 
considerably astonieLtd to find that his prisoner was neither 
** charioted by Bacchus and his pards," nor even " on the viewless 
wings of Poesy," but perfectly sober, and only pretending to be 
drunk. The reason for hi* feigned inebriety was not explained. 
Perhaps, in a like predicament with " David Gabbicx," and mindful 
of the famous sinml aU d- into li cation scene in the play of that name, 
he hoped, in the same manner, to " disillusion " some fair— or too 
importunate — inamorata. However, his excellent acting on this, 
" his lirdt appearance," received due magisterial appreciation in the 
shape of a one-sovereign fine ; and if, in future and in stern reality, 
he should ever indulge too freely in '* potheen," it is to be hoped that 
his undoubted histrionic ability will stand him in good stead, and 
enable him, on occasion, to pretend to be sober with equal success. 

Ekcose TbilbyI— "The Trilby etohings in Bond Street," says 
Mr. Tbeb, //are ail very well, but thb Trilby •drawing' at the 
Haymarket is what I prefer." 
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TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

Bevy of Fair Dames. "Our warmest congratulations, Mr. Bines 1 Our vert best felicitations, Mr. BinksI" &c, &c. 
Mr. kinks (just engaged), "Oh, really— thanks so much! But couldn't tou spare some of tour Congratulations for 

MY FlAKOtKt" 



MOKE KNIGHTS HOSPITALLERS; 

Or, (he Ministry of our Merchant Princes, 

[The " Merchant Princei" of London "have 
given £48,500 altogether towards ihe Hospital 
needi now so urgent, and other charitable objects : 
i.e., £20,000 to the Hospitals, £23,500 to the 
rriooe»s of Wales' Nurses' Pension Fund, and 
£5,000 to the poor.l 

Much has happened of late at which cynics 

will laugh, 
Illustrating the cult of the Golden Calf 

In opulent London's high places. 
But all Merchant Princes are not— Alder- 
manic, : 
In worship of wealth, or in horror of panio, 
So Momus may slint his grimaces. 

His lip will take on a sardonioal twist, 
At the sight of a Mayor in a Mammonite 
mist. 
Confusing gold-grubbing with glory. 
But— all City figures are not ledger-gains, 
And here are a few whioh show hearts go 
with brains, 
And tell Punch a pleasanter story. 

When Mr, Punch seoonded Gladstone's 

appeal 
On behalf of Guy's Hospital,* bosoms of 
steel 
Alone to such pleas were insensible. 
'Midst our merchant princes warm hearts are 

no rarity, 
Not to acknowledge such fine civic charity 
Punch would deem most reprehensible. 

* See Our Ntu> Knight MospitaUtr. p. 221, 
November 9, 1895. 



The lioh— like the poor— we have always with 

- us; 
And though real charity doesn't like fuss, 

Or too noisy use of the trumpet. ' 
Yet palmam qui meruit ferdt ! The buzz um 
That warms not to kind deeds when opulence 
' does 'em, < 

Is flabby and ohill as a crumpet . 

"You have done it so nicely, pray do it 

Of an old-fashioned song was theold-f ashioned 
strain, i 

And it may sound a trifle sarcaslio, . 
Yet Punch dares to say it to rich City men, 
Who ean do suoh a deal with a dash of that 
pen. 
To whioh banks and bullion are plastic. 

The HospitaVs editor, H, C. Burdett,* 
Knows well there 's sore want of a million 
more yet, 
And our millionaires now are so many 
'Twould soon be made up if the hat were sent 

round 
Amongst those favoured mortals on whose 
purse a pound 
Is no greater draft tt an a penny. 

EhP Forty-eight thousand Ave hundred P 

The thrifty 
Might soon make that up to a level, square 

fifty, 
Whilst— ah! seems the fancy a silly 'unP— 
Punch dreams of the hospital- world's happy 

smile 
If trade-" princes " persisted in raising their 

pile 
To— say just a square quarter million ! 

* The Boepitnl, 140, Strand, W.C. 



LACTEAL LAXITY. 

[" Strict temperance people now consume only 
1 Blue-Bibbon Milk,' certified to have been tsken 
from cows which have not been fed on brewen 
grains."— Vide Paper. "\ 

Sing not to me of dubious tea, 

Of oocoa that's adulterated, 
Nor seek to boast of coffee roait 

That 's underdone and over-ra'ed. 
Bring me no wine that scorns the Tine, 

Nor ale that 's non-intoxicating ; 
Don't seek to oheer with hopless beer 

A soul that needs exhilarating. 

Despite all skill the demon will 

In ev'ry harmless oup be lurking ; 
E'en when you 're sure the bowl was pure, 

Perchance of sin you've drunk a firkin. 
Alas! the cow distrusting now, 

We test its lacteal production ; 
For brewers' grain the milk may stain, 

And we imbibe, with it, destruction. 



We learn, from Paris, that a trunk-spe- 
cially adapted to the use of ** personally con- 
ducted " Madagascar tourists— has just been 
invented. It is called " la malle-d- Gaz*. f 



Hibernian Arithmetic. 

Shure, multiplication— of chiefs— w vexa- 
tion, 

But f aix, there is fun in BubsthractioxL 
Addition will you knit with me as one unit 

And unity flabberghasts faction. [** j 
As for Rule o' Three I— betther one, and that 

The wise, and the sthron*, and the clever I 
But till Oi'm up top, and all o^e^ thy shop, 

I '11 oxy, " Long Division for iver I 
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ASHANTI AGAIN! 

Bmtaotia(<o Z-n* W-U-Ly, "the man who hat been there"). "YOU KNOW ALL ABOUT THE BUSINESS, COMMANDER- 
IN-CHIEF. BUT THIS TIME I EXPECT SOMETHING MORE THAN AN UMBRELLA." 
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AFTCR "THE SLUMP " IN THE CITY. 

Weak Speculator in South African Market (about to pay the Barber who ha* been shaving him). 
" A Shilling I eh ? Why, your chaboe used to be only Sixpence." 

City Barber. "Yes, Sir; but you've got bugs a Long Faom, we're obliged to 

INCREASE THB PRICE I " 



UNION v. DISUNION. 
From Parnsxl to Redmond, from Redmond 

toHEAXY, 

One very plain truth comes out folly and 

Your Unionist's lore for a "patriot" grows 

hearty 
When he furthers duunion— within his own 

Party; 
He credits no Paddy with talent or wit 
Till he Union favours bv causing a split. 
In fact. Unionists hold this Hibernian rule- 
No Irishman's wise till he 's playing the fool ! 



Appropriate Decoration to* a "Bun's" 
Button-hole.-- The Cyclamen. 



SONG OF THE POWER8 
(Great Britain, Russia, France, Germany 
Austria- Hungary, Italy, and the United 
States) to the Sultan.— 

44 We are Seton." 

Sultan's Rejoinder. 

• * But theie are lies, the Kurds are Saints ! 

Armenia is just heaven I "— 
'Twas throwing words away, for still 
The sons of dogs would have their will 
And answered: "We are Seven I" 



Aquatic— Cowes is suffering from a de- 
ficiency in the water supply. We only wish 
that other (reputed) cows were afflicted with 
the same complaint. Meantime, oould not 
Cowes turn on its ever-present main P 



" HAPPY EVENINGS." 

Tuesday.— Have just read in the Times a 
letter from the Children's Happy Evenings 
Association, in which it is said "for every 
shilling spent one child gets a happy evening 
weekly throughout the whole winter." By 
Jove! The winter here lasts at least twenty- 
four weeks, so the oost is smalL Wish I could 
get a happy evening for a halfpenny ! Some- 
times difficult enough to get a happy even- 
ing at all. , Time to dress now. To dinner 
with old Boreham, F.S.A. Awfully dull 
evening. A lot of solemn old fossils. Cabs 
there and back four shillings. How 's that 
compared to the halfpenny P 

Wednesday.— Must do something to cheer 
myself up after that dinner yesterday. So go 
to see the newest burlesque. Dismally dulL 
A few feeble jokes I have heard before ; a 
few other feebler ones I hope I shall never 
hear again. But no doubt I shall— in the 
next burlesque. A miserable evening. Seat 
and cabs fourteen shillings. 

Thursday.— Shan't spend so much to-night 
anyway. Mrs. Mumby's dance. Well, here I 
am. Never saw suoh a lot of plain women 
in all my life. As for the five Miss Mumbyb ! 
Oh lord I Just as I am coming out a sudden 
gust of wind carries off my opera hat. It is 
quite ipoilt. Most annoying. It happened 
to be a new one. Cabs five shillings. But 
must add oost of new hat to be bought to- 
morrow. Can't get that for a halfpenny. 

Friday.— To dinner with my aunt at South 
Kensington. Resolve to make this a cheap 
evening. See how little I can spend. Fine, 
dry weather. Go in omnibus. Total cost 
so far twopence. Capital! My aunt very 
pleasant. Several nice girls there. Amongst 
them my cousin Violet, up from the oountrv, 
prettier than ever. My aunt aeks if I will 
see Violet and her sister home to Fitzjohn's 
Avenue, where they are staying. Of course. 
Hullo, it 's pouring with rain ! Four-wheeler 
all the way. Coming back to my rooms, a 
wheel comes off in Regent's Park. Escape 
unhurt. So does cabby. Get out. Raining 
harder then ever. Not a cab, not a person, 
in sight. Cabman in despair. Pity the poor 
fellow, and give him half-a-orown over his 
fare. Walk on, and at last find another cab. 
But my thin shoes completely ruined. Add 
this to fares. Cheap evening oosts me over 
thirty shillings. 

Saturday.— Smith and Jones to dine with 
me at the club. Good-natured, hospitable 
chaps. Must give them a good dinner, and 
some of our best wine. Do so. Smoking all 
the evening. 

Sunday.— Headache this morning. Often 
feel like this after a pleasant evening. Ah. 
by Jove, that reminds me! How much did 
it oost? Oh I can't bother to reckon nowl 
Hate arithmetic Anyway, it was more than 
a halfpenny. " Happy Thought," as the man 
in the book says; spend a Happy Evening 
without trying to amuse myself. Easy enough 
on Sunday. And send the ten shillings, which 
I may reckon I save, to amuse ten poor little 
children, and make them warm and happy 
one evening a week through the gloom and 
miiery of winter in the slums. Here 's the 
address in the Times of the 5th. So I send 
my little contribution to the Hon. Secretary* 
14, Radnor Place. W. And anyone elce who 
can't give himself a happy evening for a 
halfpenny may well do the same. 



Kay and December, 

Whatever scribblers try to prove 
Upon the journalistic page, 

'Tis pretty plain the Are of Love 
Is different from the love of age 



?s le 



SMC FOR BOBBIES ON BIKES. 

[Hants County Council.— " The 
Committee has authorised the Chief 
Constable to obtain thirty - three 
bicyolea for the use of the police 
force, at a total cost of £289 11*. 64" 
Hampshire Advertieer.] 

X. 
It's oome at last, and none too fast, 

That we're to race disorder ; 
The Hants C. C. has ruled that we 

Shall whirl like any Forder. 
Oh! j oy to eatoh the burglar man. 

The rascal born to steal, 
To play the game of " oatoh who 
can" 

On swift and steady wheel. 

n. 
Should quarry go to woods, we 
know 
That bikes are soaroely trusty ; 
O'er furrowed plough we quite 
allow 
Our steeds may turn up rusty ; 
But on the smooth and flat high- 

We'U wriggle like the eel, 
And bring our robber foes to bay, 
With woe as well as wheel I 



A Suggestion.— There are 
always with us two winter exhibi- 
tions of celebrated artiste's works. 
One is Mr. Abthub Tooth's, and 
the other Mr. Thomas McLean's. 
Wouldn't it be an aesthetic, aro- 
matic, pearl-powdery, dentistioal 
idea to unite the two and advertise 
it as "McLean Tooth exhibi- 
tion" P All the Brothers of the 
Brush would be pleased. 



FANCY PORTRAIT. 




JUSTICE AND TEMPERANCE. 
Ton Great White Colonial Chief Oh-hb-rl-n holds a talkbe- 

TALKEE WITH HIS BUAVRS. 



FOR BUTTER OR WORSE. 
Sarah J<m$ 8mgt :— 

Oh! I can eat the coldest meat, 
The joints that once have been; 

But give to me with toast at tea 
No "scrape'* of margarine. 

With it denied the muffin mild 
And teaoake lack their east : 

So slaveys all, oome stand or tall, 
By butter of the best! 



" Honet !"-A deputation of 
the British Bee-Keepers* Associa- 
tion writed upon the LadyMayorew 
at the Mention House to enlist her 
sympathies for the encouragement 
of apiculture, and against the in- 
vasion of foreign honey, which 
was averred to be "only eon- 
ningly sophisticated treacle," B> 
all means let us have the common 
or garden, the unsophisticated 
native article. The "heather 
honey " of the moorlands is— we 
are informed by the B. B.-K. A. 
— " food fit for the gods," a fact 
overlooked by Olympian Jove, 
who seems to have preferred that 
of Hybla or Hymettus— probably 
because it was cheaper. However, 
we are happy to eay that, in 
London at least, the Bee industry 
is in a flourishing: condition, and 
shows no sign of flagging pros- 
perity, the variety cultivated with 
most success being;, of course, the 
Bacchanalian or Essand Bee 
(Api$ Ba cchi). 

Dehtist's Motto.— "Tooth 
will out" 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

A RbTBIIYER 8 DlABT. 

DtTBTJfQ the past week I have been shooting pheasant j in Norfolk. 
We had good sport, and fairly good weather, and I was able for the 
first time to test an ingenious mechanical contrivance of which we 
may expect to hear a great deal in the future. It is called (I quote 
from the advertisement which is now in my possession) the " Canine 
Cogitatograph." a title which* I admit, is detestably mixed in its 
derivations. The inventor, howevtr, who desires for the present t>» 
keep his name secret, may plead in extenuation the example of that 
great philosopher Herbert Spehceb and his series on " Scoiology." 

The object of this invention u to reoord automatically the thoughts 

Bitting through the mind of a dog. By a clever adaptation of the 
OR9E system of telegraphy these are printed off in English on strips 
or tapes of paper. I am not sufficiently skilled in mechanios to 
desciibe the invention technically : suffice it to say that it is very 
small and omvenient in size, and can be easily fitted on to any 
ordinary dog s oollar. 

DafiiKO my late pheasant- shooting excursion I attached it to the 
oollar of my retriever, with the most astonishing results. For the 
benefit of the scientific and sporting public I now publish this 
singular autobiographical fragment from the diary of a sporting dog, 

Mosdat % November 11, 10 a.m. — Am unchained. Large party 
with guns. Sport. Hurrah! Smell out master, dance round him 
and place both fore-paws on his knickerbockers. Am reproved. 
Why r There are two more black does, strangers to me, and a brown 
spaniel whom I have met before. The spaniel is a fooL His ears 
are ridiculously long, and flap in the most absurd manner. His nose 
is broad, his eyes bulge, and his legs are bandy. A dog like this is 
only fit for hedgerows. Exchange tip-toe courtesies with the two 
black strangers. Growl at them. They growl back. We are all 
reproved. WhyP 

10.20. Corner of a overt Heard keeper say "There was a 
hundred pheasants drawed into that 'ere covert." This is ripping. 
Master applies whip twioe, but not very hard. Tells me he does 



it to "steady" me. Such rot I Forgive him. Five pheassnti 
oome out my way. I kill two with a right and left and misi 
another with my aeoond gun* Sun must have got into my eves. 
Shall I go after dead birds now or wait? Better wait. Gat thrashed 
last time for running after birds before boat was over. Onus point 
off to the right and left. Brown dog, so far, has killed nothiot. 
One of the black dogs named Sailor has killed four. Ridiculously 
conceited dog that Eight more pheasants come to me one by one. 
Kill five. Miss three. Brown dog smiles audibly. Shall cat the 
brown dog, or bite him in the back. Shout from beaters. " Hare 
forward." I 'U have his fur, or die in the attempt. Gomes gallop- 
iog out on my right I miss him twice. FU show him who oaa 
gallop. Off after him. Distant shout* from Master. Who c ires r 
into a ditch. Oat again. Across ploughed field. Hare atill in front 
Am gaining. No, am losing. Hare is a silly animal ; shell give 
it up, and go back. By the bye, got thrashed last time for doing this. 
Wonder if I shall be thrashed again. Better assume contrite 
expression. Dj so,... No good. Am thrashed. Howl. Never 
wae a Spar tin dog. Beat over. Piok up dead birds. Mouth fall of 
feathers. Am sent to look for a bird wounded by brown dog. who 
has shot disgracefully, and made a perfect fool of himself. Track 
bird to ditoh. Faint scent to right Follow up fifty yards, then 
through heda;e ; back again. Got him. Return covered with 
burrs, with bird in mouth. Am patted. Brown dog, who has been 
thrashed, hints that he doesn't think much of the performance. 
Offers to carry bird for me, M if I am tired." Should like to see him 
dare to touch it 

The above may serve as a sample of the whole. I always suspr c l ed 
that a dog believed that he himself, and not his master, killed the 
birds. Now I know it on the unimpeachable testimony of the 
4 'Canine Cogitatograph." I shall be happy to send farther par- 
ticulars of wis admirable contrivance to any sportsman who may 
apply to me. 

QUOTATIOK PROM "RoXBO AJTD JULIET" ADAPTED TO CHAHOBf D* 

South Africa* akd otheb Mabests.— " swear not by the bwm, 
the inoonstant boom I " 

The Ought al Classical Bicyclist.— •' Izion ; or, the Man on 

theWhe<L " niniti-pfihvV-»OOglf - 
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AIT 13 MEASUREMENT. 

Bxutsb's telegram says that 
the chrysanthemum blossoms, 
uaed at the marriage of the Duke 
of Mablbobough, if piled up, 
would equal in hulk an ordinary 
haystack, and the roses, if placed 
from end to end, would extend 
over a diitanoe of eight miles. 
Here is at last an exact system 
for calculating the merits of 
decorative art. Mr. Punch has 
therefore instructed his Chief 
Statistician in Ordinary to furnish 
a report on some disputed mat- 
ters, now for ever decided by the 
following calculations. 

The statues in London, if 
melted, pounded up, and other- 
wise redaoed to a single mass, 
would equal in balk an ordinary 
cottage. The Elgin marbles, 
treated in the same way, would 

Sual iu bulk an ordinary cartload 
rubbish, and the Venus of 
Milo would be half the bulk of an 
ordinary piece of rock. There- 
fore. &o. Q. E. D. 

The piotures in the Salon Carre 
of the Louvre, added to those in 
the Tribuna at Florence, would 
only cover one-fifth of the spaoe 
occupied by those in an ordinary 
—a very ordinary— exhibition of 
the Royal Academy of Arts. All 
the pictures of ysla£Quiz, out 
into narrow strips, would actually 
not extend from Piccadilly Cir- 
cus to Kensington Church, and 
those of Rembrandt, if the can- 
vases were rolled up, oould be 
packed into an ordinary four- 
wheel cab. Therefore, &o. 
Q.E.D. 

The total mass of teapots manu- 
factured in Birmingham, from the 
earliest times to the present day, 




A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE. 91 



" 1 BIT YOU DON'T KNOW WHY AH APPLE FALLS TO THE GROUND 1 " 

11 Oh yes, I do 1 When it 's got a Worm inside 1 " 



would probably equal St. Paul's 
in bulk. It is, however, difficult 
to obtain exact estimates. Bbn- 
venuto Cellini's works in gold, 
if melted, would be equal in bulk 
to two ordinary lumps of chalk. 
The lamp-posts of London, placed 
end to end, would extend to over 
one hundred thousand times the 
length of the ironwork of Q,tjentin 
Matsts. Therefore, &c Q. E. D. 

The modern publio buildings of 
London, broken into small frag- 
ments, would suffice to repair 
some hundreds of miles of roads. 
The Parthenon, similarly treated, 
would not be enough for the 
distance from Colney Hatch to 
Hanwell. The Crystal Palace is 
larger than St. Mark's at Venice. 
The Nelson Column is higher than 
the monument of Babtolommeo 
Colioni. Therefore, &c Q.E.D. 

It is thus conclusively proved 
that the modern artistic produc- 
tions of our beloved country are 
infinitely superior— in bulk — 
to those so-called masterpieces 
hitherto preferred by ignorant 
critics. Mr. Punch, having 
patriotically proved this incon- 
trovertible fact, hopes that no 
banquet will be offered to him 
" by several influential gentle- 
men" to reward him for these 
" recent oourageous, honourable, 
and successful efforts." 



Nor to be Wbought on by 
Spells. — Lord Salisbury's 
policy, as expressed in his Guild- 
hall speeoh. is proof against the 
44 Charmes" of the Dtbats. 



The New Woman (in French). 
1 Madame db Matjttenant." 



A CHANCE FOB SOMEBODY ! ! 

WANTED -by an Australian Colony— A GOVERNOR. This 
is a splendid chanoe for a middle-aged man requiring a 
situation. The Governor must be a man of High Cblabactbb, 
Attbactitb Pebfonality, and Exceptional Intelligence. He 
will be expected to combine a large experience of affairs with Tact, 
Discretion, and a Good Social Standing. During his term of office 
he will be supplied with One Livery a Year, the cost of which will 
be deducted from his wages. 

The Governor will be allowed to provide himself with one Under- 
Servant or Secretary, who must produce a certificate stating that he 
was born and has passed the whole of his life in the Colony. 
Loss ob Damage of Fubhttube. 
A plain table, six deal chairs, and a oommodious chest of drawers 
«rill De provided for the use of the Governor, who will, of course, be 
responsible for the loss or damage of any of these articles. 

The Govebnob 
will be permitted to write home at regular intervals. He will also 
have to conduct the Business Correspondence of his Employers. 
Postage, Telegrams, and Omnibus-fares will be paid by the Governor. 

There is 
An Extensive Bace Gabden of One Quarter of an Acre, in wbioh 
the Governor may occasionally smoke a pipe on Bonders. One 

Cmd of best Australian tobacco, for which a deduction of £15 will 
made from wages, will be issued to the Governor by the Colony 
on the presentation of a form countersigned by 

The Pbime Mini8teb's Motheb-in-Law. 
As the 
Govebjtob's Boots will be well licked, it will be unnecessary for 
him to bring out any blacking with him. 

The Governor will be allowed Simple Lodging and Plain Food, 
which his Employers will frequently be pleased to share with him. 
Any wages in excess of this allowance must be a matter for future 
arrangement. 



The Governor's working hours will be from 6 A.x. to 1 A.x. on the 
following day. Arrangements can be made for 
A Fobtnight'8 Holiday, 
but, if this is granted, half the year's wages will be deduoted. 

The Governor will be expected to receive, entertain, and pay for 
any Guests who may visit his Employers during his term of office. 
His Employers, while regulating their own oonauot on principles of 
the S'riotest Eoonomy, will not aisoonrage the display of a 
Seasonable and Open-handed Genebositt 
on the part of their servant. 

Applications, accompanied by testimonials as to Age, Personal 
AppearaooB, Previous Services, Artistic Temperament (including 
ability to draw cheques), Dress, Deportment, Fit of Trousers, and 
Conversational Ability, may be sent to the 

Pbime Minister, X. Y. Z., Australia. 
N.B.— No Candidate recommended by Mr. Ch-mb-bl-n need apply. 



TO CED1E. 

( WUh whom I played—Cards /) 

This pretty pack of cards I give to you. 
A token of our friendship- for no lack 
Of fan and frolio we 're indebted to 
This pretty pack. 

In time to ome your thoughts may wander back 
To summer teas, to skies serene and blue, 

That on a oertain vessel s homeward track 
Made life a pleasant dream— at least for two. 

Well, when the fog is thick and skies are black, 
Let us join hands and seek sweet solace through 
This pretty pack. 



An Isle in the Water is the title of a new book. Where eke 
should" an iale" be P In a lamp P 
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A CONTEMPOBARY CONUNDRUM. 



Mr whole was onoe certain all 

parties to charm, 
'I was as plump as a pig, and as 

long as your arm. 
Bat now I am shrunk from, and 

shrunken. 
Wifh jubilant passion I used to 

inspire, 
But now men denounce as destruc- 
tive my fire, 
And swear that my fervour was 

drunken. 
They trotted me out, and they 

totted me up : 
Oh! I was as useful for filling 

the oup 
A* the old Inexhaustible Bottle. 
B it now, like a " dead man," they 

shy me aside 
My draught may not now fire a 

patriot's pride, 
Or mellow an orator's throttle. 



Onee like an umbrella, they said, 

when unfurled, 
I should draw to my shelter the 

whole of the world. 
And not e'en King Coffee's 

could match it. 
But now they compare me, in 

ignoranoe dense, 
To an overgrown setting of eggs, 

so immense 
Sindbad*s roc oould 'not cover 

or hatch it. 
Alas I mine is truly a pitiful fate! 
Onoe the rage, I am now out of 

fashion, and date. 
Like sarcenet, buckram, or 

grogram. [upon me. 

All psrties. all speakers, are down 
What am IP lV sure that the 

simplest will see, 
And pity a poor played-out— 

Program! 



RIVALS AT THE COURT. 

Always welcome is Sheridan's Rivals, which, as compared with 
The School for Scandal, would, were it nowadays produced as a 
novelty, be probably termed a " farcical oomedy." that is, if the scenes 
between Faulkland and Julia oould be re- writ ten in a vein of the 
lightest, instead of the most serious, cjmedy. The play at the Ccurt 

has oeen produoed 



under the direction of 
Mr. Henry Nevjllr, 
who, as a conservative 
old- stager, has kept to 
the ancient traditions, 
and so it happens that 
two personages stand 
in one position during 
a long scene, that two 
oh air s are brought 
down to the front for 
a duologue, and that 
the rather tedious busi- 
ness of several false 
exits, and sudden re- 
turns, is retained, of 
which only one, and 
that the first, namely, 
when Mr. Farrkv, as 
Sir Anthony \ is taking 
leave of Mrs. John 
Wood, as Mrs. Mala- 
prop, is genuinely effec- 
tive. To see Mr. Farrsh 
as Sir Anthony, to note 
his facial play, and to 




mark the artistic pauses 
in his acting, is well 
worth a theatrical 
student's visit. That 



nob Jicret ttnmaiat, " Odds clowns and con- 
tortions ! Here we are again ! Oh, please, Sir, 
don't! 'Twam'tme! 'Twas the other boy ! " 

Mr. Farrht overdoes the laughing I am certain ; and that they all 
follow his lead up to so extremely dangerous a limit, that one half- 
step over boundary-line would be immediately resented by the 
audience, is evident. 

Mrs. Jorn Wood as Mrs. Malaprop is " immense." Mr. Sydney 
Brotjoh is quite the overgrown boyish Captain Absolute— promotion 
was rapid in those days—up to any tricks to win his lady-love, on 
the soldier's unprincipled principle that " all is fair in love and war." 
It struck me what a really good Tony Lumpkin Mr. Sydney Brough 
might make if She Stoops to Conquer were the next revival at the 
Court Theatre, that is, if this part were for onoe not given to an 
" experienced low oomedian." Mr. Bbabdoh Thomas is an "illigant" 
Sir Lucius, an exile from the most distressful oounthry, a penniless 
Irish baronet in search of an English heiress, and one of the "fine 
ould Irish gintlemen," every inch of him. Mr. Nye Chart's Fag 
is neat ; Mr. Chbesmak's old family servant David good, but rather 
overdone, especially his laugh too ; all " the laughs " appear forced. 
Miss Nancy Noel looks charming, and plays Lydia Languish very 
prettily, but perhaps without sufficient touch of old-world exaggera- 
tion, suoh as is implied in the name given her by Sheridan. 

Poor Julia and Faulkland! Who can sympathise with either 
when they are both on together I I suppose Miss Violet Rati is as 
good as Julia can be, and that the same may be said of Mr. Bug den 



as the dunderheaded Faulkland. Bob Acres makes Mr. Aethui 
Williams amuting, but owing to the topics being necessarily those 
of the eighteenth century. Mr. Arthur Williams has no chance of 
introducing up-to-date allusions, and so '* making " the part of Bob 
Acres attractive to his more youthful admirers. It is a matter for 
curious speculation as to what an up-to-dite, eccentric comedian, 
" full of wheezes and modern instances," as is that other Arthte, 
yclept Arthur Robert*, oould do if necessity compelled hiss to be 
oast for Bob Acres ! Of course Arthur Roberts would bring h\ 
topical songs and several disguises somehow, no matter how. Bat 
this is to imagine too curiously. Suffice it that at the Court, with the 
present caste, the good old Rivals ought to be played to crowded and 
delighted houses up to Easter at lesst. 



SOME MINOR HYPOCRISIES, AND THEIR MEANINGS. 



The Honest Man to his Friends. 

4 $ I have no doubt whatever that 
Jones would behave as an honour- 
able man, under temptation; still, 
it would not be quite fair to ex- 
pose him to it." 

4 'My dear fellow, I cannot say 
that I like enraging in this affair 
of yours; still, if you really wish 
me to do so, and are positive for 
it, I will sacrifice myself in your 
interests." 

"Whataredimoultiesbutiimply 
temporary obstacles, made to bo 
overcome? What are reverses 
but simply temporary barriers 
erected by Providence against the 
too speedy gratification of our 
headstrong desires? For my 
own part, I rejoice in difficulties 
and reverses of all kinds. When 
I see cither one or the other that 
is seemingly insurmountable, I 
say to myself, here is a pleasure 
in store for me ; let me not be too 
eager to compass it, lest, by ex- 
hausting it speedily, I out short 
my enjoyment." • 

14 My dear Sir. pray do not 
imagine that I take your advice 
in ill part. I assure you my 
greatest happiness and satisfac- 
tion will be in endeavouring to 
profit by it; and the freer you 
are with me, the better I shall 
like it Good heavens, Sir I what 
a wretched world this would be if 
our dearest friends and nearest 
relations were debarred by in- 
exorable custom from giving us 
their counsel in due season." 

44 1 oonf ess. for my own part, that 
a food, healthy, vigorous oppo- 
sition is a thing I rather enjoy. 
Too much prosperity is bad for 
any man ; just as too much power 
and freedom are bad for any 
government." 

44 First class I Do you mean to 
tell me you travel first class? 
Why what, in the name of all 
that's wonderful, possesses you 
to do that. I always travel third 
class; it is so muoh more comfort- 
able; you avoid the snobs, and 
there is much less danger of in- 
fection from contagious diseases." 



The Eonest Man to his Soul. 

41 1 have no doubt whatever is 
my own mind that Jokes would 
succumb to temptation the mo- 
ment it were offered him. Besides, 
I covet theopportunity for myself " 

44 What a blockhead the fellow 
must be not to see that I sm 
dying for want of an opportunity 
tohaveafinger in his pie. Wow that 
I have it there, I honestly beliefs 
I shall make my fortune out of it" 

44 Every kind of obstacle to the 
gratification of what we esteem oar 
proper and reasonable desires is, 
perse, detestable. Ineverenooon- 
ter an obstacle but it fills me with 
rage, nor a difficulty but it mskei 
me rail against Providence. Still, 
on a platform, in a pulpit, in a 
book, or among one's friends, it 
is necessary, of oourse, to hold 
quite contrary language." 



"Confound the pragmatical 
idiot! Will he never eesse 
plaguing me with his tiresome 
advice? What have I done that 
I should be persecuted in this 
manner ? But I suppose I most 
be civil to him, and humour him ; 
otherwise he has it in his power 
to make my life a very burthen 
to me." 



44 1 rather natter myself I scored 
a point that time. It was good 

fficy on my part to appear as n 
were pleased with the opposi- 
tion which I encounter. Still, I 
wonder what my opponents will 
donext? Ught howlnatethemr 
44 1 would always travel fir* 
class if I were rich enough, hot 
I am not so; so must needs makes 
virtue of my ntoesaity." 



44 Vbbt Fishy! "—"During last month," says the Timet of 
November 12, "the offioers of the Fishmongers' Company ssu« 
thirty-one tons of fish at Billingsgate Market as unfit for hnmsa 
food/' 44 Billingsgate " used to be synonymous for extra-strong bsd 
language; but that it should ever oome to.be synonymous for 
extra-strong bad fish is too terrible to contemplate. 

They were discussing the merits of various Oxford WkfJJJ 
Well," said a certain matron, emphatically, " I would never seas 
any eon of mine to suoh a place as Selial College, Oxford." 
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TO A. BALFOUR. 

By a Lady Member of the Balfour Habitation 
of the Primrose League, 

["I beliere it was the Primrose League that 
recognised the great truth that, whether women 
ought or ought not to have a vote. . . . they are 
rather more than half the human race in thwe 
islands . . . and have a right to make their influ- 
ence felt through the electoral machinery of the 
country."— Mr. Balfour in Glasgow.] 

Am-" Isadore." 
I. 
Biforb the Primrose Eyes, 

Gathered by Clyde's dark shore— 

Clustering from roof to floor, 
Shaking with joy like tremulous leava— - 
Waving thy snowy clasped hand, 

Which Primrose Dames adore, 
Last night, oh bliss ! I saw thee stand, 
like a fair Prince trom Fairyland- 
Enchanter of the Primrose band, 

Most beauteous A. Balfotjb. 

n. 
Oh, it was like a dream 

To dear mamma and me. 

Thy big soft eyes to see I 
Upturned they did o'erflowing seem 
With the deep untold delight 

Of Party yiotory I 
Thy classic brow, like lilies white, 
And pale as the Imperial night 
Piotared by Edgar,— who was right,— 

Enthralled my soul to thee I 

m. 
Ah! ever I behold 

Thy dreamy poet eyes. 

Calm as the languid skies, 
Yet with true patriot fervour bold. 
How clear the woman's mission grows 

To Primrose women wise I 
We're roused fn m our too long repose, 
We votaries of the Earl's Primrose 
Persuasions press— which spiteful foes 

Persist in oalling— fibs I 

IV. 

Like music heard in dreams, 

like strains of Hope unknown, 

Or felt for ever flown, , 
Audible as the voice of streams, 

I hear thy dulcet tone. 
" Day to day work," that is a spell 
For Dames who with the Primrose dwell ! 
How right thou art I I know it well, 

Who work— for thee alone I 

v. 
In every district heard, 
Fair Primrose Dames thou 'It see 
( Jmt like mamma and me). 
" Keep at it t " * Ah. yes !-" like a bird." 
The Union cause is thine, and mine. 

The Primrose doth not flee ! 
Of thine own Habitation, thine. 
Am I, Prince Abthcjk, bland, benign ! 
Brave Balfour ! Ah! that name divine 

To me seems melody I 
* "Tbe silent influence which women can 
exert when properly organised operates per- 
petually upon classes whose conversion can be 
effected by no ordinary agency. They are always 
'at it,' as Mr. Balfour has found some per- 
spicacious opponent declaring." — Times* 



Question (by an earnest inquirer into the 
" Denominational teaching controversy "). 
Whatis"Catechfcm"? 

Anti-DenominationalisCs reply. " Cate- 
ohism" is " JDo^-matism." [Exeunt severally. 

A Hot Diplomatic Dish (for the season). 
— Currie'd Turkey. 

vol. cix. 




" The Trilby Mania grows apaob. It 

HAS BKACHBD PbCKHAM. AUNT MaBIA WBNT 

to the Fa* or Drxss Ball of the Pickham 
Season as Trilby in bvr tirst oostuhs." 
—Extract from Letter of Miss M. Brum to Miss 
y Smth. 



HOW TO BE HAPPY. 

(A Hint from Hawarden.) 

[Mr. Gladstone, writing of Mr. Spirlmann's 
History ef Punch, says : " I shall be happy to see 
in my library a work recording the history of a 
prosperous and successful effort not only to 
associate sound art with politics, but also to 
humanise the warfare connected with a trying 
mode of life."] 

Mb, Punch is happy to acknowledge this 
tribute so happily expressed, and hopes that 
the happiness of the illustrious recluse of 
Hawarden has before now been increased - as 
it must be— by a careful perusal of Mr. 
Spixlmann's excellent History, of which it 
need only be said, that it is worthy of its 
subject. 

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, 

Who never to himself hath said 

I 'd like to fathom many a mystery 

Concerning Mr. Punch's history r 

Tf suoh there be, let him be shamed 

By the great statesman, old, world-famed, 

Who, far from party animosity, 

Keeps up intelligent curiosity 

Concerning England's other glory, 

As well shown forth in Spielmann's story. 

If such there breathe, let the poor dunce, 

In true oontrition, send at once, 

Swift— aye, as England's champion wheel- 



For the great book <f Mr. Smxlmann, 
And share, as Punch will bope he can. 
The "happiness" of our Grand Old Man! 



"THE OLD OBDER CHAM GETH (?)." 

(A Olimpe into the Possible Future.) 

8CEVB—The Horse Guards. P&isbnt: the 
Commander-in-Chief. The illustrious 
official is engaged in glancing at reports, 
and adding ins signature to dictated 
letters. Enter to htm, after knocking, 
the Adjutant-General. 

Commander-in-Chief (looking up). Well, 
my good friend, everything working smoothly 

Adjutant- General. Yes, Sir. I looked into 
that saddle-cutting case, and it seems that it 
was oonflned to one troop. I don't think there 
will be any further trouble in that quarter. 

Com.-m-C. Thank you very much. Will 
you kindly ask the Inspector-General of For- 
tifications to look me up P 

Adj.- Gen. Certainly, Sir. [Salutes, and exit. 

Com.-in-C. (turning over plans). Dear me, 
now where is that map of Gib. P Ah, here it 
is! (Enter, after knocking ^the Inspector- 
General of Fortifications.) Well, have the 
guns been mounted as arranged P 

Insp.-Gen. of F. Yes, Sir. I looked into 
the matter, according to your instructions. It 
appears the delay was caused by having to 
take over the carriages from the Admiralty. 
However, it's all right now. 

Com.-in-C. Thanks, very much. I sup- 

"i you talked it all over with the Inspeotor- 
Leral of Ordnanoe and the Quartermaster- 
General P 

Insp.-Gen. of F. I did, Sir. I thought it 
better to see that the tents were all right— as 
you mentioned them. 

Com.-in-C. Quite so. And now, if you 
will be so kind, eecd the Military Secretary, 
the Director of the Intelligence Department 
and the Director of Mobilization to me. 

Insp.-Gen. of F. Certainly, Sir. 

[Salutes, and exit. 

Com.-in-C. What a lot of time I have to 
devote to seeing these fellows ! But perhaps 
they might be offended if I did not consult 
them now and again. (Enter, after knocking, 
the Military Secretary, the Director of the 
Intelligence Department, and the Director of 
Mobilization.) Glad to see you, Gentlemen. 
Pray be seated. And now have you anything 
to report- of course for the information of the 
Secretary of State P 

Mil. Sec. Speaking for my colleagues, Sir, 
I think not. If you remember, Sir, you said 
we had better leave mobilization alone until 
the season arrived for the Autumn Ma- 
noeuvres. 

Com.-in-C. To be sure, so I did! I am 
really very sorry to have troubled you un- 
necessarily. 

MU.-Sec. Not at all, Sir. 

[Salutes, and exit with his colleagues. 

Com.-in-C. There, that's done, and now 
I can get back to my work. 

Secretary of State (entering). I hope I 
don't intrude, my dear Field-Marshal. 

Com.-in-(J. Intrude I Why, I am delighted 
to see you. Can I do any thing for you to- day P 
Only too pleaded I 

Sec. of S. Well, thank you very much ; but 
as the House is not sitting, I don't think I 
require your advice. All going on to your 
satisfaction P (Com.-in-C. bows.) That's 
right. I won't interrupt you any longer. 
Good-bye, and thank you very much. [Exit. 

Com.-in-C. A most sensible and oourteous 
colleague, or should I say Commanding 
Officer P Yes (smiling). I should say Com- 
mai ing Officer, and think what I like. On 
my > vrd, it is a little difficult to distingnieh 
in • 'i respect my position varies from that 
ht- <1 . y the dear old Duke ! (Ponders.) Oh, 
1 Know ! I have a different signature I 

[Scene closes in upon the illustrious 
official returning to his work. 
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A RARE CHANCE! 

fftmtimtm. " Hi I Stop 'bm, Sib I Tkbt 'bi on ak Old TJh I" 

Hard-riding Gent (ic*o it very eeldom able to afford a "day out"). "All thb bbttbb, Old Chap— all thb bbttbb." (Sotto wot, 
at he ditappeart over fence). " Didx't pat two Gdinbas to walk.' " 



A NOVEL EDUCATION. 

[" One of the latest of the new academic studies instituted in the United 
States is * a course of modern fiction.* . . . The modern fiction class in Tale 
University numbers no fewer than 258 members.*' — Daily Telegraph.} 

The tutor of St Mary's, Cambridge, was sitting in Ma roami alter 
Hall interviewing a succession of undergraduates, 

41 Sit down, please, Mr. Jours," he amid to the last comer ; " I 
wish to apeak to von very seriously on the subject of your work* The 
College is not at all satisfied with your progress this term. For 
instance. Professor Kaxltabd tells me that your attendance at his 
lectures has been moat irregular." 

" Welly Sir." said Joins, fumbling with the tassel ol hie eap, " I 
didn't think they were important " 

'•Not important P How do you eipcot to be able to get up difficult 
authors like Csocestt and Maclajudt unless you're attended a 
course ol lectures on Scotch dialect P Do you know the meaning ol 
'havers,' 'gabby.' or * yammering 'P I thought not. Then your 
last paper on ' Elementary Beaanties' was very weak. Have you 
really been giving your energies to your work, or have you been 
frittering away your time over other books P " 

Joins looked guilty, but said nothing. 

" Ah," resumed the Don, " I see how it is. You 've been wasting 
your time over light literature— Hour and Virgil, and trash ol 
that sort. But you really must resist temptations ol that kind it you 
wish to do creditably in the Tripos. Good evening." 

Jones departed, to be succeeded by another undergraduate. 

" I sent lor you, Mr. Smith," said the Tutor, " beoause— though 
your work on the older writers is pretty good— your acquaintance 
with modern realism is quite insufficient. You will attend the course 
ol anatomy lectures at the hospital, please. You can't study your 
' keynotes ' intelligently without them." 

A third student made his appearance in the doorway. 

" Mr. Robinson, I 'm sorry to say that your work is unsatisfac- 
tory. On looking at your Munis list, I find that you 've only taken 
out ten novels in the last month. In order to see whether you can 



be permitted to take the Tripos this year, I'm going to give you a 
lew questions, the answers to which must be brought me before 
Saturday. You will find pen and ink on that table. Kindly take 
down the following questions, as I dictate them." 

The tutor cleared his throat, and began: 

" Question one. Explain 'P.W.D. accounts, 9 'a G.T.,' 'G.B.T. 
shin-bones/ Trace the bearing ol the history d Moweu on the 
Darwinian theory. 

" Question two. The truth shall make us free,' Give context, 
and comment on this statement Conjugate, in accordance with the 

library catalogue, The Woman who , noting which ol the tenses 

are irregular. 

11 Question three. * There were two TrUbys ' (Trilby x Part YIIL). 
Explain this statement. What had Mr. Whistler to do with itP 

" Question four. Give the formula* lor the employment d (a) the 
Mad Boll ; (o) the Runaway Horse; (e) the Secret Marriage, What 
would you suggest as the modern equivalents ol these P 

" Question five. Rewrite the story ol Jack and Jill,— (a) in 
Wesssx dialect ; ( b) as a ' Keynote ' ; lc) as a • Dolly Dialogue.' 

" That will do for the present," concluded the tutor. And, as his 
pupil left the room, he seated himself at the writing-table and began 
Chapter XXIX. ol his "Prolegomena to Three Men in a Boat: 9 



BT OUB OWJI SCHOOLBOY. 

Q. Translate " Tertium quid." 
A. It means a third sovereign. 



Notes on the Busby BiCEETEif abt. — Acoording to his bio- 
graphy given in the Times on the occasion ol Dr. Busby's bi- 
centenary, that eminent public schoolmaster, who held his head- 
maaterahip ol Westminster under Monarchy and Commonwealth, 
seems to nave been a precursor ol the celebrated Vicar of Bray. 
In memory of their great headmaster the Westminster Boys' Corps d 
Volunteers will always wear " the Busby." by Vn VJ \J y 
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LEAVES FROM THE HICHLAND JOURNAL OF TOBY, M.P. 

LEAF LAST.— FULL STOP IN THE DAWDLE FBOM THE NORTH. 

44 Hebe's a go," I said, turning to Sabx, titer carefully looking 
round the station to eee if we really were back at Oban, haying a 
quarter of an hour ago started (as we supposed) on our 'ourney, 
»lready fifteen' minutes late. 

44 Well, if you pat it in that way," he said, " I should call it an 
entire absence of go. I thought it was a peculiarly jolting train* 
Never passed oyer so many points in the same time in my life." 

11 Looks as if we should miss train at Stirling/* I remark, 
anxiously. " If so, we oan't get on from Carlisle to Woodside to- 
night" 

44 Oh, that'll be all right," said Sam, airy to the last; "we'll 
make it up as we go along." 

Again sort of f sint bluish light, which I had come to reoognise as 
a smile, feebly flaahedover^cadaverous countenance of the Stranger in 
corner seat 
Certainly no hurry'in getting off. More whistling, more waving 

of green flag. Observed that 
natives who had come to tee 
friends off had quietly waited on 
platform. Train evidently ex- 
pected back. Now it had returned 
they said good-bye over again 
to friends. Train deliberately 
steamed out of station thirty- 
dye minutes late. Every eight 
nr ten miles stopped at roadside 




"What hill? 



fttation. No one got in or got out 
After waiting five or six minutes, 



»» see if any one would change 
his # mind, train crawled out 
again. Performance repeated 
few miles further on with same 
result 

"Don't put your head out of 
the window and ask questions," 
8am remonstrated, as I banged 
down the window. " I never did 
it since I heard a story against 
himself John Bright used to 
tell with great glee. Travelling 



nomeward one day in a particularly slow train, it stopped an 
unconscionably long time at Oldham. Finally, losing all patienoe, 
he leaned out of the window, and in his most magisterial manner 
said, ' Is it intended that this train shall move on to-night ? ' The 
porter addressed, not knowing the great man, tartly replied, ' Put 
in thy big white yedd, and mebbe the train 'U start' " 

Due at Loch Awe 1.32 ; half -past one when we strolled into 
Connol Ferry station, sixteen miles short of that J point. Two more 
stations before we reach Lech Awe. 

M Always heard it was a f ar ory to Lech Awe," said Sarx, 
undauntedly determined to regard matters cheerfully. 

44 You haven't come to the hill yet," said a sepulchral voice in 
the corner. 

44 What hill?' I asked. 

44 Oh, you 'U see soon enough. It's where we usually get out and 
walk. If there are on board the train any chums of the guard or 
driver, they are expected to lend a shoulder to help the train up." 

Ice once broken, Stranger became com- 
municative. Told us his melancholy story. 
Had been a W. S. in Edinburgh. Five 
years ago, still in prime of life, bought a 
house at Oban ; obliged to go to Edinburgh 
once, sometimes twioe, a week. Only thrice 
in all that time hsd train made junction 
with Edinburgh train at Stirling. Appe- 
tite failed ; flesh fell away ; spirits went 
down to water level. Through looking out 
of window on approaching Stirling, in hope 
of seeing South train waiting, eyes put on 
that gaze of strained anxiety that had 
puzzled me. Similarly habit contracted of 
involuntarily jerking up right hand with 
gesture designed to arrest departing train. 

44 Last week, ooming north from Edin- 
burgh," said the hapless passenger, "we 
were two hours late at Loch Awe. * A little 




late to-day, aren't we ?' I timidly observed « T . .T.. . AV 



we oouldna' get baith them and you up the hill ; so we left ye at 
Tyndrum, and ran the rams through first, and then came back for 
ye.' " 



Fifty minutes late at Killin Junction. So far from mskingup 
time lost at Oban, more lost at every wayside station. 

44 1 hope we shan't miss the train at Stirling?" I anxiously 
inquired of guard. 

*• Weal, no," said he, looking at his watoh. " I dinna think ye'll 
hae managed that yet" 

This spoken in soothing tones, warm from the kindly Scottish 
heart Hadn't yet finally lost chance of missing train at Stirling 
that should enable us to keep our tryst at Woodside. But no need 
for despair. A little more dawdling and it would be done. 

Done it was. When we reached Stirling, porters complacently 
announced English mail had left quarter of an hour ago. As for 
stationmaster, he was righteously indignant with inconsiderate 
travellers who showed disposition to lament their loss. 

44 Good night," said cadaverous fellow-passenger, feebly walking 
out of darkling station. 44 Hope you'll get a bed somewhere. 
Having been going up and down line for five years, I keep a bed- 
room close by. Cheaper in the end. I shall get on in the morning.'' 



FOUND IN THE MINISTERIAL LETTER-BOX. 

(Pod-mark, Berlin.) 

Mr deab Lord,— Noting that you have been so kind as to grant 
the reauest of the Sultan to make a speech upon a subject of his 
Imperial Majesty's selection, I ask you to afford me the same obliging 
courtesy. I have less hesitation in asking this favour, as it seems to 
me that some of the more recent of your orations have been rather 
barren of interesting matter. Have you noticed that I have recently 
published a very excellent drawing, which has been reproduced 
in black and white? Thanks to peculiar advantages I uossess for 
farthering the circulation v of periodicals with which I am person- 
ally connected, I have been able to induce the Trade to tike the 
picture up with (to me) gratifying enthusiasm. But I feel that s 
few words from you, spoken at the right time, in the right place, 
would work wonders for it Could not the Lord Ma yob get up s 
second edition of his banquet ? I merely throw out this suggestion 
as a hint No doubt your fertility of invention will produce some- 
thing better. At any rate I inclose a circular giving full particulars 
of my cartoon, which may be of use to you. The terms are 41 net 
cash," but a reduction will be made on taking a quantity. 
Always yours sincerely, 

{Signed) W. King and Ekfuob. 

{Post-mark, St. Petersburg.) 

My dba* Loed,— Of oourse I do not wish to put you to any 
personal inconvenience. But as you have established a precedent I 
act upon it Would you be so very obliging as to make a speech st 

Four next big meeting correcting the prevailing false impression that 
am an autocrat ? 1 can assure you, on my honour, that this is not 
the ease. By the constitution of my beloved country we all do what 
we please. The only advantage I have is to do what I please before 
the opinion of my subjects is consulted. What I wish to-day, every- 
one in Russia wishes to-morrow. This undoubtable truth has been 
fully explained to a distinguished correspondent in Paris by one of 
my agents. However, you will do no harm if you repeat the story 
at your next publio meeting. Yours most truly, 

(Signed) N. Empdob. 

(Poet-mark, Brussels.) 
My bias Lord,— Of oourse the £6000 recently sent over to Eng- 
land was merely to satisfy current expenses. Justice will follow 
later on. However, that this may be plain, will you kindly say you 
have received this note when you make a speech at your next publio 
dinner. With many apologies for troubling you, 

Yours most sincerely, (Signed) L. Kino. 

(Poet-mark, Aehomti.) 

Gbbat Chuf,— I hear you speak much. I speak little. But 
when you make another speech speak to me. You speak for benefit 
of that Sultan, why not you speak to respectable coloured gentle- 
man ? What I ask you is this— Someone took my umbrella nearly 
twenty years ago. Why not you return it ? 

King of Ashanti x hie mark. 

(Post-mark, Fleet Street.) 
My dear Lord,— Don't see what else you oould do. Still prefer 
your own eloquent words to the flowery periods of that unfortmats 
potentate. (Signed) Punch (no further title requieUe). 



Enry Hauthor Jones is a sensible man. He has adopted the 
advice of his best friend Mr. Punch, and is not going to ohsngeMji 
name and drop the classic Jones, The dramatic descendant (Bngosn 
branch line) of Ion of Chios, son of Osthomenss, is right 



ftfift 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Of thb Shoototo of Foxm. 

The other day a friend was relating to me hit shooting experiences 
in the United States of America. Amongst other incidents he 
mentioned that, during one of his expeditions, he came to a place 
where there were many foxes. These he was expected to shoot ; 
but, on the first day, his British hunting instinct revolted from the 
idea, and he refused to fire at bold Reynard. In reply to the re- 
monstrances of his American companions he could only urge that 
having, during a long course of years, pursued the fox in England 
with no weapon but a hunting-crop, he could not immediately rid 
himself of the British prejudice which ranks vulpicide and parricide 
together as the two chief crimes known to the Calendar. 

•^ — * 

The Americas sportsmen retorted, naturally enough, that, as it 
didn't happen to be their custom in that 
particular part of the country to ride after 
toxes with packs of hounds, they would be 
much obliged to him if he divested himself 
of his prejudices, took a reasonable view of 
matters, and did bis share in the shooting of 
foxes. After some further hesitation, my 
friend bowed to the force of these arguments, 
and on the following day, lo and behold, he 
bagged more of these sacred animals than all 
the rest of the party put together. He is a 
distinguished officer, with a brilliant reoorcL 
and, humanly speakins;, many years of useful 
activity still before him. I shall, therefore, 
seep his name secret, lest, by divulging it, I should ruin nim in the 
estimation of his fellow-countrymen, and compel him to retire into 
the unmerited obscurity of half -pay. 

In this country, of course, the extermination of the fox provides 
sport and the most glorious of healthy exercise for thousands and 
thousands. It teaches not merely good horsemanship, but courage, 
quickness of resource, and endurance. It provides an engrossing 
pursuit to men who might otherwise find no vent for their energies : 
without it conversation in certain parts of the oountry would languish 
and die. For all these reasons fox-hunting, according to the con- 
ventions we have established here, is a sport that it would be the 
merest folly to oppose. And unless fox-shooting were made a quasi- 
capital offence there would toon be very few foxes left to be chased 
by Tear away % Tipstaff. Trimmer, Music, Melody $ and all the rest 
of the celebrated hounds who stream every day over our country- 
side. 

I was once a member of a shooting party in Yorkshire. One of ms 
was an excellent old sporting parson, whose gun did great execution 
among it the partridges. As we were walking through a turnip- 
field there the cover was very thick there was a sudden flash of 
brown iur in front of the parson. ** Hare," said one of the beaters, 
incautiously: "No, no; fox," shouted another; but he was too 
late. The reverend gentleman had fired\ and a fine dog-fox lay 
quivering about twenty yards in front of him. 

The incident cast an impenetrable gloom over the party. We did 
not dare to joke about it. The occurrence was too tragic, the 
involuntary fox-murderer was too deeply plunged in me lan c hol y . 
He unloaded his gun, gave it to one of the keepers, and said, in a 
voice of stony despair, T ' I '11 shoot no more to-day." A little later 
he seemed to cheer up. smoked a pipe with apparent zest, and was 
able to take a little solid food at lunch. But at tea-time, when our 
hostess asked him not to give way, but to bear up for the sake of his 
family and his attached parishioners, he could only shake his head 
gloomily and murmur, "Ah, what will ther think of me now P " It 
was in vain that she ralUedhim, and said that one might imagine he 
had shot a child. " I almost wish I had," was the sorrowful reply. 

Of course the old man saw dearly enough what would be the 
consequences of one rash moment. What did it avail him that he 
had been a zealous minister of the gospel, that he had conducted his 
Sunday-school with credit, that he had preached two sermons every 
week with exemplary regularity, that he had on more than one 
cooasion entertained the arohbisnop of his province, that his wife 
had organised coal and blanket funds, and found an abundance of 
needlework for the leisure of the female parishioners, and that he 
himself had sung "There's a bower of rosea by Bendemeer*s 
stream" at countless concerts with constant favour f AU this record 
of good works, he knew, would count for nothing. Henceforward he 
would be known far and wide as "the parson who shot a fox." In 
abort, joy had goa* out of his life for ever, and though he might 
water his pill > w with his tears he would never be able to wash away 
this terrible stain. Therefore he did right to be unhappy. 



What became of him afterwards I cannot say with certainty. 
But, last week, as I was passing through Bury Street, I saw a 
5? woal !£**** m "a* 1 ™ tatters slowly singing its way up the 
street There was a shrunken, miserable father ; a shawled and 
tearful mother walked beside him leading two wobegone children, 
and all were * in tfirjtf the most despairing and melanoholy strain. As 
I passed I looked at the father. Something in his face seemed 

familiar; could it he? but before I had time to make any 

inquiries he grasped bis wife by the arm, the singing ceased, and 
the whole dismal troupe shuffled away into Jermyn Street If this 
was indeed, as I more than half suspect, my old clerical fellow- 
sporUui&xu it must be admitted that his punishment has been severe, 
though not, perhaps, unjust. 



"A MONTAGU !" 

(Mr, Punch's Appeal on behalf of the Montagu JPilliams 
Blanket Fund.) 

" For we are all one flesh, 
And need one flannel— with a proper sense 
Of difference in the quality." 

So said Mrs. B&owimre, qualifying obvious truth with a touch of 
feminine satire. The first portion of the quotation would make no 
bad motto for " The Montagu Williams B lanke t and Clothing Fund 
(Worship Street).'' The fund was started by that worthy magistrate, 
and man, whose toe early loss is still deplored, "because he saw how 
much the noor of the East End suffered through lack of clothing, 
and .especially the children, many of whom are sent to school halt 
clothed and half fed." "Such oases" (says Mr. John Masset, 
C. E. T. S. Missionary, writing to the Daily News), "receive our 
first attention." 

"Quite right!" says Mr. Punch. "Think of the comfort for 
the comfortless represented by the distribution of 2000 blankets ! " 

Oh respectable cits with warm hearts— and slow livers— 
Just picture poor children a prey to " the shivers," 
A slight fit of which, when the wind's in the East, 
Upsets the rich man at his fireside or feast 
With them they are chronio one half of the year, 
For fires they can't pay for, and blankets are dear. 
Oh satins and silks have their laureates fine 
In whom fashion and splendour inspire every line ; 
But who'U write an Ode to a Blanket P The theme 
Might inspire a true bard more than mere morbid dream. 
Punch must pen it some day! But his present intent 
Is to help, and increase by a hundred ner cent, 
Good Montagu Williams's Fund, dentle readers, 
To you at this season come plentiful pleaders. 
But what you can spare for one more worthy channel, 
Punch gives you his tip— Put the cash into Flannel f 

Misapplied P Mr. Masset bears witness that since the fund was 
initiated four years ago one blanket only has found its way into the 
pawnshop (and that was returned by the worthy pawnbroker), though 
nearly 2000 have been distributed. 560 families or 4600 persons, have 
been helped, and "many men and women have been re-started in 
life by a gift of decent clothes, restoring them to the level of 
rosnecfeshility." 

What more need be said? Save that contributions may be sent to 
the magistrates, Mr. H. J. Buihbt and Mr. Hadbn Corse*, at 
Worship Street Police Court for the Blanket and Clothing Fund ; 
whilst parcels of clothes will be gratefully received by Mr. John 
Masset, at 20, Albion Road, DalsUn, N.E. As Portia might 
have said:— 

The quality of Masset (like that of his blankets) is not strained, 

It droppeth like the sun's warm rays from heaven 

Upon the poor when winter chills that sun ; 

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes 

(Those blankets, following kindly Montagu), 

And earthly wealth seems then least Mammonish 

When Masset moves its mercy. 



PoBTSHOUTHiANA (from our Special South Coast Inspector).— The 
Town Council is ultrtwmonarohioaL boasting two Kings ; while the 
Bench rivals Temple Bar, having a Griffin or its own. The sea forces 
are, appropriately enough, in charge of a Salmon; a rare Davis looks 
after those in terrie. Democratic opinions appear to prevail in the 
Dockyard, for Prince George is being continually hammered. The 
arrival of the Russian squadron has created a rise in tallow. 



A Subs Caed.— By this time the Christmas Card should be played 
out It isn't; but, instead, it is "dealt out" by Raphael Tuck 
aed Son, who hold good hands, mostly trumps. 
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A SOFT ANSWER. 

"Susan, just look here 1 I oak write my Name nr the Dubt ok tbe top of this 
Table I " " Lob, Mum, so tou oan ! Now I heybb had no Emeboation mtsblf ! 



THE COMPANY '.PROMOTEB'S 
VASE MECTJM. 

Question. It it absolutely necessary that a 
constructor of companies should hare any 
capital? 

Answer. Not in coin ; hut it is desirable 
that he should be able to draw on a reterre 
fund of unlimited assurance. 

Q. And is it essential that he should enioy 
a spotless reputation P 

A. Of oourse such an endowment would be 
extremely advantageous, but it is seareely 
imperative. 

Q. Ought he not to be a well-known man P 

A. If his record is irreproachable, but 
otherwise it might be convenient were his 
identity unreoogniiable. 

Q. Should the oompany he propDees to pro- 
mote be suggestive of an attempt to satisfy a 
want? 

A. No— not necessarily. The objects of a 
company must not be oonfused with the aims 
of a charity. 

Q. Then what should be] the end of an 
association of limited liability P 



A. The acquisition of enormous profits. 

Q. Should the means taken to obtain this 
end be of a praiceworthy character P 

A. To be perfectly safe they should recom- 
mend themselves to the approval of the com- 
pany's solicitors. 

Q. What is the first step towards forming 
a company P 

A. The drafting of the prospectus. 

Q. How ihould a prospectus be drafted P 

A. In such a manner that the maximum of 
effect may be produced at the cost of the 
minimum of deception. 

Q. Should an appeal be made to the bene- 
volence of investors P 

Ai Only as an additional advantage to 
speculation ; the chief object of attack should 
be human cupidity. 

QL What argument should be used in 
obtaining the publio support P 

A. That investors had already seouredlarge 
profits by taking part in some scheme of a 
kindred character. 

Q. Should there not be a strong board of 
directors P 

A. Yea, and that strength should be shown 



in the titles in abundance, either before or 
after the names of the members. 

Q. Why do you draw a distinction between 
before and after P 

A. Because, if a director is neither a peer 
nor a baronet, he should be at least the 
chairman of some other company. 

Q. Are not hereditary titles nowsdayi 
rather at a discount P 

A. Amongst seasoned speculators, but they 
are still popular with these who srem vesting 
their money for the first time. 

Q. Having: published a prospectus and ob- 
tsinedabosro^whatmustthe promoter do next? 

A. He must see that the expenses and 
remuneration incidental to his own lshours 
are not absorbed by the amount expended 
upon advertisement. 

Q. The shares having been allotted and s 
handsome sum sppearing at the bankers, what 
should be the promoter's next care P 

A. To obtain a cheque of adequate vahs 
payable to bearer. 

Q. And having cashed it, what should be 
his consolation should the company hereafter 
enter into liquidation P 

A. That if thousands were ruined, he had 
taken the precaution to keep on the right side 
of the law. 



URB8 IN RURE-THE FARMER'S FUTURE. 

Pabson says " I ought to be flad to be 
an Essex farmer breathing pure air into my 
lungs." I tell parson ' * pure air won't pay my 
rent for me." He says rents have been re- 
duced. Yes, but they aren't reduced as mneh 
as I am. He says " living off the land" is the 
healthiest thing a man can do. WishJhads 
ohanoeof livingoff theland. Wouldn'tliveonit 
When will somebody do something tcstutt 

Somebody has! Gh E. Railway has re- 
duced its rates to London. Can send double 
as much now for a shilling as I oould before. 
Must use company's own boxes, however. 
Still, I don't mind that. Orders for fowls, 
turkeys, fresh eggs, vegetables and fruit 
coming in fast, from London families. Chsnoe 
of making the boys useful. Keep them at work 
of nailing and directing boxes all the morning. 

Hurrah! Government has "reduced local 
burdens." Bates out down to half what they 
were. Glad I voted Tory. Hullo! Notaoefrom 
landlord that *in oonsequenoe of greatdeerease 
of local charges he thinks the time has oome to 
raise my rent!" Sorry I didn't vote Radios! 
Shall next time. If it weren't for the rent, 
now, I should be clearing a pood profit 

Bent needn't trouble me, it seems. Strong 
Radical government. Going to " nationalise 
theland." Light railways being built all over 
the place. Can send ton of potatoes to town 
for twopence-halfpenny. Jam factories started 
everywhere, too— no difficulty in getting rid of 
my turnips now. Chimneys don't look pretty 
in the fields, oertainly. Bush from towns 
to oountry. Building going on everywhere. 
Makes air rather smoky. Still a good thing 
to " put people on the land," I suppose. 

Got three railways ooming past my front 
door. Jam factory in next field. Sows of 
cottages down by the stream where tront 
used to be. No trout now. Parson tellsme 
that grass is growing in str e ets of Bayswater 
owing to tlw movement into the country. 
Says his church is to be enlarged. He hates 
it all So do L Why can't the people stay 
in London P Taken to growing their own 
produce, and don't want mine. 

Parson off to a living in East End of London. 
Says he "must have pure air." Whole of 
Essex densely populated, (bounty has become 
a larger London. People have been " put on 
the find," and no mistake. Every man his 
own farmer nowadays, so no need for ax* 
Sell farm, and away to Canada! 
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Fusty Old Lady. "Now Dorfr forget, Conductor. I want tem Bask op Esqlaxd.** 
Conductor. "All eight, Mum." (Aside.) "She domTt want mvob, do she, Mate?" 



WHEELS WITHIN WHEELS. 

Dialogue between two Young Gentlemen, dressed 
in Knickerbocker Suite, Gaiters, and Golf- 
cape. They have the indescribable air which 
proclaims the votary of the "Bike." 

lint loung Gentleman. Yes; Ioertainly 
•pee with the Frenoh view of it Cycling 
shouldn't be indulged in without care. 

Second Y. G. They say in Paris that no 
one should become an habitual cyclist with- 
out " medical authorisation." 

First Y. G. Yes. Quite light. Then, 
when you are permitted- you ought to travel 
at a moderate pace. About Ave miles an 
hour is quite enough for a beginner. 

Second Y. G. Enough! why, too much! 
You oan't be too careful! Then, if you break 
off for a time, you ought to begin all oyer 
•gain. You should l4 gradually acquire 
speed"; not rush at it I 

First Y. G. Certainly. I read in the Lancet 
only the other day that merely increasing the 
pace of a bike a couple of miles an hour was 
sufficient to send up the normal pulse to 150 ! 

Second Y. G. Most alarming I And yet I 



can see from your costume you are a cyclist. 

First Y. G* Not at all, I am pleased with 
the costume, and, like yourself, have adopted 
it. Now do not laugh at me. But between 
onrs elves, I have never been on a bicycle in 
my life I 

Second Y. G t No more have 1 1 [Cnrtain* 



Wajttej^ a Bbumihagem Dick WnriTnia- 

ton and bib CatI I— In the F* Jf, £?♦ last 
Saturday there was a start 1 in g heading 1 to a 
para graph , " Birmingham Orerrtm by Rati." 
The authorities, it said, have taken no steps 
to abate the nuisance because Hr. Cliavhbb- 
ulis (the " MahdV 1 or ** Maloodhi," oris it * * the 
Meloduma n ' that the Bechuanaland Chisf a style 
liim F), when he was mayor, declared that rats 
11 were good scavengers," and being garbage- 
iverous, prevented disease, But now, can 
our J08RPH any longer object? Or is he, on 
principle, dead against auy sort of " ratting' 'P 



8oMBnrn?o Lro a PARLiAirKirrART Bi- 
TTTfliov.— The present condition of the Irish 
Nationalistic Party. 



SONG TO SIMS EEEVES. 

(A long way after Hoods Hymn to the Sun.) 

By an Old Admirer, 

Giver of golden notes 1 
Though now a god of scaroe-remembered 
days! 
Others may follow 
Some new Apollo, 
I love thy song, and gladden in thy praise. 

King of the tenor tribe, 
Still poeto' "hymns of right to thee belong, 

Though some are cold 

Who heard of old 
Thy matchless phrasing, thy mellifluous song. 

Lord of the gracious bow. 
The listeners to thy ballads held their breath. 
Still dost thou save 
From Time's chill grave 
Suoh lingering sweets as lore would snatch 
from death. 

Dreams of a greater day,— 
When loud acclaim like inoense-olouds did 
rise 
At thy last note,— 
Before me float, 
And bring the mist to an old buffer's eyes. 

Truly " My pretty Jane " 
Shall never more be sung as sung by thee. 
Shall we applaud 
Another "Maud" 
As we did thine when all seemed youth and 
gleeP 

Our dear old Dibdin. too 1— 
When shall the Jack Tar's laureate find a 
To sing in tones [voice 

Grim Davy Jones 
M ipht melt at, how tars fight, love, grieve, 
rejoice P 

That song !— " Here a sheer hulk I "— 
Ah! how mellinuous memories come rolling 

Like eve's soft haze, 

With that first phrase 
Of thine immortal, magical "Tom Bowling!". 

Our noble Nelson's death, 
Macgregob's mingled battle-whoop and wail, 

Despair that lay 

In Biscay's bay, 
And the swift rapture of that about, ** A sail!" 

Who like our own Sncs Reeves 
These varied lyrio moods in song could render ? 
Elijah's woe, 

Or the blent gloom and glow 
Of the great grief-thrilled Master's love song 
tender P 

If now a lesser stage 
A lessening light illumes, " Tom Bowling" 
still 
Draws loving oheers, 
And the crowd's ears 
To the great tenor's tasteful warbling thrill. 

Of late a sportive Grace 
Gathered the well-earned meed of thirty 
years. 
Is Song less strong 
To win the throng 
To something more substantial than their 
oheers P 

May fifty years of song, 
Matchless in its pure art as Path's own, 

No guerdon claim 

Beyond high fame, 
And mere word-tribute, to cold custom grown P 

Pride of the lyrio stage, 
Not all remember thy melodious prime ; 
But it shall leave 
On winds at eve 
A pleasant echo to the end of time I 
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Bihut (gaily). 



"FACILIS DESCENSUS!" 

' Hxbb «■ oo sows I down I dowk I Doww I " The Same (vtry mvch down). " Kktkk aoain with tou, ht BihtI" 



MOATLHODI ! 

[The Bechuana chiefs hare conferred on Mr. 
Chambbrlaut the title of Moatlhodi, meaning, 
it seems, •* the man who puto thing • right."] 

Midland "Job," "Sjlomio" 

Must envious feel of your new title ; 
Which for a lot of party * • rot "— 

In " c Uling names "—should prove requital. 
Khama & Co., Chieftain Job ! 

Ingenious seem in nomenclature, 
Which Temperance cranks moves to warm 
thanks 

And angry faddists to good-nature. 
Sir Wilfrid thinks you're down on drinks, 

And Lawson laudeth anybody 
Who giveth tongue 'gainst tyrant Bung, 

So gives three cheers for Moatlhodi. 
The angry Bad, who thought it ssd 

That Job should turn a Tory- toady, 
Thinks if you bar strong drink and war, 

You are in sooth a Moatlhodi. 
The might and sleight to •• put things right" 

Is what we want, Joe, in our leaders. 
If that 's your game, in fact as name, 

From your side you '11 find few seoeders. 
Then Khama'b praise in sounding lays 

We '11 coho with exuberance hearty ; 
Each patriot who knows what's what 

Must join the Moatlhodi Patty I 



SHOOTING PAINS. 

Diab Mb, Punch,— I am told that a great 
fuss is being made because some editor or 
other has reproduced someone's portrait with- 
out his permission. Now I can't understand 
anyone objecting to this being done, unless, of 
course, the portrait in question were used to 
illustrate an article on •• Ugliness" or some 
snch dreadful subject as that. Nothing 
pleases me more than to see myself in all the 
papers, and I 'm so afraid that this agitation 
may frighten editors that I want to say to 
everybody that I '11 give away any number 
of photographs, so long as illustrations are 
made out of them. Perhaps as I 'm writing 
I might say that I'm a very gifUd 



The Latey-ist Edition !— The Red, White 
and Blue Christmas Annual of the Penny 
Illustrated, ediUd by John Lathy. Messrs. 
Bybon Wbbbbb ana Godfrey Tubneb re- 
sponsible for Po'try, and Annie Thomas, 
Manvills Fenn, Macxay, Richard Henry, 
and others for Prose in this Latere ana 
Gentleman' $ Christmas Annual. Front ! 



aitress, in addition to being extremely 
tifol. I could play The Second Mrs. Pondes- 
ewry— no, I mean Mrs, Tanqueray—ejs easily 
as I oould act Juliet. All 1 want is a ohance. 
Yours-on-the-make-up, 
Brixton. Rose Si. Claib. 

At Mr. Henschel'b last concert Hebe von 
Dolono was unfortunately indisposed, and 
oould not sing Beethoven's •• BussUed." 
Surely it needn't have been omitted, as Mr. 
Henbohel, being there, the "Buss-lied" 
oould have been sung by " The Conductor*" 



The Decay ot Bubglaby.— The Chief of 
the Police almost deplores the decay of burg- 
lary, without suggesting the cause. Perhaps 
the burglars have gone into the mining 
market F 

Tbtlbyana.— At the Haymarket, contrary 
to precedent, it is very evident that bootless 
feet cannot be without a Tree. 



" ENCORE ' MOATLHODI ' ! " 

[A Ballad of South Africa.) 

These were three black Bechuana men, 
King Khama, Sebele. and Batho-en- 
Though far they 'd tr Availed, they fairly wen 
gravelled 
On seeing the Chief, Jocham Berlen. 

There had never appeared within their ken 
Snch a putttr to rights as Cham Berlin. 
14 A fijr for Barnatos and Bah anowatos ! " 
Said. Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen. 

They journeyed to England and back ages, 

This one to his kraal and that to his den. 

And the third to his scanty remains cf » 

shanty— [Bbblii! 

They'd seen, though, the Chief, Joceax 

Thev said, " Let us make him a oitizdn 
Of Umtiwavo, this Cham Beblen— 
A new blood-Brother to eaoh and the other, 
Said Khama, Sibels, and Bathoen. 

What name for our country's new denizen f 

Asked Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen : 

It was promptly bestowed, he was titled 

••Moatlhodi": [Beiiii. 

For He-Who-Rights-ThingB is Cfli* 

•• Moatlhodi" they christened him then 

and then, 
No more to be known as Cham Berlin; 
Their own norms homo to rank with Silomo 
Have Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen. 

Rideb Haggard must look to the fame of 

hispen, 
When Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen 
Go stealing his thunder, and making ni 

wonder r\rSu^ uJX 

At names that they coin for Joe Chahbx* 
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THE OLLENDORF SYSTEM OF 
INVASION. 

(Under the Patronage cf PaU Mall 
and Whitehall.) 

Is the South African Expedition 
ready tostartP Yea, it is ready to 
start, by the kind consent of the 
good neighbour at the War Offioe. 
Has the good neighbour at the War 
Offioe made great preparations for 
the Expedition P The good neigh- 
boor at the War Offioe has made 
great preparations. What prepa- 
rations has the good neighbour 
made P The good neighbour has 
supplied boxes of ammunition, 
food, and camp equipment. Has 
the good neighbour supplied any- 
thing else P Yes. the good neigh- 
bour has selected large numbers 
of special service officers, inclusive 
of a Royal Prince. Has the good 
neighbour supplied any one else P 
Yes, the good neighbour has also 
supplied several privates. Why 
has the good neighbour done this? 
The good neighbour has done this 
to afford paragraphs for the daily 
papers. Have there not been 
envoys from Ashanti in England 
seeking in vain an interview with 
the Colonial StcretaryP Yes. there 
have been envoys in England from 
Ashanti seeking in vain an inter- 
view with the Colonial Secretary. 
Have the envoys been long in Eng- 
land ? Yes, the envoys have been 
very long in England. Have they 
not said that they were the faith- 
ful envoys of the good King of 
Ashanti r Yes, they have said 
so (id est, so have said). Did any 
one believe the faithful envoys of 
the good King P No, for a long 
time no one believed the faithful 
envoys of the good Kiog. Did 




A DISCRETION. 



"On, Madge! Tn Basest albeady quits empty I I 

MEAN YOU TO SAT ALL THOSE FlOS AT 0S0B t " 

"No moex I did, Mummy deab. I bat 'em one by one 



didn't 



they ever obtain an interview with 
the Colonial Secretary P Yes, in- 
direotly, at the last moment. Did 
this cause any inconvenience to the 
good neighbour at the War Offioe? 
Bb, it did not cause him any in- 
oonvenienoe. What did the good 
neighbour order to be done P The 
good neighbour at the War Office 
ordered the tons of ammunition, 
food, and equipment to be sent to 
Ashanti. Did the good neighbour 
order anything eleeP Yes. the 
good neighbour ordered the large 
number of special service officers 
(inclusive of a Royal Prince), and 
the several privates also, to pro- 
oeed to Ashanti. When all these 
people get to Ashanti what will 
they do P Thev will return. Will 
they have any fighting at Ashanti P 
No, they are not likely to have 
much fighting in Athanti, but 
they are sure to get a medaL 



••YOUTH WANTED." 

A Differ shop, a squalid street, 

Small ragged urchins fighting, 
What here to stay my wandering 
feetP 

What sight or sound inviting P 
A sprawling legend on the pane 

That speaks a common need, 
A smile, a sigh, a smile again— 

••Youth wanted," so I read. 

A louder creaking of the door 
On somewhat rustier hinges, 
A shade more stiffness than of 
yore, 
A few more gouty twinges, 
Breath soanter than it used to 
be- 
All these one want reveal, 
All bring that legend home to 

"iYoutTwanted," bo I feel. 



OUB BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Ian Maglaben finds bis most dangerous competitor in him- 
self. When Messrs. Hoddbb & Stouohton bring out a new series of 
stories from his pen under the title The Day* of Auld Langeyne, 
the heart, untravelled, fondly turns back Beside the Bonnie Briar 
Bush, and doubts whether anything quite as well can be done. The 
earlier work had the advantage of breaking fresh ground. The 
denizens of Drumtoehty were new to the poor Southerner, and he 
was able to accept even more than a reasonable amount of testimony 
to their uniformly angelio nstare— high-mindecL high-spirited, gene- 
rous, poetical— underlying a rowed exterior. In the second collec- 
tion of records of this remarkable community they are more generous, 
self-denying, spiritual than ever. To tell the truth, the succession 
of doses of sweetmeats has a tendency to pall on the palate. For that 
reason the stories were more effective when they came out at intervals 
in periodical publication. That only means that the man or woman 
happy enough to possess the book should not attempt to read it right 
through at a sitting, or a suooession of eittings. One a week will 
have a wholesome effect, cheering mortals who dwell amid less 
exalted communities with the assurance that there is hidden some- 
where in the Highlands a hamlet where all the men are good and 
most of the women are better. For real humour and true pathos, 
expressed in most musical broken English, Ian Maglaben is, my 
Baronite says, hard to beat in his latest work. 

•• Never imagine yourself not to be otherwise than what it might 
appear to others that what you were or might have been was other- 
wise than what you had been would have appeared to them to be 
otherwise? as the Duchess said to dear Alice in Wonderland ; which 
lucid remark fairly well defines the irresponsible position of The 
WaUypug of Why, by G. E. Fabbow (Hutchinson & Co.) The 
Girlie, and many of the jokes to be met with in the dreamy 
Upeidedownneas that leads to the Unanswerable land of "Why," 
are feeble imitations of the immortal Alice. It may achieve 
tome popularity aided by the grotesque humour of Habbt 
Fubniss's illustrations, and the dainty vignettes of his clever 
daughter, Dobotht. The WaUypug of Why will be an enter- 



taining book when AUce in Wonderland is forgotten,— but not 
till then. 

At War with Pontiae, by Krai Munboe (Blacker and Son) tells 
how a hero,— not Valmond, ••but another,"— not only ••came to 
Pontiao," but was saved from a fiery extinction by the discovery of 
the Totem of the Bear! The ••totem" is a kind of first cousin to the 
tattoo— a sort of sign, in that nartof the globe, by which the generally 
long lost brother is reooarisea. 

Apparently we are losing something of our former British insular 
pride, for S. Babino-Gould reproaches his countrymen with their 
appreciation of things, even literary, " made in Germany " and else- 
where, to the neglect of home-grown talent. In defence he has 
gathered together a delieioualy quaint set of Old English Fairy 
Tales (Methuen), wherein ohildren will find the native fairy quite 
as charming as her foreign relatives. 

Most appropriately appeared, a few days before the ninetieth 
birthday ox Mrs. Keelet was celebrated by a public ovation in her 
honour at the Lyoeum, a book entitled The Keeleys, published by 
Bentlet, and written by Mr. Walteb Goodman. •'Good 
man and true ; " no better man could have been selected to do the 
work. The most memorable character that Mrs. Keelet ever 
played, indeed, her favourite part, was Jack Sheppard. Now 
now came Mrs. Keelet to be •'oast" for Jack Sheppard? whose 
inspiration was it to select her for this role f •* I remember*" quoth 
the Baron, " secine Keelet as Mouser, and his wife as Betsy \ in 
Betsy Baker ; both inimitable, being one among those few gems of 
acting whereof the playgoer retains a life-long recollection." As 
a small boy, that is as small a boy as the Baron could be, he 
retains a vivid impression of Mrs. Keelet, as a Peri, singing and 
dancing in an extravaganza, and of Mr. Keelet as Isaac of York in 
a burlesque of Ivanhoe, also as Mrs. Gamp, with Mrs. Keelet as 
Young Bailey, in Martin Chutdewit. To have remembered them, 
and to have forgotten those who played with them (with the 
exception of Wigan as Montague T%gg\ is dear evidence of the 
impression these "two clever ones" made on the receptive mind 
of the then 

Boyish Baron db Boox-Wobms. 
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PHOTOMANIA." 



n Dot. ' " I sav, Walter, do you know that they are killiko 
a Pi© to-mobbow ? " 

Walter. "Yes ; and, dash it all, I haven't my Instantaneous 
Plates!" 



THE PLAIN TALE OF CINDEEELLA, TOLD BY 

THEEE AUTHORS. 

No. I. By R-dy-bd K-pl-no. 

" 87 the Hoof of the Wild-goat upto*sed 

From the Cliff where the lay in the Sun, 

Go, stalk the red deer oyer the Heather, 

And nod the glass Slipper, and the Story 

While the Snaffle holds, and the Long-Neck stings 

Fields, and Fetees, and Fun." fadded-room Ballads. 

The manner of it was in this way. Understand clearly that there 
was not a word to be said against Cinderella— not a shadow of a 
breath. Sho was good and lovely, with green eyes under eyebrows 
as black and as straight as the borders of the Indian Oazetle when 

a big man dies. Bat Well, her step-sisters were jealous of her. 

Which is curious. 

One evening they went to a Ball at Government House, leaving 
Cinderella at home, crying. After that, I don't know what 
happened. This much is certain. Cinderella went to the ball, 
with no chaperon, and no oard of invitation. And a wonderful 
dress. Gorgeous. I can't describe it, but it was a thing that hit 
you straight between the eyes and made you gasp. Don't ask 
me how it was all managed. All I know is, that Jn two twos, her 
oard was full. She was a success with those Up Above. The 
Prince fell in love with her. These sudden madnesses often afftot 
the sanest men. You cannot aooount for them. Cinderella 
married the Prince, and went Home. I neither know, nor very much 
care, how it all happened* I have told you quite enough. Ton 
ean just find out the rest for yourselves. There was a esse once. 
But I will tell you of that later on. If you are not careful. What 
I want to know is,— How do people like Cinderella come to marry 
Princes? 

You will say that this story is all made up. Very well, then. 
I want the person wbo says that, dead er alive. But dead for 
preference. 



SOKE PAPER, SOME PEHS, SOME TMX, 80MB 
BLOTTING-PAPER, AND FISHER UNWIN. 

(A SCRAP.) 

No. II. By J-hn 0l-v-r H-bbs. 

Prologue. 

Those who live in glass slippers should be careful not to eatah 
©hills. 

Cinderella appeared to have been kicked up into a powerful 
e zistenoe from the very dibrie of bricks, mortar, ill-tamper, and 
common-sense. To look at her was to think of a scaffolding. Hair 
dishonestly golden, sparkling with peroxide and insincerity, framed 
a face of such extraordinary beauty that to behold it was to doubt 
the genuineness of the oreataon. 

All Cinderella's relatives were more skilful at eating an expen- 
sive dinner than at ordering a oheap one ; and Gindebella, who did 
the cooking, made it the business of her life to lead her family out 
of temptation.; she knew greediness to be their special snare, and is 
helping them to oonquer their tastes she found many opportunities of 
srratif ying her own. For instance, every evening during the week 
Cinderella, made rioe-pudding, as she knew her step-sisteri 
especially disliked it : and every time her father dined at home there 
was sure to be some dish containing onions ; for he loathed them, 
having, indeed, such fastidious tastes, and such a repugnance for 
plain facts, that he would only eat straw when it was made intot 
bran mash. 

{To be continued.) 
***** 

CINDEEELLA WATEES. 

No. III. By G-rge M-re. 

(A Fragment 0/ a Drama in Muslin and Okm.) 

.... The lamp had not been wiped, and the room smelt slifhtly 
of paraffins, which nearly overpowered the smell of grease and the 
acrid and warm odour of a naked potato, a fragment of .which 
remained on an unwashed plate. The mahogany dresser, with its 
r )ws of shining plates and dishes, the sauoepan, frying-pan, neves, 
the spit on which a half-raw leg of mutton was banging, all pro- 
claimed, to the practised eye of a connoisseur, the kitonen. On the 
floor, in front of the fire, sat a short, square-faced girl in a dirty 
mauve print dress, obviously not made for her. Her face seemed to 
wear the expression of the country that produced her ; a 8axon face 
with the Sussex hills and downs dearly outlined on the cheeks, 
green-grey, quiet eyes, like the sea on a calm morning, and a pro- 
tuberant white oliff-like brow. A girl of twenty, short, stronely 
built, with curiously short arms and firm sauasge-like fingers. Her 
neck was plump, and her hair of so extraordinary a brown that it 
passed unnoticed. Her face usually escaped observation, being 



generally taken for one of those masks that children art) wont to pat 
on in the fashionable West Eod on the fifth of November. 

In the still water of the sink, the shining plates and saucepsni 
had all the mag io of reflected things. The kettle on the fire sang 
plaintively, like the wind in the valleys where the wind never 
wholly rests. The ooal-souttle seemed full of charm, of the fascuu- 
tion of deciduous objects. Cinderella Waters toyed with the 
cinders, large and small cinders, cinders like pebbles, and beetle-lfte 
cinders. Black smuts hung oaressively on Cinderella's oyster-shell- 
like ears, on her flaxen eye-lashes, and her Saxon oheeks. Her flesh 
warmed under the fire-light, but she sighed as sho thought of her 
hard life, work from week's end to week's end, never a hokdtj, 
never a little amusement Outside, a full moon floated like a balloon 
high up in the sky, and the trees stretched out their arms tike faint 
phantoms. In these moments the plausive and wilful sweetness of 
life tempted Cinderella; she longed to be in the place of her auten, 
she had dressed them for the servant's ball. The eldest had pat on 
a black silk dress adorned with a wide ooUar fastened with a Terr 
fine pebble brooch. The other wore a canary-coloured shirty a red 
velvet bodice, and a drab feather boa. Pale blue sashes floated from 
their hips, and one cauld hardly havo recognised them as sernnt- 
girla 

With a sigh, she tried not to think of the glare and rustle of tfflL 
of waltz tunes. She rose and began slowly ironing out some ?*/£* 
dusters. . . • Then she started and her flesh burnt, for the red-J» 
fiat-iron that she had accidentally dropped on her foot seemed te a* 
like a message from a lover. . . . 

New Title for Mr. P-noh and Mr. Ch-hr-rl-it.— Aooordnif 
to The Times of Africa, quoted by the Timee of London 1ft* 
Thursday, the Bechuanaland Chiefs style Mr. ChaioeruJ* 
"Moatlhodi," which is a Seohuana word, signifying "Heft* 
rights things." In this case the Chiefs will style Mr. Punchp* 
Great Moatlhodi, or, " He who writes thinge which right thing*." 
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SUGGESTIONS FOR NOVELTIES IN SLEEVES. 

(By Our Own Fashion-plater. 




Fig. 1. Cricket-bat Sleeve (with 
Splice for married ladici). 



Fig. 2. Balloon Sleeve. 



Fig. 3. Scull and Paddle 
Sleeve. 




\j§\^~*j&* — - 



Fig. 4. Saddle Sleeve. 



Fig. 5. Backet Sleeve. 



Fig. 6. Gun Sleeve. 



A MODEST PROPOSAL FBOM 
BABOO JABBEBJEE. 

TO THE HOF*BLI PUHCH. 

Vehihablb aud Ludicrous Sib,— Permit 
me moet respectfully to bring beneath jour 
notice a proposal which I serenely anticipate 
will turn np trumps under the fructifying sun- 
shine of your esteemed approbation. 

Sir, I am an able BA. cf a respectable 
Indian college, now in this country for pur- 
poses of being crammed through Inns of Court 
and Law Exam., and rendering mytelf a com- 
pletely fledged Pleader or Barrister in the 
Native Bar of the High Court 

Since my sc journ here, I have accomplished 
the laborious perusal of your tramoendent and 



tip-top periodical, and, hoity toity I I am like 
a duck in thunder with admiring wonderment 
at the drollishness and jocosity with which 
your paper is ready to burst in its pictorial 
department. But, alack I when I turn my 
critical attention to the literary contents, I am 
met with a lamentable deficiency and no great 
shakes, for I note there the fly in the oint- 
ment and hiatus valde deflendus—io wit the 
utter absenteeism of a correct and classical 
style in Ergli*h composition. 

To the highly educated native gentleman 
who searches jour printed srtioles, noting 
fondly to find himself in a well of English 
pure and uu defiled, it proves merely to fish 
in the air. Conoeive, Sir* the disgustful re- 
sult to one saturated to the akin of his teeth 



in best English masterpieces of immaculate 
and moderately good prose extracts and dra- 
matic passages, published with notea for 
the use of the native student, at welter- 
ing in a hotchpot and hurley-burley of 
arbitrarily distorted and very vulgarised 
oookneydoms and purely London provin- 
cialities, which must be of necessity to him 
as casting pearls bf f ore a swine I 

And I nave the honour to inform you of 
a number of cultivated lively young native 
B.A.'s, both here and in my country, who 
are <juite capable to appreciate really fine 
writing and sonorif erous periods if pub- 
lished in your paper, and which would in- 
fallibly result in a feather in your cap and 
bring increase of grit to the mill. 

If, Honored fir, you feel disposed to 
bolster yourself up with the wet blanket of 
a turn possumus, and reply to me that your 
existing quill-drivers are too fat-witted and 
shallow-pated for the production of more 
pretentiously polished lucubrations — aye, 
not even if they burn the night-light oiL 
and hear the chimes at midnight!— I will 
not be hoodwinked by the superficiality of 
your cui bono, and shall make you the 
answer that I am willing for an exceed- 
ingly paltry honorarium to rush into the 
Gordian knot and write you the most 
superior essays on every conceivable and 
inconceivable subject under the sun, as per 
enclosed samples whioh I forward respect- 
fully for your delightful and goldenopinions, 
guaranteeing faithfully that all of your 
readers in every hemisphere and postal dis- 
trict will fall in love with such a new de- 
parture and fresh tack. 

The specimens I send are not my best, 
only very ordinary and humdrum affairs, 
but^sx pede Herculem ! Hon'ble Sir, ana 
you will see how transoendentsUy superior 
are even such poor effusions oompared to the 
fiddle- feddle and gimcrack style of article 
with whioh you are being; fobbed off by 
puizleheaded and self-opinionated nincom- 
poops. 

I can also turn out rhymed poetry after 
models of Poets Tenxtsoit, Cowpxb, Mrs. 
Hixaks, Sotjthst, & Co., done to a tittle, 
so as not to be detected, even by the oyno- 
sure, as mere spurious imitation, but in 
every respect up to the mark and the real 
Simon Pure. 

Therefore, Hon'ble Sir, do not hesitate to 
strike whilo the iron is inoandesoent and 
bleed freely, even if it should be necessary, 
prior to engaging your humble petitioner's 
servioes, to turn out one or more of your 
present oontributioners crop and heels, and 
lay them on the shelf of their own incom- 
petencies. Remember that the slightest act 
of volition on your part can exalt my pe- 
cuniary status to the skies, as well as confer 
distinguished and unparagoned ennoble- 
ment upon your cacoethes tcribmdi. 

Your most obsequious Servant, 
Hubby Btogsho Jabbibxbb, B.A. 

P.S. and N.B.— Being entirely unac- 
quainted with the limners art, I cannot at 
present undertake the etching of carica- 
tures et hoc genus omne* However, if such 
is your will, Hon'ble Sir, I will take the cow 
by the horns, after preliminary course of 
instruction at Government Art School, all 
expenses, &c, to be defrayed on the nail 
out of your purse of Fortunatus, leeing 
that your esteemed correspondent is to hard 
up between two stools that he is rtduced to 
achoiceof Hodson'sflorse! H. B. J. 

[Ed. Net*.—Ut. Jabbxbjxb*s diaintereited 
oner is at present receiving our most careful 
oonaideration.] 
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UNEARNED INCREMENT. 

Sir M-cK-l H<k$~B<K. "Ah, ky beauty, if you keep PUTTnro on Flesh at this bate, we shall astonish them at the ShowI" 
Farmer H-rc-rt. " Yes ; but don't voboet it 's my Food as has does it." 

"The receipts into the Treasury, up to last Saturday, amounted to orer fire millions and a quarter more than in the eorrespondinf period of the 
prerioui financial year, while the expenditure h id but little increased."— Daily Faptr. 
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THE REMEDY FOR AGRICULTURAL DEPRESSION. 



HER HEAKT AND HAND. 

(Being the Last Chapter of cm Unpublished 
Romance.) 

So they two paced op and down the garden 
path in the moonlight. Their future oonne 
(like the garden path) lay clear before them. 
With the death of Edwin's umorupulous 
rival by a convenient railway accident in the 

Erevious chapter, every obstacle at length 
ad been removed. Angelina felt that the 
denouement was close at hand, but a few 
mere lines were required to oomplete the 
volume. She paused beside a rose-bush. 

"You have something to say to me. 
EdwinP" 

4 * Angelina," murmured Edwin, 4 4 will you 
give me your hand P " 

44 Oh ! * oried Akgeuha. " That s really 
too old- fashioned a uroposaL Try again." 

"Ncnsense, Angelina; I wasn't speaking 
of marriage. I want you to give" me your 
hand literally— so," and taking her dainty 
fingers in his own, he bent reverently over 
her palm. Then neither of them moved for a 
few moments. 

44 Do be quick," s*id Angelina, im- 
patiently. "You can kiss it if you like, 
and then I'll snatch it away, while a rosy 
blush m antles over my cheek. But this is all 
horribly old-fashioned." 

Edwin suddenly dropped her hand with a 
gesture of dismay. 

Angelina gasped. 

41 All is over," he said, solemnly. "The 
line of life is fairly well marked ; but the 
line of the heart shows that you are utterly 
devoid of real affection. Then the abnormal 
development of the mount below the little 
flurer " 

44 That came from rowing you up the river 
yesterday I" 



44 betokens obstinacy and bad temper, 

Nay, 'tis useless to expostulate, Angelina. 
In chapter twenty- two, if you remember, you 
found me in the library, trifling with a* book. 
That book was the latest manualof Palmistry, 
which deolarea that * it is the height of folly 
to choose your partner for life without care- 
fully studying the infallible revelation of 
(harsoter afforded by the hand.' I have 
acted on that advice, and our marriage, con- 
sequently, is out of the question." 

r< Bnt then," oiied poor Angelina, " what 
has been the good of aU the previous chapters? 
And what will the readers say P " 

44 They will regard it as a strikingly original 
termination," said Edwin, with gloomy satis- 
faction. 

41 1 shall bring an action for breach of 
promise." 

44 You cannot," retorted Edwdt. m "We are 
on the last page already." 

Angelica's composure gave way utterly. 
44 It's too bad I" she sobbed. "I did think 
we were to be married, and to live happily 
ever after. Now I suppose we shall appear 
in a horrid modern series, with a cynical title, 
The Folly of Romance, perhaps ! " 

Edwin smiled slightly. " No," he replied, 
" it will be called The Witdom of Chiro- 
mancy" 



New Version. 

(For Would-be Weeert qf American Htirettet.) 

Malbeovck s'sn va-t-en guerre % 

Mironton. mironton, mvrontatne ; 
Wins a Yankee millionaire, 
And then comes home again I 
With a hip-hip-hip, hurrah ! 
With a golden bride in his train ! 



For he's a. . 
And so 'd be 



wooer, 
of us! 



FOE A' THAT, AND A' THAT. 

(Modern J. L. P. Fenian.) 
[It is said that Mr. Tom Mann, in the interests 
of the Independent Labour Party, intends to op- 
pose Mr. John Morlit at the Montrose Burghs. J 

Stands Honest John for fair Montrose, 
The poor man's friend and a' that ?— 
The Burnt Hours Bill he dared oppose I— 
We ' n Awn oppose for a' that 
For a' that, and a? that, 
His honest pluck and a' that ; 
- On rank and wealth. we want to stamp, 
Tom Mann's the man for a' that! 

What though on Home Rule John 's in line, 

A rare good Bad, and a' that; 
If our pet nostrum he 'd decline, N 
He v s not our man, for a' that* 
For a' that, and a' that, 

His learning, seme and a' that ; 
The honest man we will throw o'er, 
Tom Mann's our man for a' that! 

He 'd mend or end the House o' Lords, 

Who burke our Bills and a' that ; 
But to our fads small aid affords, 
So he's our foe for a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

His firmness, faith, and a' lhat; 
John has an independent mind I 
We like him not for a' that 1 

Then let us pray that polling day— 

'Tis coming soon for a' that— 
His sense ana worth may oast to earth, 
Though we may lose, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

A Tory win and a' that; 
To keep out John, and Rosebert spite, 
Tom Mann 's our man for a' that I 



Motto fob American MimoNAisxsfBi.-- ■ 
1 Marry, oomeupl" 
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SERVING OUT BLANK 
CARTRIDGES. 

Sir,— I am rare you will 
believe me when I my that I 
with to treat our new Com- 
mander-in-Chief with the 
greatest respect, hut it is diffi- 
cult to know what to say or 
think when Field Marshal 
Viscount Wolsklxt delivers 
himself of the following extra- 
ordinary opinions. The place 
was the Royal United Service 
Institution, and the occasion 
was the delivery of a leoture 
upon " The Training of Volun- 
teer Officers," by Colonel 
Eustace Balfotjb. Here is a 
report of the remaiks to which 
I have the honour to take 
exception:— 

"He had often watched out of 
hit room a non - oomminioned 
officer drilling a squad of recruit* 
The language which he uied was 
perhaps not of the choicest de- 
scription, but it was very effec- 
tive. {Laughter and «H$or, 
hear.") It was addressed to men 
who thoroughly understood it 
(laughter.) The drill sergeant 
made use of that language with 

Stat effect on the men, and he 
preised on them that they 
should be absolutely obedient to 
every expression, every word of 
oommancL' 9 

Now, Sir, if this means any- 
thing, it suggests that in 
future "the big, big D" of 
the past should become the 
amplified curse of thojpresent. 
The Commander-in-Chief has 




LA BELLE DAME SANS "MERCL' 



written a Soldier' $ PockeU 
Book, and no doubt in the 
next edition adialogue between 
adrill-sergeantand his recruits 
will, from a civilian point of 
view, become entirely unlit 
for publication. In lien of 
"order arms," we shall have 
" I" instesd of '^bayo- 
net s," " 1!" and to 

replace 4 * prepare to charge." 

this be P Yours respectfully, 
Tvoxajb Atktjis. Prmts. 
P.8.— What would the dear 
old Duke have said I Oar 
ancient commander, as all the 
world knows, hated strong 
language. 



TO TRILBY. 
(On Daisy Lines.) 

Trilby. Trilby. 

Ohwhatahullaballoo! 
Crazy we witt be 
All on account of you, 
Though others may charm, 

we 'U still be 
Quite true to our own dear 



> For you do look sweet, 
And with those nice feet 
You '11 run— till there 's some- 
thing new. 



Sugobbtioh. — If sufficient 
funds exist or can soon be 
raised to defray expenses, why 
pull down the Trinity Alms- 
houses P Why not add Wings 
to the alms-houses P 



THE LITTLE DINNER OF TNE TWENTIETH CENTURY. 

A Forecast by Mr. Punch's Own Clairvoyant. 

AoooRDTirg to the " Daily Chronicle." 44 an American professor is 
looking forward to the time when cooking and dining snaU become 
lost arts, and we shall take our sustenance in the form of tablets of 
concentrated things" Our esteemed contemporary appears to think 
that such a system would necessarily do away with all conviviality 
and social intercourse; but, unless Mr. Punch's Clairvoyant u 
liable to error (which is absurd), we need not take quite so glootny 
a view of the future. People will still entertain, only the dinner of 
the next century will be a more economical and less tedious function, 
and, instead of having to go through a trying interview with her 
cook, the commg hostess will merely look in at the nearest Food 
Chemises, when some such conversation as the following will settle 
the whole business. 

Hostess. We ' ve some people coming in to take a few tablets with 
us this evening, what do you think I 'a better have P 

The Food Chemist. You will require soup, of course, Madam. I 
could send you one of these patent soup-sprinklers, exceedingly 
simple to work, and quite the fashion in the highest circles ; the 
butler sprays each guest before showing them upstairs. We supply 
the machine, charged with the very best soup, at ninepenoe a night. 

Hostess. No, 1 don't want anything fussy, it's quite an informal 
little fathering. # An ounoe of those mock-turtle ju'ubes at fourpenoe 
I had last time will do very well* 

The F. C. Very good, Madam. Then, with regard to fish P I can 
strongly recommend these bi-carbonate of cod and oyster lauce 
lozenges, or I have some sulphate of salmon and cucumber pastilles, 
that 1 think you would like, ninepenoe the quarter- of -a-pound. 

Hostess. I 'm afraid I mustn't be extravagant I'll take a small 
bottle of condensed smelt tabloids (the sixpenny size) and what are 
left will come in nicely for the children's dinner next day. 

The F. C. Precisely so, Madam. And as to entries— will you 
have cockscomb cachous or sweetbread pilules P 

Hostess. It makes such a long dinner. I don't want a lot of 
things. 

The F. C. In that case, Madam, I think I have the very article— 
a most elegant eleotro-ohemical preparation, combining entrSe, joint, 



and bird, with just a trace of vegetable matter, put up in small cap- 
sules, at one and elevenpence halfpenny the box of one dozen. 

Hostess. That would: be cheaper than having each course in 
separate tablets, wouldn't itP I think I'll try a box. What 
wonderful improvements they bring out nowadays, to be sure I 

The F. C. They do indeed, Madam. I am told that the Concen- 
trated Food Stores will shortly be able to place on the markets 
series of graduated wafers, each containing a complete dinner, from 
a City banquet to a outlet, at prioes to correspond with the number 
of courses required. 

Hostess. Delightful I And then the most expensive dinners will 
be all over in a minute, instead of dragging on to ten minutes or s 
quarter of an hour, as I 've known them to do sometimes ! I've 
often thought what a pity it is that we waste so much precious time 
as we do in merely supplying our bodily wants. 

The F. C. We are improving, Madam, slowly improving. And 
what about sweets, cheese, and savouries P 

Hostess. I might have one of those two-inch blocks of condensed 
apple-tart, and a box of oheese pills— no savouries. You see iff 
only a/amiVyparty! 

The F. C. Exaotly so, Madam. And shall you be needing any- 
thing in the way of stimulants P * 

Hostess. Let me see— you may send me in a couple of ounoeiof 
acidulated champagne drops— the Australian quality, not the 
French, they 're twopence an ounoe dearer, and so few people nonet 
the difference nowadays, do they P _ . 

The F. C. (to himself). Not untQ the next morning I UW 
And liqueurs P Any brandy-balls with the coffee creams P I We have 
some very fine essense-of-dessert jellies 

Hostess. Nothing more, thank you. (To herself, as she departs.) 

I 'm sure I 've spent quite enough as it is on Josh's stingy old 
relations, who never ask us to have so much as a lunch-lozenge or a 
tea-tabloid with themj 

Coxnre Christmas Ehthrtainxbht.— At the Trinity House will 
be performed by the filder Brethren the famous comedy of " Oar 
Buoys." 

Motto-Headiho foe South Araiaan Gold Mure Bepobtb.— 

II JSe non e vero e Ben Bamato. }f \[\zeti by 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

The Sobbows of Sataic— a»d Owe Othbb. 

I if at as well unburden my mind at once by making a oonfeeaion. 
It will give pain to a great many whose good opinion I value, but I 
can't help that It is better that they should be told the whole 
truth, better that they should know at onoe the very worst that oan 

be said or thought of me, than 
that I should continue to win their 
respect by acting a lie. And, after 
all, who amongst us is entirely 
faultless P Is there one who oan 
lay his or her hand on his or her 
heart and say with sincerity "I 
have never erred "P Not one, I 
am certain. My friends, there- 
fore, may possibly forgive me (not 
immediately, perhaps, but later on 
after time has dulled the pain of 
the first shook) when I admit sor- 
rowfully that I have been reading 
The Sorrows of Satan, by Miss 
Mabie Cobelli. 




Cebtaiw points I might urge in 
: extenuation of my conduct, in 
mitigation of sentence. I might 
say, for instance, that I have 
always been subject to a distinot 
weakness for silver wings on a 
green ground. Whenever I have 
met them in real life I have in- 
variably done something wrong. 
Now, Miss Marie Cobelli's book is bound in a green cover, and on the 
front of it is stamped the picture of a really lovely pair of wings in 
silver. They are long wings, somewhat sparsely feathered, perhaps, 
but they taper beautifully. Anyhow, at the sight of them reposing 
peacefully on one of Messrs. W. H. Smith aed Son's best bookstalls, 
my moral nature crumbled, so to speak, and bang went six shillings. 

I might sdd that I didn't read the whole book. Two solid thirds 
of it I read, and then suddenly something inside me snapped, and I 
began to skip as joyfully and heartily as any village schoolgirl with 
her simple rone. These were not ordinary skips, but good, full- 
blooded, tofty leaps, that carried me through, panting and breath- 
less, but safe, to the very end. As I say, 1 might urge these points 
in extenuation, but I prefer not to. I have pleaded guilty : let mo 
be punished, if any further punishment should be thought necessary. 
All I oan say is, that I promise never, never to do it again. 

So far as one oan judge from the book itself, Miss Cobelli's object 
in writing it appears to have been to " have a smack " at various 
people who had incurred her enmity for having publicly expressed 
their dislike of some of her previous work. If Miss Cobelli keeps a 
diary » I can imagine that a page of it would be something in the 
following style :— 

"I am going to give everybody fits. It's no good anybody 
trying to hold me back. Bah I I scorn the puny fetters of literary 
convention. Why should the wicked flourish like a green bay-tree 
(this is a quotation) ? I have often thought about it. Now I 'm 
going to show them. I '11 make your flesh creep (quotation). I '11 
make you wish your grandmothers had never been born. 2 bat les 
reviewers (French) : Vivat Satanas (Latin). Saw a fat, idle woman 
< f Society passing by in her luxurious carriage, lolling back lazily, 
her face mottled with the purple and red signs of superfluous eating. 
She didn't bow to me. Shall put her in the book. Read article in 
The Metropolis. Critic says " Miss Mabie Cobelli has not quite 
reached the level of Geoboe Eliot." Shall put him in the book. 
Happen to know he was bribed with hslf-a-orown and a free pass to 
a music-hall to write against me. Oh world, world, ever spurning 
your greatest and best. Plato seems to have failed (or was it Abib- 
totle or Socbates— I know one of them was tortured with the 
hemlocks, a sort of Greek thumbscrew), and lots of other people 
failed. Shall I fail Y Not much. Met Tippiks, a reviewer. He 
took off his hat, but never looked back at me. Shall put him in as 
well-known forger, perjurer, and drunkard. Ha, ha I I'm getting 
on. I '11 make them talk about me. They 've all sold themselves 

to Eureka (Greek), I '11 put the devil in my book. Nobody has 

ever done that btfore. Grand notion.'' 



AoooBDDfGLT Miss M. C. wrote her book. She introduces us 
(which, after all, is the proper function of an M.C.) to a great many 
characters. There is the puir auld deil, there are lords and ladies, 
and Society women, whose superfluous gusdinrs are described with 
what I may call overfed detail ; there are bounders and snobs 



(the hero, Geoffrey Tempest* is a bounder-snob, of unexampled 
ferocity); there are purblind publishers, venal journalists; and 
there is one female novelist, of extraordinary genius, whom the per- 
sistent malevolence of reviewers cannot depress or dismay. Her 
name is, if my memory serves me, Maris Clarelli, or something of 
that sort. She writes wonderful novels, and keens a big St. Bernard, 
who smells out the devil and flies at him,— these dogs are cele- 
brated for their sagacity;— and she is a butterfly thing in a 
white gown, a alight, feminine creature, ideally fair, like a wood- 
nymph. Moreover the forgiving, generous creature, keeps a flock 
of doves, whom she calls after the periodicals that slate her, and 
feeds with corn and peas, and various grains, in lavifh quantities. 

Then there is the devil. Prince Lucto Rimdnez % a magnifioent, 
handsome, fabulously wealthy, dangerously beautiful, dark, flash- 
ing, mysterious, Quy Livingstone of a devil, with extraordinary 
eyes, a glorious baritone voioe, and any amount of other diabolical 
attributes. He is lavishly described in a kind of water-Ouida style, 
and when last seen he is in company with a well-known Cabinet 
Minister. The devil is " the same as ever,— the perfect impersona- 
tion of perfect manhood I • • . his oountenanee, pale, proud, sorrowful 
yet scornful, flashed upon me like a start • • • • I saw them ascend 
the steps and finally disappear within the House of England's Im- 
perial Government,— Devil and Man,— together!" There, isn't it 
dreadful. And yet I suppose the customary policemen were on 
guard. And with that I think we may dismiss Miss Cobelli's 
farrago (Latin) of balderdash and vanity. 



CARLO, THB CYNIC.-A Table. 

OARLoAke Puppy, one day took it into his head to become a great 
cynic. There are few puppies that have not at some time or other 




conoeived the same mad project. Says Carlo to himself. " To be a 
great oynio, I have, of oourse. nothing to do hut to snarl at every- 
body and everything, and nothing is more easy, as everyone knows. 
In the first place, I 
* with 



will never bark 
joy nor wag my tail 
when either my mas- 
ter or mistress ad- 
dresses me. In the 
second place, I will 
be always growling. 
It will be in vain to 
attempt to ooax me 
into an appearance 
of good humour. I 
will have only to 
figure to myself the 
oontequenoes of en- 
deavouring to please 
others; the inconvenience of barking, and the trouble of wagging 
my taiL I will then only think on things which contribute to the 
uneasiness of dog-kind ; my digestion will be always out of order ; 
my appearance as disengaging as it can possibly be. Still, all this is 
so easy that there is really no merit in accomplishing it" 

Carlo then retires into his tub. determined to play the part his 
folly assigns him. No sooner is he embarked on a sulky nap, than 
an opportunity presents itself to him to act up to his new character. 
The son of his master passing by at that moment. Carlo springs out 
upon him, and attempting to seize the little fellow by the leg, proceeds 
to terrify him with his growlinjrs. The child, alarmed by the dog. 
calls loudly upon its father and the puppy's master, who, attracted 
by the noise, rushes out of the house, and seeing his ton in terror of 
the dog. snatohea up a stick, with which he proceeds to chastise the 
misguided Carlo. 

44 Ungrateful Puppy," cries the enraged Master, addressing the 
crestfallen oynio, '* was it for this I rescued thee from the butcher, 
and fed thee, and took thee in P Behold how he requites my kind- 
ness ! Be off with thee at once, ungrateful animal I I will have 
nothing more to do with thee." 



The Coioeg Stbuoglb.— False -4/arm/—" Odj Correspondent" 
at Constantinople wrote on Thursday last in the Times : — 

A shoal of porpoises, mistaken in the moonlight for a torpedo-catcher, 
drew a brisk cannonade the other night from one of the Dardanelles forts, 
causing much alarm in the neighbourhood. 

Blesh my shoal I what a miahtakel Begardless of their doom, the 
little victims were playing. However, the gunners have, of oourse, 
apologii ed, and said they didn't fire on porpoise to hurt 'em." 



The Sultab's Mono.— What 's done by Kurd must be endured. 
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Swipey. 
Tommy, 



l l GOT THAT BrOBDINONIOIAW BbKAZTAST SbBYIOI IK SW^TMBLA1^>. ,, 

"I SUPPOSE THOSE MUST BB THE CUPS PAPA SAYS BE 80 OFTEN FINDB YOU IE I 



OUE NAPPING FATHERLAND. 

(Commended to the notice of Grass and Un- 
patriotic Capital on the Clyde and elsewhere.) 

Aib— " The Happy Fatherland." 
we Britons are a blundering lot, and too apt 

to miss our tips. .,,, 

Ones on a time we supplied the world with 

fine engine 8 and big ships. 
But we 're very blind, and we 're very cross, 

and seem daily growing wnss ; 
Therefore the Fatherland, the Z7n-napping 

Fatherland, keeps a watchful eye on us. 

those Teutons are a wakeful race, and you 
bet they know their book ; 

And they've learned all that we had got to 
teaoh them, by hook and eke by crook. 

And more and moxe all the things we use btc 
now •• made in Ger-ma-ny." 

Whereat the Fatherland, the Artful Father- 
land winks its eye with wondrous glee. 

Napping Britons have a notion still that 

Britannia rules the waves ; 
But to party spleen and class enmity (if to 

nothing else) we're " slaves,' 9 
Which we swore we'd " never, never, never" 

be. and we quarrel might and main, 
WheremtheFatherland,theChuoklingFather- 

land, spies a prospect of great gain. 

For we Britons in our shipyards big know the 
way to build a fleet, 

Which for strength and speed and for engines 
prime is tarnation bad to beat. 

Bnt we bring it all to a dire dead-look by a 
dodge called a " look-out," 

Whereat the Fatherland, the Teuton Father- 
land, laughs and hugs itself, no doubt 



For the men of old having played the fool, 
now the masters take thetr turn, 

And though better far they did ought to 
know, they too stubborn seem to learn. . 

Since they stop their works, and shut out their 
men, from what they call M sym-pa-thy/ 

What time the Fatherland, the Clever Father- 
land, snaps up business from J. B. 

Strikes drove the ship trade from the Thames 
to the Tweed and to the Clyde. 

And now look-outs olose the northern yards, 
which were once the Briton's pride. 

So the Chinaman and the Jap will nave for to 
get their ships elsewhere ; 

Where— the Fatherland, the Un-napping 
Fatherland will make its especial care. 

0, these masters are a mulish lot, for it seems 
their fault this time ; . 

Such unpatriotic and stubborn greed is a folly 
and a crime. 

And it's time John Bull did put down his 
foot, for that matter both his feet. 

Before the Fatherland, the Teuton Father- 
land has to build the British Fleet 1 

We 've a Fatherland, unto which behng both 
the masters and the men. 

If we nap too long nations wide-awake will 
snap up our trade, and then t — 

Mr. Punch desires with the smashing foroe 
of an Armstrong plus a Krupp 

To tell our Fatherland, our Napping Father- 
land it is high time to WAKE UP I 

"A. pbopos be Bottes."— The Shoeless 
Children 1 s Winter Fund. Send subscriptions 
to the Svn. Can't do better for their bodies 
and soles. 



OVER-BBHRING CONDUCT. 

[By the arbil ration of Paris, judgment was gifen 
in favour of Great Britain with respeet to the 
Bearing Sea Dispute, but the precise amount of 
the damages was left for settlement to the two 
Governments. The British Ambassador and Mr. 
Geesham drew up an agreement, duly signed and 
•ealed. fixing the sum at £85,000, but the Houst 
of Representatives in February last rejected the 
vote. Fresh negotiations have now to be entered 
on.— Daily Paper.] 

Sir Julian PauneefoU sings dolefully .*— 

I thought it all was done 

When their case was lost ouri won, 

By decision of the Paris arbitration, 
That the Benring Sea affair 
Would no more cause mal de mer, 

And a cheque on Babhtgs settle oompenst- 
tion. 
But alaok I and welladay, 
Cousin Jonathak won't pay. 

But insists upon renewed negotiations, 
And his method democratic 
Is not strictly diplomatic, 

Or aooording to the laws that govern nations. 
Says Jokathan, •* Friend Jomr, 
We don't want to split npon 

A matter in which you have all the alory, 
For we own, with due contrition, 
That we hold a false position— 

Bat there— parting is a very different story. 
It is true, in manner handsome, 
You gave Alabama ransom, t 

And you j?aid your cash without recruauis- 
taon ; 
But we know a thing or two, 
And we 're outer, Jomr, than you, 

So sealing-wax is all your compensation. 
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INFORMATION. 



First *Arry (vrtih newspaper). "I say, 'Abby, you 'be a Toft. What's a 'Oollab 
Day • at Court ? " 

Second 'Arry. ■• Duvno 'xaotly. Suppose rr 's a Saturday when things comb 'omb 
prom thb Wash." First* Arty. "Oh, I see— 'Cleah Oollab Dat' 1" 



A BOY ON THE BUSBY CELEBRATION. 

Bicbbtkjtaby of Busby I 

Why should that be noted us by P 

Pedagogue most supercilious, 
Chiefly famed for power of spanking I 
Next with heroes they'll be ranking 

Horace's Obbuius I 
Old Plagosus might be pardoned, 
Since he flogged, and doubtless hsrdened, 

That arch foe of youth, old Flaccos. 
But why Busbt P— Save in joy, 8ir, 
That that bugbear of the bjy, Sir, 

Can no longer whack us? 



"THE COURT OF COMMON SENSE." 

Mb. Justice Roxbb will be henceforth 
installed as Chief Judge in<this Division, by 
reason of his admirable decision in the ease of 
BarUeU and Other $ v. H. Marshall and 
Son. Let all householders, tenants and resi- 
dents-in-ehambers make o a u se lists of their 
erievances, and unite forces so that a common 
fund may be available for actions and pro- 



secution*. Thus will various nuisances be 
stopped for ever, and we may hopefully look 
forward to the day when a decision from the 
Romerian lips will cause the banishment of 
discordant German bands and maddening 
organ-grinders. 0, that these grinders were 

Snow extracted I But the day will come 
en all such nuisances having been either 
abated or abolished, we shall gratefully, and 
with more or less classical correctness, ex- 
claim, " Homer locutue est, causa jlnita e$U" 



A QUESTION OF FRAOTNE88. 
[At the banqut t to Mr. John Habx, Sir Fbaex 
Lock wood complained that the Government, whilst 
continuing for a time his legal serrioes and emolu- 
ments, had withheld from him their confidence. J 
My Tory friends, they kept me on, 
As their S.-G. I took their penoe, 
They gave me their emoluments, 
But not, alas ! their confidence. 
This treatment showed a woeful want 

Of real reciprocity— 
Though I was always Fbatc to them, 
They never would be frank with me! 



KEEPING HIS "I" IN! 

To " run the Empire on business lines," 

Is the way— so they say— to which Joseph 

inclines. 
And no doubt he '11 remark, with an emphasis 

44 Betwixt •run' and 4 ru(i)n' there's only 
4 IM» __ 

THE AMATEUR ACTORS YADE MECOM. 

Question. Can you give me a list of the 
qualifications necessary to produce an average 
amateur actor P 

Answer. Self-assuranoe, and an unreason- 
ing desire to attract attention. 

Q. Is it essential that you should be able 
to sot P 

A. Not absolutely. If you have a fairly 
retentive memory, and can imitate— more or 
less— the manner of some recognised theatrical 
star, you should be perfectly satisfied with 
the performance. 

Q. Assuming that you neither can recollect 
nor copy, how should you supply the de- 
ficiency r 

A. By a blind reliance upon the prompter. 

Q. What should be your relations with the 
audience P 

A. If possible, of a friendly character. 
You may do much to insure this desirable 
condition by the distribution of free tickets 
amongst the more imbecile of your acquaint- 
ances, 

Q. Can you circulate gratuitous cards of 
admission in other quarters with pleasing 
results P 

A. Certainly. If you are of a vindictive 
disposition, you can present the peace-de- 
stroying cartels to your enemies. 

Q. If the audience shows signs of dissatis- 
faction, to what cause may you attribute this 
attitude of hostility P 

A. To the incompetency of your fellow- 
actors. 

Q. Then you may assume that you yourself 
are above criticism P 

A. Unquestionably ; save, perhaps, in the 
avowedly theatrical periodicals. 

Q. If your efforts to instruct and entertain 
are treated with contempt in those souroes 
of information, to what influence may you 
confidently trace this unappreoiative treat- 
ment P 

A. To professional jealousy. 

Q. With what object should you take part 
in a private performance P 

A. With the intention of pleasing myself, 
and with the desire of giving the organiser of 
the entertainment an opportunity of affording 
lavish hospitality. 

Q. Why should the hospitality be lavish P 

A. Because ample light refreshments and 
an exoellent supper in front of the footlights 
cover a multitude of mistakes behind the 
green curtain. 

Q. What should be your object in taking 
part in a public performance P 

A. The same as in the case of a private 
representation, an additional advantage would 
be increased notoriety. 

Q. What should be done with the proceeds 
of snoh an occasion P 

-4. The money collected should be devoted 
to the payment of the necessary expenses. 

Q. If there should be a oalanoe, what 
should become of it P 

A. That is a question that would seldom 
come within the range of interrogatories of 
practical value. 

Q. But should there be such a balanoe, to 
what end should it be devoted P 

A. (after a long pause). Oh, of course— to 
the benefit of some risssivinf charity. 
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A MATTER FOR FURTHER 
CONSIDERATION. 

(Extract from a Volunteer $ 
Note-Book,) 

12 Nook.— I have been 
posted m a sentry near 
this bridge to wait for 
something exciting my 
suspicions. When this 
happens I am to " retire 
at onoe and give the 
alarm." Quite so; but 
many a battle has been 
won by using one's own 
discretion. I read in the 
report of a recent lecture 
that a Frenchman, by dis- 
obedience to orders in the 
Franco-German War, did 
something or other that 
saved the honour of his 
country. So far so good. 
Nothing stirring. 

12.30.— I can see some- 
thing moving to the right. 
It may be cavalry or a 
cow. Toss up* Heads 
soldiers, tails cattle. The 
latter wins. Not going to 
41 give the alarm 1 ' when 
threatened by a cow, of 
oourae not. So pass cow. 
All 'swell. 

12.35. — Fancy I can 
make out something stir- 
ring to the left Evident- 
ly artillery or a waggon. 
Sorry I did not bring my 
glass. Givo the waggon 




THE LATTER-DAY TASTE. 

Author. " I *VB GOT HEBB BOMB SHOET STOBIB0 THAT I AM AHXI0U8 TO PUBLISH." 

Publisher. " Lit mb wash you. Mat I ask if thby 'bs wbiitbh or abt uh- 

INTBLLIOIBLB SOOTCH DIALB0T?" Author. "CbBXAINLY HOT." 

Publisher. "Theh I 'k afraid thby 'be hot oh thb slightest use to us." 



the benefit of the doubt. 
Waggon can't do much 
harnyandTshsllnotbottisf 
myomoeraboutthst. Pm 
waggon* All's wen, 

12.40.— Believe sons- 
thing approaching in 
front of me. Hereaaaia 
I can use my discretion. 
If I were not a man of 
intelligence, I should 
jump to the oonchiskn 
that I was confronted by 
a regiment of infantr? • 
Premature, to aav the 
least Gmsequently, as- 
sume that I am faced by 
a flock of sheep. Certainly. 
Pass sheep. All's well 

12.45.—Thie must ha a 
very hurried entry. The 
something moving to the 
right was a troop of ca- 
valry. Affain, the waajoa 
to the left was imagmarj 
-in reality, a battery A 
artillery. Then, to the 
centre, what I took for 
lambs, turn out to bs skir- 
mishers. TheoavslryhsTe 
began to charge, the grmi 
to fire, and the riflemen to 
pepper! Scarcely pleattntl 
SoTthink now is the time 
for disappearing. Conee- 

Suently retire at the extra 
ouble to my officer in the 
rear, to see* for farther 
directions! Patsinissflsi! 
All's well-when I amort 

of reach of you I 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

My Bsronitess tells me that in The Silver Fairy Book (Hutchih- 
80H & Co.), the youthful reader will flod fairies and genii of every 
nation ready to show how happily life succeeds in The Land of 
Magic She also informs me that Arthur Fobbbs's Australian story, 
about the man who went for His First Kangaroo, is calculated to 
make the reader lit up— to read it. Blacatb ahd Soh are also 
determined that youthful readers should, in Two Gallant Rebels, 
learn something about La Yendee and La Guillotine. Both cheery 
subjects for Christmas. 

Lost Chords, by Mr. Arthur Rickitt, is a practical joke, capitally 
carried out by author and publisher. It is bound to deceive, the cover 
being a closely burlesqued reproduction of that of the well-known 
Yellow Book, only witn tuning-fork instead of key, as emblematical 
of Lost Chords. Some of Mr. Bickbtt*s parodies are capital 

In The Britith Barbarians, Mr. Gbaht Alleh, at some length 
but not without ingenuity, las perpetrated a literary " sclL" Not 
without a laugh will the interested reader reach the climax, but he 
will probably wish that this climax had been the finish ; likewise 
would he prefer to the eomewhat prosaic ending that a few disjointed 
lines should have finished off the romance, the author laughing in 
his ftleeve, contentedly. It is one of the bunch of keys of the 
Key-note Series, and 'tis published by Johh Labs of the Bodley 
Head. 

• Stirring are the incidents of Mr. Joseph Hattoh's When Greek 
Meets Cheek. Let not the name affright the unolassical reader, who 
may be inclined to fight shy of Homeric heroes. None such will be 
found here ; they are of the Revolutionary period in France, under the 
misrule of Robbspiebbb bt Cib., a period when, as Josbphtjs Hat- 
tohius Historicub well says, "The Revolution, with the cry of 
' Liberty, c quality, fraternity ' on its lips, not only revived the secret 
and bloody horrors of the Middle Ages, but outdid them in private 
end in public." The Middle Ages were not in it with the Darkest 
Revolutionary Age. The dialogues in this story are a bit diffuse, 
and diff uteness in either dialogue or descriptive narrative is apt to 
irritate the reader in a hurry. For, mind you, most readers are 
in a hurry nowadays. Though, personally, the Baron prefers taking 
everything easy. •• Easy reading, in easy chair," quoth— 

The B. be B.-W. 

Thb Car of Commerce (some way after Goethe).—" Light, 
more light— railways ! " 



DOD THE DODGER! 

ScBHE— In the Library of a Club. Johbs in a condition of greet 
excitement. To him enter Bbowh. 

Brown. Hallo, my boy, you seem to be disturbed I What's the 
matter P 

Jones. Disturbed! I should think sot And so would yon be 
were you in my position. Here am I trying to find out the President 
of the Local Government Board, and I am hanged if I can. 

Brown. What book are you consulting ? 

Jones. Why DocVs Parliamentary Companion to be sure. 

Brown (laughing). Then 1 wish you joy, my boy. If you really 
want a good hearty guffaw go to " Doa." 

Jones. Yes, it's all very well to grin, but when a fellow 'am a 
hurry, he 'a in no mood for practical joking. They may well call it 
Dtds Parliamentary Companion, for I never met with anything, so 
irritating in all my life. 

Brown. But surely it tells you the name of the boss at the Local 
Government Board P 

Jones. It does more than thai— it gives you a choice of Pre- 
sidents. On one page Mr. Walteb Loho is mentioned ; on snother, 
Mr. Ritchie ; on a third, Mr. Chaplih. But the Editor isn't qmte 
satisfied about the last, because in another part of the hook be 
hails him as President of the Board of Trade. What ahall Ido? I 
don't like to toss up, and writing a ciroolar letter to all the lot w 
take up a deal of time, and look rather foolish to the wrong ones. 

Brown. Well, of course, if you will oonsult " Dod" you must take 
the oonsequenoes. Let me have a look at the book. (Turninp ever 1M 
pages.) Why, here's another mistake. Ho insists that Sir Hott 
Campbell Bahhebmah was president in the days of Mr. GiADsron. 

Jones. Oh yes, I notioed that. It is a wonder he didn't call bin 
Sir Herbert Campbell. , 

Brown. That would have been quite in his line of humour. Asa 
he might have said that Sir Hebbebt Campbell resigned the cm* 
to form a cabinet with Mr. Dah Leho, to run the pantomime under 
the Premiership of Sir Augustus Drubiolahus. , 

Jones. Yes, that's all very well. But business is business; and 
it has given me a headache. 

Brown. Then try something less intricate. (Giving volume.) *** 
oast your eye over this. . 

Jones. Ah, come, this is much better I [Scene closes in est* 
ex-reader of " Dod" consults " Bradshaw. *J 
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••THE TTARTg APPARENT." 

Teb tend-off dinner at the " Metropele" 
last Tuesday week, to Mr. Johv Huts was in 
every way a Great Bucoeas. No one wants to 
14 send off" Joithtob Habb, but as he will ro 
to America, it is beat to tend him off amid 
cheers and with a hearty " very glad to see 
you back a^aia ! ' It > xrarred to some of us 
on hearing Mr. Fnrrao's post-prandial lecture 
how excellently he coall play Dr. Pangloss 
or DimUnie Sampsen. Mr. Coimrs Cabb. 
rallying Domini* Pangloss-Pinero. went at 
firstHghtiyasaRam-Carr; but suddenly be- 
came serious, and his audienoe solemn. The 
speeehes of the evening were made by David 
Plubxbt, in his new character of " Lord 
Rathmoeb," as rep r esenting the Upper House, 
and by Sir Fbabx Locxwood. Q.C.. M.P.. 
T.P.C., for the Lower. Both admirable ; and 
neither fully reported next day. 

A CURIOUS SPELL. 

(To a Fair Corr es pon d ent who apologised for 
her Spelling.) 
A cuuoire speller ; that 's your firm and fast 
Opinion of yourself . Your friends you tell 
Me read your letters, and then say. aghast, 
"A curious spell l v 

So that 'syour story, and I may as well 
Just say I think it 'sfudgc from first to last, 

Your own chimera, or, maybe, a fell 
Invention circulated in the past. 

Your spelling 's just as clear as any belL 
But tell me, pray, why over me you east 
A curious spell ? 

SO LIKE THEM! 

r" Amaa is entitled to get drank if he chooses." 
—Mr. Chter, the PeUee Magistrate at the South- 
western PeUee Court.) 

Othbb declarations that may be confi- 
dently expected :— 

*' There is something. inexpressibly noble in 
the character of the Turk, and the present 
Suraa* appears to me to be one of the most 
benevolent rulers that has ever adorned 
humanity." W. B. Gl-dst-hb. 

" The real cure for agricultural depression 
is to evict the landlords without compensa- 
tion, and to nationalise the land." 

8-L-SB-BT. 

"No institution appeals so powerfully to 

- sympathy and admiration as a board 
1, unless it be a school board." 
The Archbishop of C-ht-bb-bt. 

" A little Judicious smoking up the chimney 
is good for a growing boy, even though it 
may be contrary to meddlesome f chool regu- 
lations." B-flBT Bbdiviws. 

1 * After all, there are few things that exer- 
cise a more profoundly elevating influence 
than a modern musb-halL" Mb*. Ch-bt. 

"The Legislature ought certainly to in- 
terfere to check the paying improprieties of 
the modern decadent novelist." 

Gb-ht All- jr. 

M If there is one pastime which I would 
recommend to the youth of England as likely 
to lead to true manliness and muscle, not to 
mention an occasional testimonial, it it- 
parlour croquet." W. G. Gb-cb. 

"All speculation should be sternly dis- 
oouraged." Oub Outside Bbokbb. 

"Labour is all very well, but the idle 
classes are the btokbone of the country." 

J-HBT B-BBB. 

" It is best never to help others, but always 
ti help yourself to anything you can see be- 
longing' to anybody else." 

POLTCBVAH X 14. 



school, 




THE BALANCE RESTORED. 

Mrs. Henry Peek. "Bab: t I ohlt Married tou bioausb I pitied vou, when Nobody 

BLSB THOUGHT ABTTHIHO ABOUT TOU I " 

Mr. Henry Peek (wearily). "Ah, well, mt dear, Evbbtbodt pities mb how!" 



TO PREVENT MISUNDERSTANDING. 

A vbbsb for you, my little friend. 

If you will let me hold you so, 
Hi* h on the list, you may depend. 

When counting up the friends I know. 
Friendship is best ; for Love, maybe, 

Poor hearts and eyes with grief will 
blister— 
For friendship's sake remember me— 

I send a message— &> your sister ! 

I like to hear you play and sing, 

To be your partner in a game, 
To talk to you, and deftly bring 

The talk around to— just one name. 
I wish that you might call me " Digs," 

(I hate my surname with a " Mister,") 
Because— how reasons halt and stick— 

I'd be "Dick "alio— to your sister! 



You may have faults— I will not say— 

I only know you sweet and kind. 
Your voice and manner seem to play 

On memory's chords within my mind. 
So,for your kindness, hand in hand 

We'll walk down friendship's pleasant 
vista, 
And even more— you understand— 

Because you are— your sister's sister I 

"SoMBTHnrs Like a • Swbll.'"— " Last 
evening Lord Lobdbsbobouoh filled nearly 
three rows of stalls and two boxes at the 
Royally Theatre to witness The Chili 
Widow."— 8L James 9 s Gazette, Wednesday, 
November 27. 

Subject fob a Bicyclist Bublbsque.— 
" WheeUkms and his Dinah." 



Digitized by 



Google 




LOVG AGO LBGEHDS. 

Y* YEOMAN WITH A PAST. 

Upow a tyme a Yeomen was a takynge bye walkes abroad when be 
was overtayken by y* Knight of y* Shyre. Nowe t y< Yeoman badde 
onoe beene a barde drynker, and roaame y* tyme in bye roysteringe 
dayes badde be been trundell'd borne after enrfew by y* drawer of 
y« "Pi*d Pi***" ui • Vmwo, nnt\ h*M* Vnowne not what it was 

nygbt br nvght toe 



toe 



le boot- 

. bntte nowe a 

Ribande of Bleue 

dyd flatter proudlie 

on by s oheete. 

44 Good morrowe. 
worthie Yeoman," 
sayd y« Knight of y« 
8hyre, who was of 
jovyal oonntenanoe; 
"will y sbare a 
blaoke-jaoke of ale 
withe mee at yon 
hostelrye?" Fory 
Knight of y Shyre 
was notte proude, 
and eleetyon tyme 
was a eominge 
ronnde apace, bntte 
thys by y - waye. 

14 Nay. worabipfnl 
Knight,'* sayd y 
Yeoman, 44 I orynke 
only water f rome 
y rylle. Oh, my 
fryende, be warned 
in tyme of y grete horryble serpente Drinke. Learne, lyke me, 
toe bate as y a wonlde Beelzebnbbe y* cruel Juggernaut" 

44 Theyre," cried y* Knight of y Shyre, memlie, 44 1 am one withe 
thee." (Atte thys y* Yeoman did smyle, tbinkinge he badde made 
a oonyerte ) 44 I tooe hate y jug o 1 naught. Gere mo a jug full 
to y brymme of somtbing bumming and stronge." At thys. wioh 
was meant as a right merrie eonoeit and a goodJie syde-splytter, y* 
Yeoman did looke sore stryken with sadness, and, it is sayed, never 
did smyle more. 

BOBING-BOOM BUMOUB3. 

The address of the distinguished Junior who was anxious to learn 
the destination of the £600 per annum voted by tho Inns to the Bar 
Committee is believed to be Pump-Haodle Court The learned 
ffentleman who honours that famous locality with his presence, on 
hearing that the money was not to be expended in helping 4 the 
deserving professionally unemployed," expressed himself dissatisfied 
with any other arrangement. • 

It is understood that no part of the £600 will be used as a " reserve 
fund " for the smoking oonoerts given by the Bar Musical Society. 

It is said that none of the money will be devoted to furthering the 
interests of the exoellent f orensio charity feebly fostered by the Bar. 

• • 

It is declared that at present the fate of the money is shrouded in 
mystery. However, it is pretty certain that it will not be employed 
(to any serious extent) in building alms-houses for decayed Masters of 

the Bench. * 

• * 

It is not improbable that a prize will be offered by the B. C. for 
the best essay answering the question, "What shall we do with it?" 

• 

• • 

The enterprising f orensio perruquier who adorned the window of 
his shop with a placard bearing the legend. 44 Our Lord Chancellor's 
Wig Club has commenced," is receiving daily a number of subscrip- 
tions from the younger members of the Junior Bar. 

There are strong reasons for believing that the rumour that the 
only advice tendered to his new colleagues by a law officer of the 
Crown who served in two consecutive Ministries, was 4 * to resign," is 
not a canard. 

•% 

Finally, to return to the subject of the hour, it is whispered that 
the Inns of Court will raise the grant of £600 by permitting •winking 
at lectures and making a profit out of the sale ox cigars. 



PEOZBN FLOWEBS. 

[A fine collection of blue and white water-lilies hss been seat from a leading 
florist in Sydney for presentation to the Qunmr. Th«y were frown in im, 
received here as long* ago as August last, and hare just been delivered in 
perfect condition at Windsor.] 

Jack F&oer, so lone; fancied the foe of the flowers, 
You turn up to-day as their friend and preserver I 

Though bred by the sun and refreshed by tho showers, 
Their sole aids, 'tis clear, are not moisture and fervour. 

The poets, who often are sciolist sillies. 

Should stoop to consider these ioed-preserved lilies. 

Their figures and tropes they must onoe more revise. 

They have thriven long years on conventional notion ; 
But if —without frenzy— they use their own eyea 

The dickens 'twill play with their secular diction. 
Ghodmoioust How many fine rhymes bad been lost, 
Had they known about flowers made immortal by frost! 

Frozen food, meat or fish, may, though tasteless, keep fresh, 
For an aeon or so without causing great wonder ; 

But flowers are much frailer and finer than flesh, 
And to freeze them immortal makes fancy knock under. 

It may front an ioe-preaerved beef -steak or kidney, 

But think of ioed lilies six months out from Sydney! • 

The blue and white beauties full-bloom in the block 

Outmaryel that elephant found in a glacier. 
Great Flora, it oomes on the Muse as a shock, 

Makes bard-inspiration yet foggier and hazier. 
Tinned dreams, pickled moonbeams and pemmican song, 
Sound soaroely more funny, and hardly more wrong. 

If flowers can be frozen and kept years in ice, 
Why not—say, a few minor poets P They 'd realise 

Tsnht80n'8 Bay Dream* and that would be nioe ! 
(Science makes fact of what singers idealise.) 

Only— sad thought whioh would nil them with pain I— 

Posterity might not release them again ! 

• Well, were it not a pleasant thine | And e 
To fall asleep with all one's friends, 
• See 



very hundred years to 
And learn the world, and sleep stain? 



Tsnstison*s Beg item. 



NOT WITHOUT A PRECEDENT. 

(From Our Prophetic Correspondent of a Future Campaign.) 

We are now settling down in our quarters, and really everythinf 
is extremoly comfortable. The camp is capitally arranged. The 
first line is used exclusively by our general officers, the next by 
those of field rank, then come captains of companies, and the 
remainder of the tents go to subalterns. 

44 Don't you find it rather awkward P" I asked our Brigadier 
oommanding-in-chief. 

44 Well, no," he replied; " you see, we don't expect there will be 
much to do, save to march to the capital and back ag ain. A sd 
special service men oan do that quite as easily as Tommy ATxnrs.'' 

" Do you expect to use the guns much ? " 

" I hope not," said our gallant leader. "They put spears and 
bows and arrows completely out of competition. However, the easnj 
will probably bolt before we oan get to him." 

" And what is the musterrollr " 

"Let me see— we hare two hundred oolonels, three hundred 
majors, and ff 

'• Yes," I interrupted ; "but how about the rank and file P" 

"I am glad you reminded me," was the response. "I knew I 
wanted to show you something. Come along." 

Thus invited, I followed our Brigadier. We walked through lbs 
lines until we came to a tent, pitched at some distance from the rest 
of the encampment Startled by the clank of his oommandsri 
sword, the oooupant came smartly to " Attention." 

44 And who may be beP " I asked, as I walked away. 

44 The greatest curiosity of the expedition," was the pronp* 
reap mac, 4 * He is thi private." 

4 * Has he no comrades of the same rank P " 

44 None. You see, we required all the accommodation of the skip* 
for the special service officers " 

41 Then, why bring him P Sorely he oan be of very little use P" 

44 There jou are wrong," said the Brigadier; 44 he savea the situation. 
He is out of plaoe, but we must sacrifice something to appearances I 

And, on consideration. I think the speaker was rifcht. wta* 
everyone is an officer, it becomes necessary to leaven the mass with 
one private. Something must be sacrificed to appearances 1 

Seasonable.— 44 How to make Plum Pudding for Christmas Jkj* 
—a stirring narrative. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES." 



First Judge. "Bbbaoh of Pbokisb still bunking?" 

Second Judge. "Goikg wondbbtully. No standing boom. What abb tou doing?" 

First Judge. "A Building Contract. Wbbtohbd businbss: not a soul in the place 1" 



CADBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF TNE 
RANK AND THE ROAD. 

No. XIL— A Ballad of Cabman's Buedbns, 

(Sort o' perodylike written for "Hansom Jack " 
by hie young litery chum, Jerry Jowler.) 

I. 
Thb burden of smart women ! These delight 

In " retting at " yon in a shameful way. 
They take yon far from stables late at night, 

They have no heart for yonr tired oss by day, 

And bare fare is the utmost they will pay. 
They '11 iqnabble hours with yon about your 
hire. 

To see them not, nor listen to their lay, 
This is the height of Cabby's heart's desire ! 

n. 
The burden of old misses! This is sore. 
A burden they, and burdens— big— they 
bring, 
Of these I've numbered, with one fare, a score, 
A score, including that most awesome thing, 
A parrot on a pole, or in a rine. 
With shrieking voice, and eyelids red as fire, 
To throttlo that most wretched, raucous 
thing, 
This is the height of Cabby's heart's desire ! 

m. 
The burden of big bundles I " Half-a-orown 

For two miles and a ton P Nay, verily I " 
Weights that would weigh a market-waggon 
down 

Old Grampus won't allow too great for thee. 

Pelion on Ossa piled till yon can't see 
Tour 088*8 head above the olose-paoked pyre t 

To punch his bloomin' head for that two-d— 
This is the height of Cabby's heart's desire I 

IV. 

The burden of three topers ! These you fear 
Waking, and, sleeping, hold them still in 
dread. 

VOLi CDC* 



They, their slim ginghams, and their gar- 
ments queer, 
All get mixed up, and heel collides with 

They shout, sing, smash your glass, then 
deep like lead; 
At last between them, cannot raise your hire. 
To duok them in a horse-pond till half 



Thii 



dead, 
is the h< 



eight of Cabby's heart's desire I 



v. 



And threaten you with dim 
dire. 



The burden of old foozles I These get in 
Blue- funked, with instant yearning to get 
out 
They spy dread danger in the gentlest spin, 
Thump on the roof, and through the trap- 
door shout. 
With their umbrellas prod you all about, 




" The burden of big bundles." 



proceedings'' 

Tobind and gag them, stodgy, stupid, stout, 
This is the height of Cabby's heart's desire! 

VI. 

The burden of Old Pr odgers ! She is dead, 

But her like is still the Cabman's euss. 
She haunts us like a modern Gorgon's head, 

Although in sooth more like a monthly nuss. 

Dread incarnation she of fudge and fuss, 
Quarrelsome Billingsgate and bullying ire. 

To make her turn a ghost and haunt a 'bus, 
This is the height of Cabby's heart's desire ! 

vn. 
The burden of the bilkers! Ont of sight 
And out of reach— we mus'n't use our 
hands!— 
The artful dodgers best us day and night. 
Sometimes as pugs, in broken-nosed big 

bftndff t 

They take us miles— and hours— from off 

our stands, [fire. 

And when we ask our fare fierce threatenings 

To see such ruffians lagged, in distant lands, 

This is the height of Cabby's hearf s desire ! 

vm. 
The burden of bad weather! Frost, fog, dust, 
Blizzards by day and blinding sleets by 
night; 
Lumbago that is like a bayonet thrust, 
Rheumatics that like blszee burn and bite. 
And gnarl and knot us till ourahape'sasight, 
Hunched as a camel ; crooked as a lyre! 
Ah ! to escape— some day— to home, rest, 
light! 
That is each honest Cabby's heart's desire ! 

VEnvou 
Big-pots t and ye whom pleasure quiokeneth, 
r< It amH all lavender " with us coves you 
hire! (~^* 

To have a little rest before our death, 
That is the height of Cabby's heart's desire! 
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SHOCKED! 

H.I.M. Smp-r-r tf £■»$•*. " Will I I 'u a bit of ah Autocrat xtulf ; but how his Pboplb oak stabs But II Oh | • • 
" Aprirate Unirenity teaoher hai been tent to priion by the Emperor of Germany for "writing a letter in praieeof a oertain kind of mmf."— DMg .Ayr 
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THE PROVERBIAL STRAW. 

14 Hate a Oiouimf" 

"TfiAKKB— IF TOP OAK OTAKS ON*. DoiTt 04KRY 'AM MYflllJ, AfBAID OF 1XTBA WlIQHT, YOU XHOW l* 



THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER PRODUCER'S VADE MECUM, 

Question. Is it necessary that every periodical of any importanoe 
ahonld have a Yuletide supplement t 

Answer. That is oertainly the impression of the Pablio in general, 
and the adyertisement agents in particular. 

Q. What is the chief aim of the Christmas Number ? 

A. To be seasonable at all costs of probability and even possibility. 

Q. From a producer's point of yiew, mat is seasonable at 
Christmas? 

A. Snow, ice, holly, and mistletoe. Everything that it picturesque 
and scoiable. In a word, all that will " illustrate " effectively. 

Q. But is Christmas invariably made up of these ingredients ? 

A. As a rule, quite the oontrary. Very frequently it happens 
that December is warmer than May. and the Yule-log better adapted 
to Midsummer Eve than Twelfth Niffht 

Q. Does this fact interfere with the success of a Christmas 
Number ? 

A. Certainly not ; as these publications are invariably produced 
months before the nominal date of their appearance, their representa- 
tion of Noel has to be accepted more as a prophecy than a record. 

Q. Should the bright side of the merry season be kept to the front P 

A. Unquestionably. About nine-tenths should be made up of 
grandpapas kissins; nanddauf hters under the mistletoe, decking the 
old ohurehes with holly, drinking suooess to the new year in anoestral 
halls, and dancing with the yeomen at tenants' balls. The remaining 
tenth may be utilised for sketohes of "Christmas at Sea," "The 
Dying Clown," or " Yuletide with the Man in Possession." 

Q. In oonoooting a seasonable supplement, should the pen have 
precedence of the pencil ? 

A. No. Every author worth his salt oan " write up to " a drawing, 
but it is not every artist in black and white who can illustrate a 
novel* 

Q. Should there not be an extra plate ? 

A. Yes, in many colours. The subjects should be domestic, 
martial, or mysterious. For instance, one might represent " Taking 
Tea with Dolly," the next " The Death of Riohard the Third after 
the Battle of Bosworth," and the last " Chevrina, or the Child of 
the Snow Fiend." The latter would show a diaphanous damsel 



resting in a pool on a snow-capped mountain amidst icicles and 
moonbeams. 

Q. Is this presentation plate appropriate to the customs of the 
season? 

A. Only in the publishing trade. But being considered appro- 
priate by this connection, its abolition would be distinctly injurious 
to the paper inaugurating the suspension. 

Q. Is it necessary to secure local colouring that the stories should 
be written and the pictures drawn in December ? 

A. On the oontrary ; both are usually composed in June and com- 
pleted in July. 

Q. And what are the artists and writers doing at Christmas 

A. Preparing for the Summer Number. 

Q. But, as a matter of fact, are not some of the Yuletide extras so 
mixed up that they might do equally well for either season t 

A. They might, and therefore those intended for the winter should 
be dearly identified and brought up to date by the introduction, 
somewhere or other, of the time-honoured legend of " A Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New Year." 



"PALMAM QUI MERUIT FERAT." 

[The egregious Parks Committee hare recently purchased £2000 worth of 
aims, whioh are now rotting away in a pit subject to occasional flooding. 

8t.J*m4*>sGautt4,D«xml»r4.] 

The London County Council Parks Committee 
Has spent two thousand pounds to purchase palms, 

Intending, doubtless, that this sooty city 
Should rival Monte Carlo in its oharms. 

So far the only palms within this city 
Were hands, that had no work, imploring alms. 

Two thousand pounds a sensible oommittee 
Might spend to give some work to human palms.* 

But no, don't think of poverty or pity. 

To waste two thousand pounds can do no harm, 
The palms are dyins; ; let the Parks Committee ^^T r> 

As champion noodles bear away the palm. Jv)VlL 
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Little Gutter snip* (who is getting quite vsed to posing), " Will tee want mb tee tiki 

MY BUH DOWHf" 



THE BALLADE OF THE SACRED SONC. 

Thkbb is one song sacred in my esteem. 

Though its words are secular— quite— in 
tone, 
And its musio oritios would scarcely deem 

The work of Handel, or Mendelssohn. 
Yet it is not musio and words alone 

That may crown a song with a halo ring, 
And the one in question, I frankly own, 

Is a simple ballad you used to sing ! 

Ah me, that quaint little sad refrain — 
Have you forgotten its old-time thrill f 

How it takes me back to the days again 
At the grey old manor beneath the hill ! — 

In my waking dreams I can hear it still, 
To that grey old manor my thought takes 
wing. 



Where I sat, and watched you, and drank my 
Of the simple ballad you used to sing ! [fill 

That sacred ballad I '11 ne'er ^profane— 

My voice, I 'm told, is distinctly bad— 
And to hear it sung, save by you, again. 

To my wrecked illusions one more would add. 
Vain human wishes ! It 's rather sad — 

In the street a woman in rags, poor thing, 
At this moment 's screeching away like mad 

The simple ballad you used to sing ! 

All sacred things, though you guard them well, 
A common touch in the dust may bring ; 

And. alas ! a beggar has spoilt the spell 
Of the simple ballad you used to sing ! 



Clyde Remedy. — " James's Powders." 
Safe treatment for feverish symptoms. 



SPOBTIVE SONGS. 
The Foxhtotsr to his Lady-Loyi, 

I dream of thee, my darling, 

When the primrose lints of dawn 
Route the blackbird and the starling 

To their breakfast on the lawn. 
When I too am just awaking, 

With a longing for my tea, 
Oh, it 's when my thirst I 'm slaking 

That I 'm dreaming, love, of thee I 

I dream of thee, my blessing, 

When the razor scrapes my face, 
When in " pink " and " tops* I 'mdresnng 

For the pleasures of the obese. 
When the fox has broken cover. 

And the hounds stream o'er the lea, 
Then, a reckless, eager lover, 

Still I'm dreaming, dear, of thee! 

I dream of thee, my sweetest, 

When the run is done at last, 
When the brush is for the fleetest, 

And the pads are for the fast ; 
When the ruddy sun is sinking 

In a grey ana misty sea, 
Oh, it 's then of love I 'm thinking. 

And I 'm dreaming, pet, of thee I 

I dream of thee, my dearest, 

When the guests are dropping in, 
When the champagne's pop is clearest 

'Mid the dinner-table din. 
But when whist and pool are finished, 

And at length sleep comes to me, 
Though my love can't be diminished, 

Yet I never dream of thee ! 



A BY-WAY OP HISTORY. 

Last Saturday, Mr. Edward Cutler, Q.C., 
wrote to the Times informing the pubhe how, 
two years since, he had written to the 
Chamber of Commerce at Boulogne complain- 
ing of the quality of the refreshments served 
at their station, and pointing out how wdl 
he had invariably been served by the buffet 
at Calais after having been buffeted by the 
merry sea-waves. But this is an old story. 
Often has Mr. Punch, as Universal Traveller 
for Everybody, remarked how well the CsIim 
buffet is managed; how you get everything 
hot and hot (if your mind is only mads up 
beforehand as to what you are going to take), 
and how everything hot. or cold, is, ss the 
bar-man, not the Q.C. who writes about the 
Cu-sine, but the bar-man at Monte Oirk 
used to say, " Of the best, of the Terybestl n 
Te the much enduring, much suffering TJlysses, 
there is only one route to Paris, and that % 
from Victoria, per L. C. &D., t^Doverand 
Calais; and at Calais there is only one resto- 
ration which can restore the weary traveller. 
and that is at the Gare Maritime, to the mutoil 
profit of "Q.C.," *.*., "Queer Custom* "and 
proprietor. As Charles the Second said to 
Rochester, when, after landing on the oosit 
of Franoe.he had supped well and heartily tt 
the small nostelrie, which was the ancestor of 
the present Terminus hotel, ' ' Oddsfish, msnj 
but this • restauration ' is a good omen for 
me I" Rochester was apparently asleep, 
but he subsequently appropriated the joke, 
which was quoted as Rochester's own by 
Pepts, and reoorded as his by Sir Joseph 
Miller, & J., much to the King's annoysnee. 
( Vide extract from Mr. Dick's Diary ***« 
the Be-Heading of Charles.) 



Literary Note.— There is aUthedMfferenee 
between what Jeames used to call 4< a Utsrsry 

Sent" and what Sir Walter now oaUi 
terary agent" 
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BOUNDABOUT EBADINGS. 

On Mss. Gamp. 

I yibld to no one in my sincere admiration for Mr. A. B. Walk- 
lit. Week by week I watch him with delight wielding his dex- 
terous and flashing rapier in the field of dramatio criticism. No man 
understands better than he, none practises with greater praise, the 
difficult art of literary swordsmanship in connection with the 
theatre. I say this to clear my oonse&noe, for I want to have a 
little bout with Mr. Walxlbt. 

Lr last week's Illustrated London News appears an article on 
Albxavdbb Dumas, by Mr. Walxlbt. It is a subtle and discrimi- 
nating piece of criticism. Certainly I have not the least desire to 
impeach its arguments or its conclusions. Bui— Mr. Walxlbt will 
forgive the * r buts" ; he knows their value, and their occasional 
necessity— I am moved to protest against one incidental sentence, 
which has nothing to do with the main purport of the article. 
M DuifAS,"saysMr. Walxlbt, 'Ut last began to see that man is as 
weak as woman—' as weak as flesh, if not weaker,' as the lady in 
Martin Chuzzlewit said of her husband's wooden leg." 

Wht, why, I ask, should our adored 
Mrs. Oamp figure as " the lady in 
Martin Chuzzlewit" t Is this Mr. 
Walxlbt's concession to the prepos- 
terous refinement of a generation wnioh 
is supposed to find the " vulgarity " of 
Dickens's characters little to its taste? 
Are all these immortal creations to be 
similarly dip guised ? Shall we be asked 
to admire Captain Cuttle as "the ex- 
navigator in Dombey and Son" f Is 
Sam Weller to be known as "the well- 
known valet in the Pickwick Papers " t 
7 And is Mr. Peggotty to be disguised as 
X " the Yarmouth smack-owner in David 
Copper field " t No, no, Mr. Walxlbt, 

o . ^ ^ ^ * * ** ve *» l)ack Mr *> G***P *• we have 
Sairey Gamp trotted out. ^^yg h^ her, that is to say, as 

Mrs. Oamp, and never call her "out of her name again." 

•• ' Sairmy,* says Mrs. Harris, in a awful way, ' tell me wot is my 
individgle number.' * No, Mrs. Harris? I says to her, * ex-ouge 
me, if you please. My own,' I says, ' has fallen out of three-pair 
backs, and had damp door-steps settled on their lungs, and one was 
turned up smilin' in a bedstead, unbeknown* Therefore, Ma'am,' I 
says, * seek not to protieipate, but take 'em aa they come and go.' 
' Mine,' said Mrs. Oamp, * mine is all gone, my dear young chick. 
And aa to husbands, there's a wooden leg gone likewise home to its 
account, which in its constancy of walkin' into wine-vaults, and 
never oomin' out again till fetched by force, was quite aa weak as 
flesh, if not weaker?" 

Tuxes is the full quotation. Mr. Walelxt knows it, of course, 
quite as well as I do, but I oould not resist giving it. It is a pure 
delight merely to write it down. And one other passage, one from 
the many that are immortal, I am impelled to quote. Sere it is: — 
•• 'Which. Mr. Chuzzlewit? she said, 'is well beknown to Mrs. 
Harris as naa one sweet infant (though she do not wish it known) in 
her own family by the mother's side, kep in spirits in a bottle ; and 
that sweet babe she see at Greenwich Air, a travelEn' in company 
with the pink-eyed lady, Prooshan dwarf, and livin' akelinton, wnion 
judge her feelins when the barrel-organ played, and she was showed 
her own dear sister's child, the same not oein' expected from the 
outside pioter, where it waa painted quite oontrairy in a livin' state, 
a many sizes larger, and performing beautiful upon the 'Arp, which 
never did that dear child know or do : since breathe it never did, to 
speak on, in this wale I ' " 

Yes, you may rail at Dicxehs aa you will (this sentence, b%en 
entenau, is not addressed to Mr. Walxlbt), you may declare your 
dislike of his exorbitant gift of easy tears, of all his stilted Tom 
Pkohism, with its "thou" and "thy" and its blank verse; but 
when you are brought face to face with such passages as those I 
have set forth, the master humorist resumes his throne, and all you 
can do, having doffed a respectful cap, is to pay him the irresistible 
tribute of laughter. When I think of the mawkish, dreary, 
decayed, problem-posing rubbish which encumbers our bookstalls, I 
can only thank heaven for allowing us still to revel in the generous 
sparkling wine of Dickens's humour. 

Wi may thank heaven, too, that never shall a Mrs. Oamp or any 
of her kind attend one of us in an Alness. From the world of nurses 
she has vanished. In her place comes an angel in a long veil, a 



pure white collar and bandstand a dark dress—an angel of mercy 
and pity, with a gentle voice, who soothes our aching head, and 
ministers to our wants, and smiles upon us when long hours of 
pain and weakness have made us fretruL When I remember the 
perfect devotion, the simple^unselfishness, the untiring care of one of 
these dark-robed ministers, her watchful patience by the bedside of 
a beloved friend, her eager zeal to anticipate his every want, to relieve 
his suffering, my heart goes out in deep thankfulness to the whole 
sisterhoood. 

If there be any. who still hesitate how they shall bestow their 
Christmas gifts, let them think of the nurses and their quiet work. 
Is there not a pension fund for nurses P If I knew the name and 
address of its secretary I would set them down here, so that some 
rivulet at least from the stream of Christmas benevolence might flow 
in that direction. ' 

"WELL PLAYED!" 

The Squire of Lames, by Mr. R.C. Cabtok, at the Criterion, is not 
what it is the fashion nowadays to style " a problem play." AH plays 
must necessarily involve a problem; the principal problem being its 
success. The Squire of Dames, originally the VAmi des Femmes 
of Dumas Fils, belongs to a class of which the Scrap of Paper and 
Delicate Ground are well-known types, and such a play aa Still 
Waters a variation. The Squire of Dames is not dramatically 
a very strong play, but quite strong enough to enjoy a good run, 
and to retain its popularity when other plays, more immediately 
striking, have lost their temporary hold on the public The Squire 
of Dames is pleasant to see ; it is interesting to follow ; in morality, 
it keeps on the safe side, and inculcates a wholesome lesson in the 
cheeriest possible manner. Mr. KUroy, a gentleman with a past and 
a present, and most decidedly a future, who springs from nowhere, 
belongs to no profession, and who is aa near an approach to an imper- 
tinent coxcomb aa a kind of genial Sherlook-Homes-Lavater-Paul- 
Pry, self-elected aa the good genius of several people, can be, is a 
part played, aa I venture to think, to perfection, by Mr. Chables 
Wtkdham, whose sole fault is his excessive laughter, which seems 
strained, and therefore unnatural. 

Miss Mart Moobe represents the misunderstanding and misunder- 
stood wife very sweetly ; and. than Miss Gbajtvillb, no one oould be 
named as a fitter representative of the handsome, fashionable, good- 
hearted wife of Professor Dowle, a character inimitably impersonated 
by Mr. Alfred Bishop. 

Little Mr. H. de Lakgb shows what a veritable hit can be made 
with so small a part aa is that of Lord Eustace. Mr. FbaexFentok 
is simply admirable aa Colonel DennanL in whom, though little is 
seen of him. the real interest is oentrecL Hie two scenes, which 
are inoontestibly quite the best in the play, are, first, the genuinely 
touching interview between husband and 
wife,— and no praise can exoeed the merit of 
this performance, especially in so difficult a 
part aa is that of Colonel Dennant in this 
situation.— -and, secondly, the excellent love- 
making, husband-catching scene between the 
American millionairess, Zoe (what a mistake 
to have given her the punning surname of 
" Nuggetson" ! /). and Mr. KUroy. when 
the biter is bit, and the catcher oaugnl This 
is a genuine high-comedy situation, full of 
humour, and perfectly rendered by Miss Fat 
Da via and Mr. Wtwuham* 

What, by judicious acting, is prevented 
from being the thankless part of Sir Douglas 
Thorium, the desperate young lover, only 
elevated to the height of passion in order to 
make his discomfiture the more ridiculous, 
is played by Mr. Bkefabu Gould with a : 

impulsive thoroughness that just wins the sympat „ .__ 

for a youthful, unformed character in which it is not difficult 
to recognise great possibilities for future good. It required an 
artist lor this part: we will not go behind the theatrical oomedy- 
mask of '* Bxrkabd Gould" and reveal a name so well and so 
favourably known to the art-loving public, but we are sure that 
Mr. Wthdhaic yielded to a happy inspiration in securing his 
services, aa whatever else he may do, there is no doubt about Mr. 
44 Bxrkabd Gould" being able to " draw." 




ugh kind of boyish 
athy of the audience 



Omsszojr.— Last week the First Commissioner of Works sent "four 
does" to the Lobd Matox and three to the sheriffs. The Recorder 
and the Remembrancer received only "one doe" a-pieoe. Now, aa 
these two officials are lawyers, a Roe should have been added in each 
case, so aa to keep up toe ancient legal fiction of Doe and Roe. 
Pity that old customs should die out. 
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THE LEVEL CROSSING. 

"ARE THERE HO MOB1 TRAINS THIS EVENTNQ OH THE UP LtHB, PORTBRf " "No, MUM." 

"And ho more Trains oh the Down Line?" "No, Mum." "Is thbrh ho Special Train!" 

"Nor ah Excursion Train!" "No, Mum. The Gates are to for the rest of the Evenifg." 
"You're quite burr!" "Yes, Mum." "Then oome, Amelia. We oah Gross the Line I" 



'No, Mum/ 1 



MOST INVITING. 

Mr. Puhch read the other day that " hostesses are putting forth 
oommendable efforts to secure a sufficiency of partners for their young 
lady friends. Invitations are sent ont. months beforehand, and 
aooompanyiog them are chatty and interesting letters describing the 
charms of the ladies who will be present, and giving other particulars 
whioh are calculated to * snare the particular BirdV " 

Now, Mr. Punch* $ " young men" are proverbially attractive, and 
a very little inquiry amongst them has elicited the following (amongst 
other) letters from their large collection. Hostesses hard up, please 
copy. No copyright of any kind is olaimed. 
L— Maternal Wiles. 

The Cucumber Beds, Sunday , December 1, 1895. 
Dear Mb* Wattabobb,— I am enclosing a card for our little 
dance on the 12 th of May, but 1 oouldn't resist the temptation of 
sending you this wee note along, with it, to say how very, vert 
disappointed Mabel, Ruth, Gracib. Flobrxe, Maud, Connie, 
Bertha (you know my husband's little joke about our house being 
in the Seven Sisters' Road f) and I will be if you can't oome. Now. 
do try to oome; I promise we won't dance you too hard, and ot 
oourse we shan't think it rude if you sit out half the time. Only, 
do come. With very kind regards, in which my daughters join, 
Yours most sinoerely, - Iha Dippie Cultt. 

P.S.— You may be interested te know that charming little Etta 
Rillamill— you remember her wonderful grey eyes— has definitely 
decided to oome, and bring her eyes with her. Then we have a con- 
ditional promise from Rachel LrnrxH— the girl with the Trilby 
feet. Millib Minx, too.— the charming young actress at the Jollity,— 
has promised Archie she will look in as soon as her performance is 
over. She will probably wear a wonderful gown she is now having 
designed for her, which I'm certain you'd like. At any rate, 
Archie has seen the design, and can talk of little else. If you 
would like to know any more details, pray don't hesitate to write 



and ask me— /always think it 's so much better to know beforehand 
what one has to expect. I. D. C 

II.— Girlish Ingenuousness. 

145, The Avenue, Hornsey Rise, Monday. 
My Dear Jaot, — Mamma asks me to drop you just a line or two 
with the enclosed card for our Cinderella two month after next I 'm 
going to have such a jolly dress— white, with delightful pink frills; 
that will be very fetching. By the bye, isn't pink your favourite 
colour ? I fancy when I wore it once before you said something 
pretty about " Dink of perfection." Then we 've ever so many nioe 
other girls comma;, and from what I hear of their frocks, we shall 
have a very stylish time. Now, you must write and say you'll 
come. Ana be sure to say if there f s anything you can suggest that 
we ought to do or have. We're quite determined to meet our 
friends' wishes, and have a sucoesaful evening. 

Yours ever, AhieT. 

IIL— Tertium Quid. 

Lady Septima Dtalls presents her kindest compliments to 
Mr. I. 0. Borne, and in sending the accompanying invitation 
desires to call his attention to the fact that the supper on the night 
of her ball will be supplied by Buntbr's, and that the champagne 
has been specially selected by Lady a herself. Mr. Borne msy 
also like to know that amongst those who have already signified 
their intention of being present are Miss Bella Donna (who will 
wear her universally admired pearls). Miss Bertie Benton (to whote 
eyes a sonnet appeared in last week's Asuseum), and Miss P****; 
White (who has only to show her teeth to display her oharms). K 
Mr. Borhb would desire an invitation for any particular lady, Lady 8. 
will esteem it an honour to forward an invitation if Mr. Borne will 
be kind enough to send Lady S. the lady's name and address. 

79, Park Palings, W. 

Howto Deal with •• Uhout Booeb."— •• Cut " them I 
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DUDE THB DIFFUSE. 

By Tooxuoh Too Habdy. 

Dude was in a rhapsodioally enthusi- 
astic mood. Although the weather was 
exceedingly foggy, he seemed to see 
his way along the path leading to his 
Uncle's, where it was his intention to 
call and execute a small commission. 
It being the end of the week, his funds 
were low; nevertheless, a glow of self- 
conceit cheered him when he thought 
of what he had already accomplished. 
After he had received that memorable, 
but ignominious, blow from practical 
Farmer Puceham, he determined to 
give up the occupation of soaring crows, 
and apply himself assiduously to learn- 
ing. And so far he had done satisfac- 
torily. ** I am already pretty good at 
the elastics, Latin particularly " This 
was, indeed, no exaggeration of the 
truth, Dude's extraordinary acquire- 
ments in that language now enabling 
him to think therein with far greater 
ease than in his native tongue. " I 
have translated Homer's Odyssey into 
the Asteo; I know all the Iliad by 
heart; I have done the Treaty of 
Shimonoeeki and JtojT* Chdde into 
Greek Iambics; Socrates, Hesiob, 
Thtjctdides, Xenophon, Abisto- 
PHAJTis, and Plato are more familiar 
to me tnan my own name. No one can 
teach me much in modern or ancient 
history; I can repeat from memory 
any chapter of the Decline and Fail 
As to mathematics, the intricacies of 
the differential calculus are plainer to 
me than the added result of 2 + 2. I 
could tell Euclid a thing or two were 
he alive. My leisure moments— if I 
have any— are filled in by researches 
into Etoterio Buddhism. But all this 
is nothing— the ignorance of babes and 
sucklings, the mere shadow of a com- 
mencement— in comparison with what 
I intend to accomplish. My ambition 
is boundless. I even aspire, some day, 
to fathom the hidden depths of a Mere- 
dithian epigram, and to arrive at a 



FANCY PORTRAIT. 




"COCKT-LECKIE!" 

A "Broth or A Boy* for Dublin University. 

" Rara avie in terris HibernicU." 

Majority, 750. 



oorrect reason for the existence of the 
eaeoHhee HilUoptendu The first thing, 
though, is to make money." 

Thus musing, he entered his uncle's 
residence ... and upon emerging, 
after the lapse of a few minutes, re- 
commenced Lis reverie. As soon as he 
made an income of £5000 per annum, 
what an example he would f et ! He 
would live up to £10,000, and would give 
away the rest! What would he be ? 
An eminent botanist! No, on second 
thoughts, botany was absurd ! It had 
never struck him in that light before! 
He would draw the line at distinction 
as a landscape gardener I— Dude now 
entered a building, and, making his 
way to the second noor, rang the oleo- 
trio bell beside a door which bore the 
legend "New Athens Club." He was 
admitted into a room full of sage-look- 
ing personages who were watching 
—apparently with great interest— a 
curious machine that stood in a oorner 
of the apartment and gave forth sharp 
clicking sounds (which always reminded 
Duns of his days with the *'oiaoker"). 
He went up to two men, who seemed 
to be in authority near the odd instru- 
ment, and said " A dollar each way 
Thuringia." Presently the machine 
olioked more loudly; Dude looked 
anxious, and someone called out 
"Burton* first; Shore, seoond; Lyric, 
third." Dude tighed, and murmured, 
"I'll be a maker of books before I 
have done ! " 



Even-handed Justice. — French- 
men used to taunt Englishmen with 
" selling their wives at Smithfield." 
Last week, in the Divorce Court, it 
was proved that such a case had 
actually occurred: only not at Smith- 
field. A husband sold his wife for 
twenty pounds, and gave a receipt. 
Then the simple man sued for a divoroe, 
which he did not obtain. So the 
husband, who had sold his wife, 
was himself sold. And " serve him 
right ! " 



HEBOES AND HAT WOB8HIP. 

Hive just been to Cabltle's house. What bliss to reverently 
touch his table, to feelingly fondle his fender, to hug— if it were 
permitted— his hat-case ! But joy above all other joys, what supreme 
hapffaesstogazeentranoedatnisoldhat! Seem to remember some 
remarks of his about old clothes, and also about the population of 
this country being " mostly fools." Wonder if that includes devotees 
like myself. No, it cannot This is the true Hero Worship. A 
bright idea strikes me. I will form a museum of such personal 
relics. What a noble ambition for a lifetime! Will begin at onoe 
by sskiog all the most shy and retiring writers of the present time 
to give me what must be useless to them, but invaluable to me— some 
old clothes. Imagine some entries in the catalogue of my future 
collection. 

Mr. Grant Allen. A pair of boots, with stout soles, useful for 
hilltop climbing, and for trampling underfoot anything disliked by 
the wearer. Worn by the great writer whilst studying; art, as 
though it were science ; science, with the light-hearted gaiety of an 
artist; fiction, as though it should only deal with unpleasant facts ; 
and facts, as though most of them were pleasing fictions. 

"Geobob Egerton." A pair of goloshes, which enabled the 
wearer to wade through some mud hitherto left undisturbed. 

Mr. Eric Mackat. A blaokine; brush, onoe used for the boots of 
a Boyal Prince, and given to him by a man employed in a royal 
boot-cleaning room. Inscribed by Mr. Mackat, "My most valued 
treasure." 

Miss Mime Corelu. A glove which she wore on her right hand 
after Royalty hsd shaken it. and her waste-paper basket, into which 
she has never thrown anything which she herself has written. 

Sir Edwin Abnold. A Japanese umbrella. Attached to it is 
a poem by Sir Edwin ; but this masterpiece is unhappily as in- 



comprehensible to an Englishman, sinoe half the words are 
Japanese, as it would be to a Japanese, since the remaining words 
are English. 

The German Emperor. The pen with whioh he wrote his sermons; 
the pencil with whioh he drew his cartoons; the Manual of Harmony 
and Counterpoint, and the Rhyming Dictionary, which assisted him 
in the composition and writing of his song ; his conductor's bdton, 
and a few other personal effects. 

Mr. Rudtabd Kipling. The towel which, wetted, he wrapped 
round his head when trying to understand some of his own recent 
writings. 

Canon MacColl. A fee. presented to him by the Sultan as a 
slight acknowledgement of nis efforts to bring discredit on the 
Armenians and their cause. 

Unhappily, it will be impossible for me, or for anyone, to obtain 
the shirt-collar of Shaxspeabs, the dress-coat of Dante, or the high 
hat of Homer. I must be satisfied with a oopy of what each has 
written. Perhaps on the whole their writings may be as valuable 
and as interesting as their clothes. 



REELYl REELYl 

The Scotsman says :— 

The Quern is largely made up of contributions by ladies, including the 
Duchess of Rutland, the Countess of Jbrsbt, Lady Jbphbon, Lady 
Fairlie Cuninghamb, and Mrs. Lynn-Linton. The other contributors 
embrace Sir Walter Bbsant and Brbt Haute. 

This is very nice and friendly on the part of " the other contribu- 
tors," and Sir Walter Bbsant and Mr. Bret Haste are possibly to 
be envied. But sisterly amenities of this kind should not be talked 
about. As Mr. Vincent Crummies used to say, " it is really astonish- 
ing how these things get into the papers." e d by VjCJOxLv^ 
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AwUis. "Will, Emm, did you enjoy you* Pabty last kioht?" 

EjfU. "VlBY MUCH, TBANK YOU, AOHTIB." 

AuntU. " Aud I suppose Mamma, was thxbs to look avtbb you T " 
Effie. "Oh ho I Mamma ahd I dom?t bmloag to the same Sit I" 



THE HOT-WATER BOITEL. 

A Song of Sensible Senility. 

["Our medical advisers eay that they see no 
harm in keeping our feet warm at night in cold 
weather. A medical journal has absolutely gone 
so far as to recommend the use of the bed-bottle." 
— Jams* Payn in "Our Note-Book."] 

Am-" The Leather BotteW 

When I survey the world around, 
The chilis and oolds that do abound ; 
The cramps tbat wraok the aged limb, 
Rheumatics stern, lumbago grim ; 
Why, let young; fools say what they can, 
Comfort is good for an elderly man ; 
So I wish him joy, where'er he dwell. 
Who first found out the Hot- Water Bottel I 



When blood runs slow in its aged channel, 
A nice warm bottle well wrapt in flannel, 
C >rked tight, in case of a slip or a spill. 
Will keep old toes from getting too chilL 
It is better far than a warming-pan. 
Or a night-cap (of grog) for an elderly man ; 
So I hope he 's cosy, where'er he dwell, 
Who first found out the Hot- Water Bottel! 

0. what do you say to the prig who mocks 
The eider-down auilt or the warm wool socks, 
With which an old buffer will cosiet his skin, 
To keep out colds that none come in ? 
Well, they may be as wise as old Abistotle, 
But they won't rob me of my nightly bottle. 
And I only hope they may— not sleep welL 
Who turn up their nose at my Water Bottel I 

When a ohap grows old, as most all chaps will, 
His blood creeps slow, and his feet get ohilL 



He can't, like a whale, put on more blubber, 
So he turns to brown-ware, or to india-rubber. 
And then he'll find, if bVd fain be warm, 
A warm-water bottle will do him no harm. 
So I wish him sense —'twill repay him well- 
To try, like me, a Hot- Water Bottel 1 



PUNCH TO "LOUISA PYNE." 

{An English Song for an English Singer. ) 

[A public appeal is made on behalf of Msdsae 
Bodda-Ptme. formerly Louisa Pyme, who,durinr 
a long professional career of 68 years, contribute! 
largely to the pleasure of the British public by to 
neat talents and beautiful gift of song. ... She 
did much for English mono — in fact, she may bt 
oalled the foundress of English Opera. .. . Sbsii 
now 67 years old— a widow, childless, and in (til- 
ing health. Money losses, caused by no imprudence, 
now render assistance very useful. Lady Thomp- 
son will gladly reoeiTe donations if addressed to 
her at 36, Wimpole Street, W.—Th* Timet.] 

Sweet- voiced Louisa Prim— dashing 
Haerisow— the popularisation of Bum's 
melodious operas — ah! these be pleasant 
memories for the middle-aged! What old 
fogey of fifty or thereabout forgets, or desires 
to forget, the Pnra-and-HABBiBow Company, 
and especially popular " Lours*. Purs," as an 
ordinary public loved to oail her, tout court, 
who did so much to encourage that "native 
music" she sang so well, but which had not 
then so many ''line friends" as it has now? 
Mr. PuncA pauses for a reply. None in the 
negative! Then now *s your tune, ye grateful 
middle-ajged musie-lovers, to "remember," 
in an active and practical way, the well-lorn 
lady who so often oharmea your youthful 
ears, and should now charm a generous tribute 
out of your elderly pockets, plumper now, 
probably, than in those hippy, if sense 
opulent, hours. 

Madame Bodda-Pyyb, to whom Michul 
Balfk, the musical Hibernian genius owed so 
much, " began her career" (we are told) " it 
nine years of age, from which date she con- 




Pnrs, by musio and pleasant memories, Jfr. 
Punch finds himself, like Mr. Wegg. only 
less woodenly and unsympathioally he hopes, 
11 dropping into worse," and putting his 
earnest appeal into Balf e-like song. He can 
imagine her who was " Louisa Pnrs," sing- 
ing, in her modest heart, if not with her 
melodious lips, words provided for her by 
Mr. Punch, he it understood, in this wist:— 

When other lips from other hearts 

Their tale of music tell, 
And play and pipe, in modern parts, 

And pipe and play so well ; 
There may. perhaps, in such a scene 

Soft recollections be, 
Of days that have as merry been, 

Ana they '11 remember me ! 

Now coldness or conceit might alight 

The songs men used to prise, 
Tet memories sweet may quicken light 

In other age-dimmed ejes. 
Alone, to-day, I ply life's task, 

Once friendi would flock to see, 
In this ssd moment I 'd but ask 

That they '11 remember me ! 

And Mr. Punch hopes— and believes-they 
wM. 

Lr Came*!.— The ease, Turkey v. Ar- 
menia, is a truly terrible one, almost too 
horrible for full publicity. But the way a 
which it has been tried at last, 4 ' in earners 
(see those hideous, convicting photographic 
the Qraphie) x seems as conclusive as univer- 
sally convincing. The sun, as eye-witnen, 
cannot be doubted. 
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THE BBAL SCHOOL FOB 
8CAVDAL. 



(A Dialogue 



suggested by 






Rep resen tative of the London 
School Board. Now, my lad, that 
yon have paaaed the highest pos- 
aible standard, we are going to 
spend a bit more upon completing 
your education. Ton have learned 
Latin, Greek, Hebrew, Arabic, 
and Early Egyptain ? 

Promising PuwU. Please, Sir, 
I haTe been tanf nt them. 

Repr. And yon have learned 
mixed mathematics t 

Prom. P. Please, Sir, I have 
been taught them. 

Repr. And yon have learned 
geology and the other " olqgies"? 

Prom. P. Please, Sir, I have 
been taught them. 

Repr. And yon have learned 
dancing, painting, drawing, sculp- 
turing, use of the globes, Shaxs- 
fxabx, and the musical glasses? 

Prom. P. Please, Sir, I have 
been taught them. 

Repr. And you have learned all 
things that were not necessary for 
your father, and all things that 
will be unnecessary for your son 
to learn if you have one r 

Prom. P. Please, Sir, I have 
been taught them. 

Repr. That's right And now. 
can you think of anything elie 
we can squander money upon, as 
we are determined to finish your 
education ? 

Prom. P. Please, Sir. I should 
like to learn how to spell" dog" 
correctly, and to add two to two 
with tta prospect of arriving at 
the correct total* 

[Scene closes in upon the Rate- 
payers, with the prospect of 
something like one and two- 
pence in the pound looming in 
the immediate future ! 




AN EYE FOR PROPORTION. 

She. "Oh, Mb. Jokes— those two lovely Poems ov 

THIS WEEK'S— A— A " 

He (a poetical etar of the seventh magnitude). "You 

S0MMMT8, Or THE WEEKLY SVNDEWt* 

She. " Yes. How exquisite they both abb I" 

He (much pleased). "Ann which did you like best? 

She. "Oh— the longer 098 1" 



Y0VB8 IK 
MY TWO 



CHRISTMAS EXAM. 

(OuroumSchootboy, Master Muddler, 

takes the Pries.) 

Question. What is Queen 
Ajtbe's Bounty? 

Answer. This bounty was 
started by Qjjbeh Ahee, and 
means the custom of giving £3 to 
any clergyman's wife who has 
three or more babies all at once. 
This is still done by our Queen, 
and is much thought of. Twins 
is commoner, and therefore don't 
count. 

Q. What do you know about 
the White Ship? 

A. The White Shipwas founded 
with a Prince in the Channel, and 
when they told the King, he was 
never even seen to smile. 



" Young Mother Hubbard." 

(7b a Lady with a Lap-dog.) 
"Lovsme.lovemydog!"yousay, 

So I might, if you would let me. 
But I fear that on that day. 

As you pet Flo, you might pet 
me, 
And if with the tame result 

As upon that wretched poodle. 
Horror ! Feminine puppy- oult. 

Makes dog our, and man— old 

fnrHl ! 



A DisrnrcrioH aed a Diffbb- 
encb.— A Wet-bob at Eton after 
a long pull is sure to be dry, 
while a Dry-bob after a long 
innings is invariably wet 

Tbaditiohal Satdcg, with 
exteaditiowax application, a8 

TBAH8LATBD AED ADAPTED BT 

Messieitbs Ribot aed Lefetbe. 
— " Are est celare Arton." 



AeOTHEB 8TJ6OE8TI0H FOB A 

Fbesoo nr Royal Eichaeoe.— 
Tom Tiddler's Land in South 
Africa, 1895. 



MEETING OF FAIEY POLK. 

["The race has outgrown fairy-tales, and to use them for early educa- 
tional work is practically to bring about a reversion to type. They express 
the ideas of a profoundly ignorant primitive man. The hero has more often 
than not to fie, steal, cheat, be sn ingrate, to accomplish his ends."— 
Mr. H. Holmax, Inspector ef Schools in the " JSOuemtionat Ti*us."\ 

A mass meeting; of Fairy-tale Heroes and Heroines, was held soon 
after midnight, to " consider the attempt which was being made to 
undermine their legitimate influence with children, and to turn 
them out of the nursery." The moonlight was brilliant, and a very 
good attendance was the result. 

Jack the Giant-Killer, haying been yoted into the chair, remarked 
that they had met to protest against Mr. Honour's unprovoked 
attack on them at the College of Preceptors. Expel Aim 
from a nursery ! He should like to see the man who 
would attempt it I {Cheers,) He had conquered bigger 
giants than Mr. Holmae eyer was or ever would be. 

[Loud and prolonged cheering. 

Rioqnet with the Tuft (who was cordially received) said 
that his experience of fairies had been so favourable, that 
he felt bound to add his voice in support of the able re- 
marks of the distinguished Chairman. Was it proposed 
to abolish them in the interests of soienee— (AtssssV-or 
of what? To enable children to study the Classics better? 
Why Homer was a legendary person. (Cheers.) So he 
was told. He didn't know Home* himself . (Laughter.) 

The Sleeping Beauty said she was very wide awake 
(hear! hear!) to the injury likely to be done to her dear 




Puss-in-Boote had been asked by the Marquis of Caracas— 
(cAsers)— to express his regret for non-attendance. The fact waa 
the King's daughter was just a little exacting, and he found it hard 
to get out at night. But he heartily agreed with the objects of the 
meeting. 

Cinderella (who, on rising, was received with a cry of " Sit down ! " 
supposed to proceed from her two jealous sisters) said that she had 
every season to be grateful to Fairies. {Cheers.) They all knew 
her story. Well, where could they find a better warning ? 
— {" PtsA /")— yes, against stuck-up, proud, ugly females t 
(Laughter and cheers.) She would like to take that opportunity of 
explaining that she had never at any time worn actual rags, aa 
reported— no number of sisters would have induced her to disgrace 



herself like that. (Sensation.) It was a second-best dress that she 
was wearing when (Cries of " Order/* 9 " Ques- 
tion!" " Conceit!" and uproar.) 



) She had 



friends (cheers) and herself. (Applause. 
willingly abandoned her professional engag 
for one evening on purpose to show her sympathy. 

[Cheers. Prince." 



uproar.) 

The Invisible Prince was understood to say that he did 
not ace why he should never be heard of, aa well aa never 
be seen. {Laughter, and cheers.) 

Humpty-Dumpty oonf essed that he viewed the future 
with no uneasiness. (Cheers.) He was used to f alls ; and 
he was able to pick himself up, too— that was why the 
king's men never picked him up— he wouldn't let them 
doit, still less the king's horses. (Cheers.) 

The Beast said that Beauty had asked him to attend to 
tell them that she considered fairy-tales were very useful 
in teaching them natural history. (Cheers.) He had 
addressed them in his old shape, but now he would take 
the liberty of changing into the handsome young Prince 
"An apology was road ko really was. Ijpes of " Bosh ! " " Off *> «<}o to he 



engagements just for the non-attendance ot -Egyptian Hall!") 

" the Fairy and the Frog- Order having been restored, the resolution was put 



and carried by acclamation* 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Delightfully breezy book is H. W. Lucy's Log of the Tantalion 
Cattle, kept on bond that ma^TiifioentiTOomfortableTeesel belonging 
to the Carrie service. Commodore Lucy's log not heavy, quite 
portable, and haying been kept out at sea, not a fit dry. Themuch- 
trayelled and poly-glotioal William 
Ewabt Gladstone with his book of the 
words in his hand, playing at hide-and- 
seek among the cables, rones, and rig- 
ging of the yessel, offered a tempting 
subject to the buoyant artist Mr. Bam- 
boubns, who took nim then and there, 
and placed him as the frontispiece of this 
book, entitling the picture f * Bound for 
the Baltic." and oertainly the G. 0. M. 
does look like it, in fact, he has rather 
more the appearance of being "Bound 
in the Baltic" than "for" it, and is in 
inch an entanglement, and in so strait a 
oorner, that methinks the cunning de- 
^!w Wk Wfir/ iiffner meant to suggest, with marvel- 
m % lous subtlety, the dSRculties in which 
* Mr. G. had found himself, and from 
which he had so recently set himself 
free. Is that the interpretation ? "Whatever you like, my little 
dears," will be the oryptograjphist's reply. " you nays your money and 
you takes your choice.'' Then there is another Mr. Gladstone 
drawn by E. T. Era): and again is he " cornered" ! 'Tia a cheery 
narrative, but the sea is too calm, the voyage too peaceable, the log- 
keeper hat an easy task ('tis not even " log-rolling " on board) so calm 
is it : and, except iu one fanciful chapter "tMrmttn* PtfncAu," it is 
all plain sailing and simple steaming ! Why, why was there not 
(imagined) a wreck ? Then Mr. G. cast on desert island! Bealises 
Home Rule. Suddenly Toby turns up. marvellous meeting ! This 
Crusoe- Gladstone builds hut: Toby builds kennel, fetches wood, 
keeps log. They talk o'er many things as did Robinson and Friday. 
Then a sail in right appears! 'Tis the QrantuUy Castle with the 
TantaUon Castle in tow I One more castle to make " three castles," 
and all lips to pipe and tobacco I Bonfire signals. The TantaUon 
had not been wrecked, not a man lost ! Only Mr. G. t plunging into 
a Swedish Philosophical work, had suddenly got out of nis depth, no 
dictionary at hand to save him, and so had fallen overboard and been 
washed ashore, followed by ever-faithful Toby. In consequenoe of 
Mr. G.'s secluded hide-and-seek habits on board, loss only discovered 
when trumpet sounded for " all in to dress for dinner." 
" How did you reach the shore? " inquires Sir Dow ald ourrie-ously. 
44 How f " replies the Ancient Mariner, gaily. " Why— by Tobys 
barque!" Avast heaving, messmates! All hands and legs for a 
hornpipe, and so merrily to bye-bye. The Baron must add that 
this log (an excellent companion for a Christmas fireside) is to be 
purchased at the stores of Sampson Low & Co. 

A Promising Pupil of the Baron reports to his revered master that 
A Lover of the Day, by Ajtkte Thomas (Mrs. Pender Cudlip), is 
an exceedingly interesting and well-written novel. The Promising 
Pupil has had a real good time with it. He says that he consider! 
that the sketch of a suburban menage, with which the story opens, 
is capital, or, as latter-day critics would describe it, " thoroughly 
convincing." The studies of character are also of excellent quality. 
It may be fairly acknowledged that all ends happily, for even the 
reader will be satisfied. The book is well worth including in " the 
library list/' and the Baron's Pupil congratulates the talented autho- 
ress upon having added another item to the long list of her successes. 

Who is for Ghost Stories, all 

Sthered about the glowing 
e, with just enough light for 
some one to read them out 
aloud, the Shadows coming 
out of the dark corners, and 
hovering over you, intent on 
listening to what will make 
them thrill with goblinesque 
delight, and cause vou to huddle 
closer together in fearful enjoy- 
ment ? To such, if any there be 
in these matter-of-fact days, I 
say, get The Shadow on the 
Blind, and other Stories, writ- 
ten by Mrs. Alfred Baldwin, 
and published in one volume 
by Dewt & Co., a name hitherto associated in most minds with 
gloves. Just the book for winter time, " When the lights burn low. 
And the Whisp'ring Shadows softly come and go"— viae old song, and 
trust the recommendation of one who will not be with yen probably 
after Christmas, but who will, even when retired from the Book- 
keeping Business, be Ever yours, The Baron di Book-Worms, 



THE IDEAL AND THE BEAL 




The Ideal. See Advertisement. 

Fors spacious mansion house 
to let, in nrst-olass repair. 



Plainly, but comfortably fur- 
nished. 
Within easy distance of raiL 



Finely situated. 

Magninoent scenery, splendid 
views. 
Sanitary arrangements perfect. 
Good society in neighbourhood. 
A little shooting may be had. 

Also fishing. 



Hunting in the winter. 
Rent extremely moderate to a 
oareful tenant. 



The Beat. As Fad. 

A miserable, tumble-down, 
ramshackle building, which its 
landlord, unable himself any 
longer to occupy, will charitably 
let to some unsophisticated mem- 
ber of an inquiring public 

No decent furniture; carpets 
in holes. 

Ten miles from anywhere on 
the Little Peddliiigton Railway. 
Trains onoe or twice daily. None 
on Sundays. 

In a hole by a swamp. 

Three acres of mildewy meadow, 
and view<»f asthmatic cow. 

A pigstye under your nose. 

Doctor and wife (ten miles off). 

At day pigeons; poachers bag 
whatever game there may be. 

If you wait, until Sanitary Au- 
thorities purge stream (five miles 
way), 
"earest meet fifteen miles off. 

In any case about double the 
value of the property. 



8? 



Stabtltng Ahhoumgembft.— In the St. 
James* s Gazette last Friday appeared the 
heading to a paragraph, "Letter-boxes 
attached to Lamp-posts?* The "Loves of 
the Triangles " are nothing to this. If the 
attachment is real, and not sentimental, 
then why shouldn't the Postmaster-Gen- 
eral say, u Bless you, my children! Be 
united! Be happy!" ? 

Latest from CoirsTAirrnroPLE. — The 
favourite air at the European concert:— 
41 Songs without Deeds:* 



Motto foe Republican America.— 
* Mon Roe est Mon Rot ! " 




NUB8EBY 8CH00L EXAMINATION. 

Ik reference to the new "preliminary" examination just insti- 
tuted by the Universities of Oxford and Cambridge, a periodiotl 
says,— u Henceforth the Universities are prepared to confer 
'honours' upon little children of twelve; only the nursery remains 
unvisited." 

The writer is evidently misinformed. A scheme for the examina- 
tion of children within this domain has already been drawn up. 
Subjoined are some of the Regulations for Candidates, and a speci- 
men of one of the question papers prepared by the Examiner:— 

Regulation 

1. No candidate admitted over five or under two years of age. 

2. The examination will necessarily be vivd voce, aa few if any of 
the candidates are likely to know at which end to hold a pen* 

3. NooandidatewiBDeperarittedtoenterhu,orher, 

he, or she, can furnish satisfactory proof that he, or she, can talk. 
In any case it will be advisable for candidates to bring with them a 
nurse, or other responsible person, who can understand them. 

4. Candidates are cautioned against the dangerous habit of pissing 
anything they may see in the examination room in their mouths; 
the introduction of feeding-bottles, rattles, woolly sheep, or other 
artioles likely to distract the attention of candidates, is strictly 
prohibited. 

Paper. 

1. Give the literary equivalents of bow-wow, ta-ta, gee-gee, pitt? 
iokle tootsums. 

2. Describe the best method, in your opinion, of going down 
stairs. (Candidates will be required to rive later a practical illus- 
tration of their acquaintance with this subject.) 

3. State the number of fingers you have on each hand* 

4. What is your real name? are you ever called anything elser 

"WSaS'BOl. CAT.'Bi^dby^OOgle 




A (MISS) BROWN STUDY. 

Miss Brown, who is a land of niece to Charleys Aunt (her parents 
are Pa Buchanan and Mar-Lowe), is going strona; at Terry's 
Theatre. Apart from the amusing performance of the hero-heroine, 
Mr. Fred Kerr, in the Kerr-acter of Miss Brown (this is a ease in 
which as the part eoulda't be out down to snit the actor, the actor 
ought to have been cut down to suit tbe part), and of Mr. Arthur 

Platfair as the somewhat 
burlesque!? dashing cavalry 
officer major O* Gallagher 
(without a song! more's the 
pity !)» the piece would be well 
worth seeing if only for the 
capital make-up and the well- 
sustained David-James' like 
performance of Mr. Herbert 
Standing as Sergeant Tanner. 
the deteotive ; one of the best 
bits of oomedy to be seen just 
now on the London stage. It 
is broad without being vulgar : 
and, except where the exigencies of faroe are supposed to demand 
some extravagance, it is natural. Mr. L. Power's Irieh Servant 
is a capital sketch : always funny, never obtrusive. 

Very good, too, is Miss Emily Cross as the proprietress of 
Cicero House Aoademy ; and Mr. Gilbert Farquhar as HihberU 
eon % the solicitor, gives us one of the best of his character sketches: 
indeed, if he adopts what may be termed the " Hi)l-and-Blakely line," 
and stick;* to it, he should be in great demand. Why did the authors 
select the name of Miss Schwartz for the Creole pupil at Cioero House 
Academy? Was it that no better appellation oould be found for this 
dark young lady than the one invented by Tsacksrat, namely " Miss 
Swartz, the rich woolly-haired mulatto from St. Kitt'a/' who fell 
into "suoh a passion of tears" when Amelia left Miss PinkertoWs 
academy f The authors spell "Swartz" "Schwartz," wbioh, as 
will be clear to any unprejudiced mind, makes all the difference 
in the world, and releases them from any obligation to the author of 
Vanity Fair. Miss Schwartz is cleverly played by Miss Adela 
MBA80R, and her fury with a dagger hair-pin is something terrible 
to witness. Here 'a your health Miss Brown, a merry Christmas and 
prosperity generally. 

"AFTEB THE DEPUTATION HAD BETIBED." 

Scene— A Private Boom opposite the Griffin. 
Present— L. C. and L. C. C. 

L. C. Well, brother, I think they went away fairly satisfied. 
L. C. C. And so they should be. When I was in practice I did 
not complain. I found no " block " of business in the Law Courts. 
X. C. Nor I either. But then, my dear 
brother, you must remember that we had a 
pretty extensive connection amongst the 
solicitors. We, so to speak, inherited it 

X. C. C. No, my dear Chancellor, it was 
talent— sheer force of talent with me. And 
(politely) with you, too I 

X. C. You are very kind. Well, I like 
helping talent— especially when related to 
myself. Blood is thicker than water. 

X. C. C. Yes, and so is " soup," as they 
used to say at the sessions. But I wonder 
no one took the hint of " Q.C." Did you 
happen to see his letter to the Times ? 

X. C. I seldom read the newspapers, but I 
fancy I did come across something of the 
sort. Didn't he want us to sit at 10 sharp, 
instead of at a not too punotual 10.30 ? 

X. C. C. That's the man. And he ob- 
jected to the intermittent Saturday sitting, 
and was altogether objectionable. 
X. C What can the profession be coming to when " silk " criticises 
" ermine " f But he was surely not amongst our recent deputation f 
L. C. C. Oh dear no. He never intended to be. In faot, he stated dis- 
tinctly that he had not the oourage of his opinions, and did not expect 
any of his oolleagues of the Inner or the Outer Bar to be any braver. 
X. C. I think so, too ; and now perhaps the time has arrived for 
an adjournment with a view to lunoh ? 

X. C. C. I oonour in your Lordships' ruling. 
[L. C. and It C. C. take off their wigs, caet away their robes, and 
prepare to receive chops at the point of their knives and forks. 




Epitaph for a Champion Billiard Plater.— "Taking his Long 
Rest." 



8HAKSPEABE WITHOUT THE MUSICAL GLASSES. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— No doubt you have seen that The Comedy of 
Errors has been performed at Gray's Inn under somewhat similar con- 
ditions to those that existed three centuries apo. In 1594 the 
members of the hon. society, having none of their body capable of 
undertaking the task of produoing a " revell," called in the strolling 
players to their assistance, and gave, amidst some confusion, Shae> 
spbarb's comedy. Remembering aa I do the great success of The 
Maske of Flowers in 1887, I cannot believe that the hon. society 
has lost the power of finding members of the Bar able to play The 
Comedy of Errors as well aa any one else. I feel convinced that 
44 the Master of the Bevels" of that and this period would agree 
with me. Still, the piece aa given last week was worthy of note on 
account of the absence of scenic accessories and seenio divisions. 
Were Sir Henry to adopt the plan, I feel sure he would save many 
thousands of pounds behind the footlights— whether he would not 
lose aa many more before the curtain is a matter that can only be 
discussed after the project has been preotioslly tested. To give an 
opportunity of bringing the matter to an issue, I set down Becket as 
it might be played an the novel principle. 

Scene. — The Green Curtain* 

Enter Henry the Second and Bsceet, followed by Eleanor. 

Henry. Becket, you shall be an Archbishop. 

Becket. Thanks, my friend, but I prefer to be Chancellor. If you 
make me an Archbishop, we shall quarrel. 

Henry. So be it, but I will have my way. From this moment you 
fill the See of Canterbury. 

Eleanor. I triumph 1 

Becket. And now I am Archbishop. 
I must protect Fair Rosamond, and 
defy my King. 

Henry. You shall do neither. 

Becket (bringing in Fair Rosamond). 
You see how I obey you. On our joint 
account I defy you. 

Eleanor {trytng to stab the lady). 
Thus you die I 

Becket. Never ! ( Wrests dagger out 
of Queen's hands.) Baffled murderess! 

Henry. Will no one rid me of this 
pestilent priest ? 

Three Barons (entering). We will ! 

Becket. What doyou want from me t 

Three Barons. Your life ! [ They kill him. Curtain. 

Now, the above is not only concise, but fairly intelligible, and, if 
we are to believe the modern authorities, this was the kind of thing 
that the Bard of Avon provided for hie admirers. Whether he 
would have done so in our times, had Sir Henry Irving accepted 
one of his pieoes. is quite another question. As a good man of 
business, I fancy the greatest of our poets would have marched with 
the times andproduoed something better. 

Yours faithfully, Shaeapeare Tennyson Snooxe. 

Chaucer Chambers, Peckham. 



/C'.. 




OUB BOOKING-OFFICE. 

One of my Baronites reports that he has been reading Mr. Walter 
Frith's novel In Search of Quiet, and can cordially recommend it 
to those in search of a fresh and pleasant story with a distinctly 
original literary flavour. It is a study of life and local society in a 
Berkshire village, told in the form of a journal, with a quaint and 
delicate humour, a curious ly minute observation, and, as the story 
developes, a power and pathos which should render it attractive. 
Readers to whom Mr. Frith is only known as the dramatist of Her 
Advocate, will be agreeably surprised to find how successfully he has 
resisted the temptation to " bring the odour of the footlights across 
the hay," to reverse Mr. Pinero's celebrated phrase. 

A youthful Baronitess informs me that Mr. Andrew Lang has 
written what he calls My Own Fairy Book, all new tales entirely out 
of his own head I Quite a Pacha of Many Tales I The author is much 
indebted to certain chronicles of Pantonglia for a true and authentic 
account of Prigio's adventures, and the annals of Sootland provided 
him with the historical detailsof the*' Ker of Fairnilee " andthe"Queen 
of Faery." His tales are delightfully adorned by Gordon Browne, 
T. Scott, and £. A. Lemanh, and published by Arrowsmith. 

Cards and Calendars, all over the shop! Marcus Ward's shop ; 
but a Baronite thinks they 've had a slight attack of Yellow- Book 
jaundioe. As to crackers and cosaques, we sing " Vive V amour! 
Cigars and oognao ! Hurrah for the Cosaque /"nut which is " the 
Cosaque" of the lot not even Messrs, Sparaonapane & Co.. the 
Christmas "Cosaquin Brothers." oould tell us, and they ought to 
know,— at least, so whispers a little bird from a Christmas Tree to 
The Merry Baron be Book-Worms. 
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A MODUS VIVENDI. 

11 Above all we must try to bring about a thorough reconciliation and thorough unity in the ranks of the Irish Parliamentary Party. n 

Justin McCarthy on Irish Prospects, 



i Parliamentary Party." 
spects. "Daily Nowsj'DscAl. 
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DISINTERESTED KINDNESS. 



Ajporfemim (/**< awie to ort^, to hindhearted Stranger who has captured Hon*). " I say, I 'm awfully obliged to you 1 I can 

GET OH ALL BIOBT, 80 PLEASE DON'T WATT 1 " 

Kimdheartcd Stranger. "Oh, I 'd rather, thanks I I want you to flatten the next Fence foe me I " 



ULYSSES AT TAPLOW. 

(A Song of Thames-Sirens.) 

["Mr. W. H. Grinpbll, of Taplow Court, call* 
attention in Tk$ Field to the unnecessary and 
increasing use of foghorns, sirena, and whistles by 
lauaohea on the Upper Thames. It is suggested 
that regulation* should be made by the Thames 
Conservators with a Tie w to checking the nuisance." 
—Daily Newt.] 

Since the nymphs are all fled from our Thames, 

Which the spirit of prose now environs, 
It seems the absurdest of shames 

That their plaoe should be taken by —sirens! 
Such sirens, too ! Yoioes not sweet, 

Bat husky* onoophonons, raneous ; 
Compared with their row what a treat 

Were the songs of the "daughters of 
Phoreus'M 
To stop up his ear-holes with wax 

Was the dodge of the downy Ulysses, 
But thai would not ward the attacks 

Of these modern melodious misses. 
LeueosiaP Parthenope? Pooh! 

Tisiphone's tone, not Ligea's ! 
Kick 'em out, Mr. Grshfell, Sir, do ! 

'Tis one of your noblest ideas. 
Controlled by some launch-owning brute, 

Whom nothing mere decency teaches, 
They horribly hoot and root-toot 

All about the delicious Thames reaches ; 
They shriek, and they groan, and they roar. 

Up and down till they make your hair bristle. 
The launch in all ways is a bore, 

But heaven save us all from its whistle I 



Ah ! Grznfell, you'll gratitude gain 

From all who reside by Our River, 
Or lore it, if you can restrain 

The launch, and its victims deliver. 
Do make Thames Conservators hear 

Your voice through the siren-born shindy. 
Their fop-horns ana whistles sound drear 

As witohed night when the weather is 
windy. 
We might be in the Brocken with Faust, 

Instead of our well-loved Thames Valley. 
Suooess to von, Sir, in your joust 

With red-tape and prolonged shilly-shally! 
Against the launch-demon snow sport, 

Come down on these sirens a thumper, 
AujL Grenfell of fair Taplow Court, 

We'll drink your good health in a bumper! 



MAGNIFICENT- AND WAR 
(IF NECESSARY). 
The Channel Fleet has, within the nest 
few days, been strengthened by the addition 
of the Magnificent and the Majestic, two of 
the sine big battle-ships planned and pro- 
vided for whilst Lord Spencer was still at 
the Admiralty. " The modern Muses," Lord 
Spinceb calls them. Sir Ughtbkd Kay- 
Shuttleworth was also there, and Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson says it was after Min- 
or rather in view of his personality— that 
the ships were thus superbly named. On the 
Magnificent, cheerful " Charlie " Besis- 
fobd, in his official capacity at Chatham 
Dockyard, has bestowed the thought and 



labour of two years. What can be done by 
the unremitted activity of an enthusiastic 
man of business is shown in the absolute 
perfection of the condition of the Magnificent 
when, the other day, Vioe-Admiral Lord 
Walter Eves hoisted his flag, and the crew, 
eight hundred offioers and men all told, 
gaily tripped aboard. A plsoe for everything;, 
and everything in its place, Deoks so spot- 
less that the Admiral might, if he felt dis- 
posed, have eaten his dinner off the bare 
boards. Upon the smallest detail, as on the 
largest gun— from John Pern's giant- 
powered engines to the neat ooil of spare 
ropeyinfinite solicitude had been bestowed. 
An imposing design loyally worked out 
(Test magnifique, mats ce n'est pas la guerre, 
said the French general, watching the oharge 
at Balaclava. Oar Magnificent is war if need 
be. Bat the rapidity and certainty with 
which so terrible an engine has been turned 
out of the dockyard may, fully considered, 
be regarded as working for peace. The 
ship's motto will therefore be, (Pest Mag- 
nifique, et Jest la paix. . 



Historical Query.— Was the seal reoently 
found in the Thames the one King James 
the Second dropped into it in 1688 Y 



Appropriate for Christmas. — "The 
Waits''— represented by "the Powers" in 
the East 



Digitized by 



Google 



292 



PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



pi 



21, 1896. 




Old Lady. •« No, thanks. I don't wast any for thb Gardbh to-day." 
Boy. " Will, thbk, oan wb mis a yrb soms Christmas Carols iNsrsADt" 



TO CONSTANCE. 

(From an IdUr to his Lady Help.) 

Your oharming hand— how many times at 
night, 
A thousand thousand happy miles from 
land, 
I bluffed you hard at poker, all to fight 
Your oharming hand. 

Yes. we were then a merry, reckless band, 

Of all and everybody making light 

We sailed our summer seas, by light airs 

fanned, [bright 

The world around seemed very fair and 

Our trip is done. Bat won't you understand 

How much it oheers me when I see you 

write 

Your oharming hand ? 



THEATRICAL INTELLIGENCE. 
Thb Wbstmibstbr Play. 
A revival was given on Thursday and 
Monday last of the Adelphi, one of the late 
Signpr P. Tbrsbgb Afbr's problem-playi. 
It will bo remembered by every student of 
the drama that the premiere of this clever 
adaptation from the Greek of M. Mbhabdbr 
was held at the oelebration of the funeral of 
Field-marshal Junius Paulltts, in 160 B.C. 
We gather from contemporary records that, 
on this first night, or rather matinie, the 
temporary wooden theatre was crowded to 
excess, all the leading members of Italian 
society being present The audience, as was 
appropriate to so solemn an occasion, was 
hugely composed of "dead-heads," but a 
financial failure was averted by the generous 



pecuniary support accorded, in pursuance of 
the custom, by the well-known Consuls, 
Generals Fabius Maxdcus and Corhbliub 
Africabub. A powerful orchestra, consisting 
of several double Tyrian flutes, was con- 
ducted by the most distinguished maettrod 
the day, Bignor Flaccus, who plied the baton 
with marked effect on the backs of his 
pifferari. We cannot auote the cast, as the 
bill of the play has unfortunately been lost, 
but the performers were probably only dis- 
repuUbleTDScan.barn-stormers, whose names 
were scarcely worth preserving. The problem 
dealt with by the dramatist in his amusing 
comedy, was the question of educating the 
heavy Soman father to appreciate the fset 
that boys will be boys. 



THE BBAL 8CH00L FOB SCAHDAI 
AGAIN. 

(A Peep into the Possible Future.) 

Scebb— A Large Apartment. Prbbbnt— 
Intelligent Individual. To him enter a 
Ratepayer. 

Ratepayer. Can I see any of the chiJdrenP 

Intelligent Individual. I am afraid not 
Since the abolition of medical certificates— 
save those issued by the specially authorised 
dcotors— we have had a great deal of sickness. 

Ratepayer. Dear me I Then are all the 
children in their own homes P 

Intel. Indiv. A great many of them. You 
fee, in serious cases— such as small-pox, 
diphtheria, and the like— we have no means 
of dealing with them here. 

Ratepayer. But surely their return to 
their homes would spread inf eotion P 

Intel. Indiv. So it has occurred to me, but 
unfortunately I have no discretion in the 
matter. However, I do my best 

Ratepayer. And what may be that best? 

Intel. Indiv. If we have light oases. I put 
them to bed for a few hours, and send them 
home at the time for closing. It is all I oan 
manage for them, poor little creatures. 

Ratepayer. Then those tiny sufferers under 
the maps and in front of the blackboard are 
some of your light oases ? 

Intel. Indiv. Yes. We have a few down 
with influenza, one or two victims to whoop- 
ing-cough, and three or four sickening (so far 
as I oan judge) for measles. 

Ratepayer. Then surely I have mistaken 
the place. I presume I have entered a hos- 
pital and you are the house-surgeon. 

Intel. Indiv. {smiling). Not at alL This if 
a board school and I am the master. 

[Scene closes in upon the sounds o sie 
children in aire distress. 



Ajtowbr to a Cobjlbspobdrnt.— (1) T1 *e 
sound of the name has misled you. It is spelt 
"Inoas," not " Inkers." And the " Ineas of 
Peru," to whom your inquiry applies, were 
not journalists. (2) Here, again, sound has 
occasioned your error. For "Peru's news- 
papers" you should have understood " ?*"■" 
newspapers," implying a command, and in- 
volving no allusion to the Press of Peru. 
N.B. — See that your letters are stamped 
before posted. 

A FooTBOTB to History.— The reign of 
the Second Charlbs will be ever memoraUe 
in the annals of English architecture as the 
period of the " Wren-naisssnee." 

Excelsior.— Since the French Premier has 
shaken off his Socialist allies he has been 
dubbed Le Bourgeois OentHhomme. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Ok Diabiis. 

Iir a reoent number of the Spectator I saw with tome amusement a 
notioe of the otlebrated Diaries of Messrs. Litis and Messrs. De Li 
Eue under the heading of "Current Literature." Now a diary, 
when the entries have been made in it, may oonoeivably be literature; 
but I must oonf ess that it would not have occurred to me so to 
describe the blank book which is to receive the daily thoughts 
of its purchaser. I should as soon expect to find a description 
of frames under " Pictures of the Day." Who knows henceforth 
what curious items of intelligence we may not find under " True 
Stories of Dogs" P 

It must be understood, of course, that in saying this I have not 
the remotest intention to disparage the productions of Messrs. Litis. 

I know perfectly well, on the contrary, 
that they supply admirably a public 
want, and no action can possibly be 
more praiseworthy and honourable than 
that. All I wish to do is to register a 
humble protest against the conduct of 
the Spectator in thus wronging litera- 
ture in order to avoid the trouble of an 
extra heading. If any one else had 
done it, one might not have objected 
so strongly : but, coming from the 
Spectator, the shook was painf uL To 
me, indeed, there had always been 
something episcopal about that excel- 
lent journal. If I personified it, my 
mind conceived a being in lawn sleeves 
and invested with a pastoral staff, a 
sort of Gothic being steeped in the 
solemn atmosphere of cathedrals, doses 
and palaces. But if it oontinues thus 
to juggle with the sacred word literature I shall have to degrade it 
mentally to the level of an ordinary lay-preacher. 




w 



To return, however, to the subject of diaries. I can speak with 
some impartiality on it, for, in spite of the most heroic efforts, I have 
never succeeded in keeping one for much more than a week at a time, 
and that was many years ago, in the remote days of my boyhood. 
Why the keeping of diaries and accounts by their rude, unlettered 
offspring should give pleasure to parents, I know not ; but there are 
few sons, I am certain, who have not at some time been urged by a 
father or a mother to make a daily record of their actions, or to 
tabulate the expenditure of their scanty doles of pocket-money. 
With girls there is no need for pressure. They rarely keep accounts, 
it is true ; but they all take to diaries as naturally as dueks.to the 
water. 

Ik the matter of acoounts, I was firm, and wisely so. How oould 
it have profited me to write, or my parents to read, the m notonous 
record of my expenses P On two shillings a week (which was, I 
think, my weekly allowance at that time) you can buy quite a 
respectable number of jam-tarts, and occasionally you may make a 
little excursion into the region of iocs, or plum cake, or chocolate 
creams. But I felt, and still feel, that ft would have shown a 
strange lack of judgment on my part if I had set these invariable 
items down every week, even though they might have been tempered 
now and then by the purchase of, let us say, a pocket knife, a pot of 
gum, a bullet mould, or a catapult. Consequently, I never kept 
acoounts, and I fear I nev er shall. 

But on the question of diaries I yielded. I came upon the 
ancient record of my deeds only the other day. Here is the most 
exciting entry :— " Got up early to fight Fjurddix with bollsters. It 
was grand. We spoilt both bollsters, and broke the water-jog. It 
driped through into Pa's dressing-room. Breakfast. Eggs again. 
We have too many eggs, and not enough butter. Went out Fought 
FaaDDii in stable-yard, and beat him. He howled— I laughed. 
Had to do beestly holiday task. Bead Covperfteld. In afternoon 
played stingo, and got F. one on the leg with the fives-balL Took Rover 
out. No more to-day." For ten days I persevered. Then, apparently, 
the effort became too much, for the rest of my " current literature " 
remains a blank. 

Yet again I made the attempt, but it was not on my own behalf. 
I had a mend who kept his diary with a religious care, and onoe, 
once only, I wrote for him an entry, as I conceived it might be—but 
not. of course, in the sacred book itself. This was my version :— 
" Travelled up from Northumberland. A dreadful jolting of the 
train prevented sleep, and filled my mind with painful thoughts. 
I found on my arrival at home that there were no letters for me. 



Why is this t Surely, surely she ought to have written. Bat, tush, 
a manly spirit can best cure saoh ilk, Sauntered into Piccadilly. 
The street was full of unknown faces : strangers were in all 1 he well- 
known haunts. Oh, how terrible it is to be alone in this great city. 
No matter, I must be brave. It would be worse than foolish to give 
way. In the evening I shoot the du*t of London from my feet and 
departed for Oxford.'' 

I was afterwards permitted to read the actual entry. This is how 
it ran : '* Left Newcastle night mail, Bull day in London ; lunch 
at Phlegethon, dinner at Berkeley Restaurant. No one 1 knew: 
pood job* To Oxford by last train/* Nothing more prosaic can be 
imagined: it just stated the facts sniudently for reference, and 
omitted all the sentimentaliams with which my imagination had 
adorned the entry. 

Airo, after all t this is the leoret of keeping a diary, if one who has 
never properly kent one may be permitted to fire an opinion, Why 
do yon keep it P Not, surely, to register the casual sentiments with 
which K postihly under the influence of a bottle of generous wine t you 
embroider your daily life, but in order to state facts as they occurred 
so concisely and clearly that, looking bwk in after years, you may 
reoonstraot the scene and live your life over again. It was for this 
reason and for no other, aa Robert Louis Stevenson has pointed out, 
that the immortal Pepys wrote his diary. He did not foresee publi- 
cation* His cypher, he believed, guarded him from that. All that 
he os red for was that many rears afterwards he should be able to 
turn up his beloved diary, and remember by its aid exactly what he 
did, in whose company, at such and sneh an hour of such and such a 
day in his life. He loved himself and all his little life, and wrote 
its records for himself alone. And thus it comes that we, average 
men and women of the latter end of the nineteenth century, delight 
in the true picture of the life cf an average man, in the account of 
his weaknesses, his vanity, his achievements, his disappointments, 
his jealousies, though the days of his activity were spent more than 
two hundred years ago. 

But, to mej priceless above all others, is one little book that I 
post est, in which a friend hid set down briefly the daily events of 
his life and his engagements in advanee. My memory goes back 
with him to this dinner or that concert, and again wo stay together 
at this or the other country house. They are the barest entries,, just 
a record and nothing more, but my memory tills in the gaps and re- 
acts the pleasant scenes. For October 2ti, toe entry made in advance 
i* 4I Jack at Brindisi." But before Jack reached Briudbi the hand 
that wrote about him wai stiff and cold, and the voice that would 
have welcomed him on his return was silent for ever. 



Lr the mind of every man who haa won his way to middle age there 
is a quiet, sequestered nook peopled with the spirits of departed 
friends, a verdant, peaceful recess, far removed from the stress and 
turmoil of daily life. Thence in calm and peaceful moments he can 
Rummon forth their shining faces, and be with them as once he used 
to be. Time can add no line to their brows, they ere always 
beautiful, smiling, and affectionate, young and strong as they were 
before the shadows closed round them, and they were lapped in alien 
day and laid below. 

THE RKAJL EASTERN QUESTION. 

Grand Qhvrus of till the Petotrs, {$u*ff sottv tw^) 

WiCdon't want to fight. In all lingoes, if 
we do, 

We've masted the ships, we've massed 
the men, we 've massed the money too. 

We *ve often fought before, we 're con- 
sistently untrue, 

The question is, ** Who 11 have Constan- 
tinople P" 




Tut; Corset GfiAJjr Mruorul*— Well 

and wisely done, says Mr. Punch to the 
Committee of the Comey Grain Memorial 
Fund. They have decided to devote £^00 
to the establishment if a oot in the 
Children's Hospital in Great Ormond 
iStrtet The rest of the money is to be 
invested, and the annual interest will 
form a nucleus for a Comey Grain Children's Christmas Toy Fund 
in connection with the hosj itsK Thus, not only will the memory 
of the genial and large-ht arted entertainer be perj>etuated, but 
little sufferers will connect it year by year, as he himself would 
have wished, with smiles and merriment and joy. 
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WHY, INDEED! 

"Mamma, didn't the Vicar sat that the Natives or Gonoalooloo wore no 
Glothib?" •• Yis, Darling. " "Them why did Papa put a Button jx the Baq! w 



CHRISTMAS IN SOMERSET. 

(An Invitation to the Farm. ) 
Good marnin', Mas'r Jomr ! Well there, 

I zeed ee oomin' 'long down road-. 
But whe'r 'twer you or no— Dear, dear I 

'Tea strange like, you be that a-growed I 
Ees, nioely thank ee— Missus too, 

An' plaied to zee ee, I'llbeboun', 
Were tarkin', were, las' night o* you, . 

An' hopin' as you mid step down. 
'Tes oold, so 'tes— a proper nip, 

Do zim like snow, mid be a starm ; 
But, vrost or no, us do alius kiD 

A merry Kurstmas down to Yarm. 

An\ if you do be a-minded zo. 

Now ao ee step down t' our Kurstmas veaat, 
I do reckon under mizzletoe 

You '11 zee arl neighbours, virst and least. 
Squire zelf be oomin 1 , zed her 'ood, 

An' Pa'son alius oome, no year, 



T zider-wine be tarr'ble good, 
Ay, tarr'ble good, zo be, to year. 

So plase to try our zider-wine, 
"I 'oant do ee not the leastest harm, 

I '11 warr'nt, zo wull, sure 'nouth you '11 vin' 
A merry Kurstmas down to Yarm. 

An* singin', too, you mid depen', 

'Tes Joe 'ye a-got the singin' veaca, 
You 've a-yeerd his ** Never lose afren\" 

Do zim to fair a-shake the pleaoe. 
An' Gauge '11 rubby out a toon 

Wi' 's old girt viddle 'tin bis knee, 
An' zet t' young yolk a-danoin' soon, 

So jpurty like 's you ever zee. 
An' Missus, her do bid me zay 

As us'll gie ee welcome warm— 



An' zo us wull, so sure 's the day- 
An' a merry Kurstmas down to 



Yarm I 



Motto for Bicyclist Beginners.— " Non 
rt, sed tape cadendo!" 



OPEN C0NFES8I0N; 

Or, The Ithymester's Revenge. 

" Rhyme me no rhymes I " the cynic says, 

In accents stern and terse ; 
But I admit my early days 

Were given up to 



Some say 'tis hard to be a bard, 

I did not find it so. 
Parnassus in one's own back-yard 

Comes easy, don'toherknow. 

I'd stretch myself on couch or bed, 

And like a blue-fly hum ; 
And gently rub my chin, or head, 

And then the rhymes would oome. 

I oared not. in my lyric pride, 
What subject fired my rhymes. 

I think I could have versified 
A oopy of the Timet, 

Like one of those Impressionuts 
I thought all work was crude 

That was not whelmed in muddy mists, 
Or could be understood. 

And so I rhymed and rhymed away, 

As seemed to be my fate ; 
And felt that I should be, some day, 

A Poet Laureate! 

Because, whatever theme might flit 

Before me, hot-and-hot, 
I found I could spin rhymes on it 

Much easier than not. 

But somehow oritics had a way,— 

And it was very hard I— 
Of calling me— why I can't say— 

A— hang it!—** minor bard." 

They 'd lump together five or six 

Tootlers of tweedledee ; 
And in that minor-minstrel-mix 

They always mentioned Me ! 

Some of these minor bards were gay, 
And some exoeeding solemn ; 

But I was dragged in, any way, 
Just to fill up the column. 

Now minor oritio ways, at times, 

Will rile the mildest folks; 
And so I gave up making rhymes, 

And took to making jokes. 

It was not quite so easy, no! 

A poet, bard, or scald. 
May have a lot of hair, but 0, 

Your jester 's always bald I 

'Twas not enough to rub my head, 
I had to tear and scratch it 

Only six hairs, and they are red, 
To-day remain to thatch it. 

And now those oritics say, at times 

I rise to a poor pun ; 
But that, as minor were my rhymes, 

So minus is my fun ! 

De minimis non curat lex J 

No, nor the critics either ! 
But now, their cynic souls to vex, 

I rhyme and joke together ! 

And now they swear— their cheek sublime 
A saint might well provoke!— 

That while my joking* may be rhyme, 
My rhymings are no joke ! 



A Case of Fjzz.— The champagne which, 
till tasted, most effectually oonoeals its dry 
quality is, of oourse, Hetd-sieck, and that 
which keeps its manufacturing secret best u 
undoubtedly Mumttu 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 

Tab Obubl Complaint of a 
Caiokitib. 

The game you couldn't under- 
•tana 
AtLords— atk ed my advioe — 
E'en aa I took your aoft round 
hand 
Toureyesient such a "tice." 
Tour laughing lips with many 
a pout, 
Next challenged me to win ; 
Yet yesterday I found you out 
No longer taken in. u t 

You aoored off me in point of 

Youeauiedmy slips of style ; 
If I essayed to make a hit 

You bowled me with a smile. 
My poor def enoe 'gainst yonr 
attack 

Was not an equal match, 
For when I dared to play you 
back 

You knew you had a oatoh. 

Last night yon out me at e 

dance, 

"Lost ball! "I madly cried. 

To others though you gave a 

ohanoe, 

I never hit your side, [doff, 

Your colours then I did not 

Nor sought my card to fill 
Till supper, when you stay'd 
long off, 
While I might long on still. 

My wrath you raised to such a 

Through all that long, long 

hop, [which 

That love is now a demon 

Must find a long, long stop. 
I'll end my innings while I may 

The willow wear in peace, 
So let another test jour play 

From off his popping crease! 




First Lady. " Lose, but thb Dooron was qbah' tab day i " 
SscondLady. "H'mI D'yb think hi is as olbvbb as hb usbd tab 

bi?" 
First Lady (astonished), "Clbvsb J—hb's faub olbvbbsb, but wb dinna 

uv'ibstab' him boo I " 



"BE IT COSINESS/' 

(By Max Mereboom.) 

With gibe and jest, I wrote 

my best, 
On leaving Alma Mater. 
In language quaint defended 

paint, 
And now disparage Pater. 

King Gxobob I chaffed, and 

lightly laughed 
At 1880 crazes, 
In dainty prose I wrote of 

hose, 
And sang a dandy's praises. 

Now London gay I leave for 

aye, 
A villa I 've been baying , 
A life-long lease- to live in 

peace 
The life for which F m sighing. 

Notptiuoenor Czab, nor Shah- 

zaba 
(Though gaudy be his turban), 
Nor Royal boy can know the 

joy 
Of oosiness suburban ! 

All day the news I 11 read, and 

muse 
Of all that was and will be; 
If bored I feel, to town I'll 

steal, 
Onoe more to witness Trilby. 



Stabtliho Ibtblligbhci ! ! 
— Mr. Lxcet, reported as 
elected for Dublin University 
(December 6), is NOT IN 
the ninety-seventh edition of 
Kelly's Post Office London 
Directory for 1896. 
"P. 0. L. D." out! and 
Licet not in ! 



STUDIES IN MODERN JOURNALISM. 
No. I.— In thb Talkiho-boom. 

" What/' inquired the Eminent Person, " shall we talk about this 
week?" 

" Oh, the usual subject*." said the Ordinary Man. " Let 's begin 
with the police-courts. We mostly get a paragraph or two out of 
them. There's always Jahb Caxbbrbad, you know, if other subjects 
faiL We haven't discussed her more than twenty times already." 

"I object," said the Poet, firmly. "It's all very well for you. 
The Journalist studies this kind of thing professionally, the Emi- 
nent Person always shows a keen interest in pickpockets, and the Mere 
Boy can make bad puns on any subject ; out where do I oome in? 
Let us choose a topic which will allow me to introduce a few verses— 
not necessarily for publication, but as a guarantee of pood faith." 

" Certainly not," said the Journalist; " the editorial waste-paper 
baskets are full enough already. No, we'll give our attention to 
polities. Take the Turkish question, for instance. To begin with a 
strikingly original remark, let me say that the Sultan's position is 
one of some difficulty. To judge by the telegrams " 

"Would be absurd," put in the Ordinary Man. "They are 
written by Journalists, and all Journalists are liars. You, I believe, 
are a Journalist." 

" For myself," observed the Eminent Person, thoughtfully, " I 
think we might choose a less hackneyed subject. Perhaps " 

"Hush, please," interrupted the Mere Boy. "It's quite time I 
made a joke. I always do at the end of a paragraph. Are you 
ready? Turkey is always s ea s o n able about Christmas. Thank you. 
Next paragraph, please." 

11 Is the door locked? "asked the Ordinary Man. 
11 No." said the Poet, with some surprise, " why ? " 
The Ordinary Man rose from his chair, walked across the room, 
locked the door, stuffed a piece of paper into the keyhole, and returned. 
" Because I want a little quite private conversation with the rest of 
you. One of you is a nuisance, and the other three are frauds ! " 



•• Jehoshaphat I " said the Mere Boy. 

" Ton," said the Ordinary Man, looking at him severely, " are the 
mere nuisance. You make idiotic remarks and atrocious puns. You 
were amusing onoe, but we've had enough of you long ago. and the 
sooner you olear out of the talking-room the better. You other three 
are frauds— bad frauds. You all talk exactly alike. Mr. Eminent 
Person, I should be glad to know in what your eminence consists. 
Your verses, my Poet, are simply beneath contempt. And you, 
Mr. Journalist, reel off platitudes exactly like the Poet or the 
Eminent Person, except when you happen to be understudying the 
Mere Boy. I am sick of the lot of you I" 

" Indeed," cried the Eminent Person, with infinite sarcasm ; " and 
how about your own twaddle, please ? " 

The Ordinary man waved a deprecating hand. "Oh, that is 
another matter. I only profess to be the Ordinary Man. and I talk 
like one. Whether it is worth while to print every week the most 
ordinary remarks of a very ordinary man is, of course, a matter of 
opinion. But as for you, you contemptible dummies " 

A heavy volume of verse flung by the Poet oaught him in the eye. 
It was the signal for a general scrimmage. Half-an-hour later five 
men, badly wounded and beaten black and white, might have been 
seen descending the staircase in silence. They were not on speakins;- 
terms for seven days. Only the Mere Boy, from the force of habit, 
attempted a final remark to round off the oolumn for that week. 

" A Painful Soene," muttered the Mere Boy. 



Thb Ebb of thb Nbw Womah.— The crash has come at last 
While we have all been talking, and denouncing, and writing, 
Society, it seems, has been taking quiet, but decided action. The 
statute rendering it a penal offence to be a New Woman was passed 
through all its stares so secretly that no newspaper appears to have 
had the least inkling of it. However, it is in force, and has been 
acted upon, for in the Oxford limes, of December 7, we read that 
41 the Bev. G. Khtoht Nbwtob. chaplain at Oxford Castlejias been 
promoted and transferred to the new women's Convict Prison at 
Aylesbury." 
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UNSIGNED MAGAZINE ARTICLES. 

Keats-Jones. "I bat, just look what son anonymous Abb in 
The Knacker bats about those Sonnets of mini, which tou 
told mx tou considered as good as wordsworth's i " 

Shelley-Brown. "My dear Fellow, wi'u nr the bams Boat ! 

YOU KNOW THAT LAST BOOK OF MINI THAT TOU SAID TOU LI KID 

so much? Well, just see what 's said of it in The Gadfly I 

I WONDER WHO THE FOOL IS I * 

[Keats- Jones is the Author of the " Gadfly M review of Brown* s book, 
and Shelley-Brown writes all the literary notices in the "Knacker" 



BROWNING AT BROWNING HALL; 

Or, Love amongst the (Human) Buins. 

Mb. Abquith took part, on November 21, in the public inaugura- 
tion of the Robert Browning Social Settlement, York Street, 
Walworth Road, a district with more than 115,000 inhabitants, 
mostly poor, to the square mile. The hall where the meeting was 
held, known of old as Lock's Fields Meeting House (built in 1790), 
was once a Congregational chapel in what was long a well-to-do 
neighbourhood, and was attended by Robert Browning's family, 
the poet himtelf haying been baptised there. Mr. Abquith well 
described the business as " an attempt to grapple with some of the 
most pressing, and at the same time intractable of the social problems 
of metropolitan life, by planting in the very heart of districts whose 
necessities were greatest colonies or settlements of educated men and 
women." 

Shade of the Author of " SordeUo" lings .— 

Can the poet, memory- warmed, do aught but smile 

On that mile 
Of poverty's scanty pastures, where toil's sheep 

Herd and creep, 
That square mile of clustering tenement, ooster-crop, 

And small shop F 

'Twas the home once of the well-to-do and gay, 

(So they say,) 
But the sordid misery settled on it since 

Makes me wince. 
Choky oourt, o'er crowded labyrinth spreading far, 

Toil and jar! 



Now the square mile hardly boast a spindly tree, 
Ab you see. „ , „,i 

Slime and atop replace old verdure; offal fills 
Gutter-rills, 

Muok you scarce can give a name to shames the sun, 
Ab they run. 

Where the Congregational Chapel which I knew, 1 

Well-to-do, 
Stood, they now have got a building which they csil 

Browning Hall! 
Whence at eve you hear the husky coster squalls 

From their stalls. 

Where a multitude of cits breathed joy and woe, 

Love of fellows pricks 'the hearts up of a few, 

Brave and true, 
To make a " Social Settlement," called, I see, 

After me ! 

Well! It does me truer honour, I protest 

Tban the quest 
Of my minor mystic meanings, cryptio, crude, 

By the brood 
Of M disciples'* who at meetings Browning-Clablish 

Talk such rubbish ! 

Herbert Stead, the wort hy wa rden, plies the ta»k, with 

Aid from Asquith ; 
It was tireless Canon Barnett put in moticn 

This good notion, 
Though some chaffed him, as the votaries of Pi on- Pooh 

Always do. 

For " respectables " to settle in suoh slums, 

Where toil hums, 
And to dwell amidst much dirt and noise and ^ iea, 

Is not " nice " ; 
And Walworth is no Eden (with such smells), 

For bland swells I 

But here Culture, in the spirit of true neighbour, 

Lives with Labour ; 
And with wisdom, love, andunseotarian piety. 

Lends variety 
To that gloom which for poor workers and their w ves 

Spoils their lives. 

There are lectures, classes, clubs, " larks " not a few, 

Outings too! 
In- and out-door recreation they all share, 

For their oare 
Is to " chum-in " with poor folk in grief or joy,— 

Girl and boy ! 

Well, a Walworth chap may not quite grasp Sordello, 

Poor, good, fellow ! 
But the author of Bordello hath the whim 

To grasp him ; 
And for Hall and Settlement to bear Aw name, 

He holds fame I 

With this Robert Browning Social Settlement 

I 'm content. 
Over poverty, pain, folly, noise and sin, 

May they win. 
As I sang, despite wit, wealth, fame, and the rest, 

"Love is best!"* 

* Last line of Browning's " Love among the Buins. 1 * 



Good Old Timis revived, and a Suggestion.— Years afs-fbe 
Finding of the Body of Harold used to be considered the nom 
par excellence to be tackled by all aspirants for Koyal Academical 
honours. Now it is " The Finding of Moses " which has prooartj 
a gold medal and travelling studentship of £200 for Harry Robebt 
Milcham. The fact of this picture having won the first jpnze at tne 
hands of Sir Frederic Lrighton, P.R. A,— whom Mr. ?»"* 
welcomes back again, as perfectly restored as a Vandyck at *n 
exhibition of Old Masters,— should suggest to the successful jmt 
artist a companion subject in " The Finding of the Jury. 11 

Startling!— The Marquis of Lornb has been taken up by A 
Constable,— that is, his Lordship, as an Author, has .been taken r- m 
Messrs. A. Constable & Co., who have published the Markirs 
From Shadow to Sunlight. 
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BoEJf, Not. 24, 18:28, Die d p Die- B, 189-^ 

Most graphic picturer of the Passing Show 

We wayfarers call life, he passes too. 
Hid at sorrow^ requiem reverent and low ; 
He who knew all, and whom the whole 
world knew. 
The curtain falls upon the pageant strange 
He loved, and limned in its most striking 
phases, 
*' The world" s great raree-show," whose motley 
range, 
Its wars, its fetes, its courts, it & crowds, 
its crazes, 
His kean eye followed, hi s quick pencil caught, 
In all its surface tint s und shifting humours, 
That wondrous pageant with quaint follies 
fraught, 
And echoing to strange voices and wild 
rumours. 
Incarnate echo he, of year, week, day, 

Or Diony sins-ear through which there 
sounded 
An Age's gossip genial, graphic, gay ; 

And though that Age with ana has 
abounded, 
Jli* will be missed ; and that distinctive voice, 
Trenchant, inimitable, quaint, stroag- 
hearted, 
At which, in youth, we elders did rejoice, 
And from whose spell we never wholly 
parted, 
If any will long remember and regret, 

Twice Round the Clock in Loudon years 
ago. 
He, and McCoitttel, took uh. Even yet 
We feel the graphic warmth, the humorous 
fflow, 
Of many a well-told story, vivid sketch, 
And rambling gossip in that young- old 
time, 
"When it required, in sooth, less force to fetch 
Praise to our lips for parsing prose or 
rhyme. 
"When Household Wordt t with plain, nn- 
p : ctured pages . [men, 1 ' 

Moved by "the Master" and his "merry 
Came to us as the voice of wits and sages. 

Well, quidnunc* tell us 'tis not now as then, 
"Not is it, verily, since we now are plumbing 

A more profound and pessimistic day. 
Sadder, and far more shriek}', more be- 
numbing 
To instinct genial, and to impulse gay. 
But memory will not, cannot doif it wholly, 
The poor old motley now so out of 
fashion : 
Nor yield to the new modish melancholy, 

Muddy profundity and monetroue passion. 
To deal with Dicefjts as a fallen Dag on, 

And with his " boys " as a mimetic rush, 
Old mirth as born of folly and the flagon, 
And old humanities as bleat and gush, 
May please our younger "lions" when they 
bray. 
But the " young lions " of Gboege Sala's 
prime, 
Roared, in the Eaity Ttkffiaph* their day, 
Whereat let whoso will tilt nose sublime. 
Punch parts with an old friend in kindly 
sorrow, 
Loses an old contributor with grief, 
And trusts his kindred solace sure may 
borrow [k*fi 

From knowledge that his fame is green of 
Although the days seem dry-as- dust and 
dreary* 
For there be many in the haunts of men 
Wh > ']1 miss the gossip gay, the wisdom 
cheery, 
That fell for forty years from Saia'h pen. 



A* A gram.— "Sail' 



I" 




FIRST PLAY. 



Mamma (who has taktn Mim E$k % a* a great truat, to a morning perfbrmancs}* "HffSB, 
ii sue | You hestk't Talk 1 " 

Miss EJk (vrith cUar sense of injustice, and pointing to the stage). " Bor, Murnir,— thsv *nt 

TALKtNO I " 



TO A WESTERLY CALE IN LONDON. 

Hail, western wind which blows away 

The fog, of all things most depreieing ; 
You are, on any winter day, 
A blessing t 

And if instead of rain you bring 

Some sunshine to this sombre city. 
In praise of you we well may sing 
A ditty. 

You dry the streets, welcome breeze I 
No fog, no mud, no pavements slimy, 
And London thus at times one tees 
Lesi grimy. 

We almost think of country, you 
Blew through the streets, dark, stuffy, 
narrow, 



With fresher air that comes from Kew f 
Or Harrow. 

Forgive me if, when praising such 

A benefactor, I should mildly 
Suggest that you might do as much 
Less wildly, 

In Lindon, though a cyclone blows, 

Sou* westers aren't considered proper ■ 
Q je must be neat — By Jove, there goes 
My topper ! 



CoitPABiBON, — " All t " quoth our own 
School-hoy, " I dare siy Christmas in the 
olden time was very jolly. I'm no laudator 
temporii acti* Bother the Christmas Fast. 
What J like " 
lots of 'em, 



tctu Bother the Christmas Past, i 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 

(By Baboo Hubby Bungsho Jabbbbjbb, B.A.) 
No. I. 

When I first received intimation from the supernal and spanking 
band of Hon'ble Mr. Punch, that he smiled with fatherly benignity 
at my humble request that he should offer myself as a regular 
poorly-paid contributor, I blessed my stars and was as if to jump over 
the moon for jubilation and sprightfulness. 

But, heigh-ho! surgU amari aliquid, and his oondesoending 
patronage was dolefully alloyed with the inevitable dash of bitters 
whioh, as Poet Shajecspeabe remarks, withers the galled jade until 
it winces. For with an iron heel nas Hon'ble Mr. P. declined 
sundry essays of enormous length and importance, oomposed in 
Addisonian, Johntonisn, and Gibbonian phraseology on assorted 
topics, such as "Love," " Civilization," •'Matrimony," "Sapersti- 
tion," " Is Courage a Virtue, or Vice Virtd f " and has recom- 
mended me instead to devote my pen to 
quite ephemeral and fugacious topics, 
and merely commit to paper such reflec- 
tions, critical opinions, and experiences 
as may turn up in the potluok of my 
daily career. 

What wonder that on reading such a 
sine qud non and ultimatum my vox 
fauciou* hatit and stuck in my gizzard 
with bashful 'heepishness, for how to 
convulse the Thames and set it on fire 
and all agog with amazement at the 
humdrum incidents of so very ordinary 
tn existence as mine, whioh is spent in 
the diligent study ox Roman, Common, 
International, and Canonical Law from 
morn to dewy eve in the lecture-hall or 
the library of my inn, and. as soon as 
the shades of night are falling fast, in 
returning to my domicilium at Ladbroke 
Grove with the undeviating punctuality 
ofatiokP 

However, being above all things de- 
sirous not to let slip the golden oppor- 
tunity and pocket the sinews of war. I 
decided to let my diffidence go to the 
wall and boldly record every jot and 
tittle, however humdrum, with the criti- 
cal reflections and censorious observa- 
tions arising therefrom, remembering 
that, though the fabulous and moun- 
tain-engendered moose was no doubt at 
the time considered but a fiasco and flash 
in the pan by its maternal progenitor, 
nevertheless that same identical mouse 
rendered yeomanry services at a subse- 
quent period to the lion involved in the 
compromising intricacies of a landings- 
Benevolent reader, de tefabula narra- 
tor. Perohanoe the mousey bantlings of 
my insignificant brain may nibble away 
the eords of prejudioe and exolusiveness Let out ! 

new enoircling many highly respectable British lions. Be not angry 
with me therefore, if in the character of a cursed but good-natured 
friend, I venture on occasions to " hint dislike and hesitate disgust." 

The majestic and magnificent matron, under whose aegis I reside 
for rs. 20 per week, is of lofty lineage, though fallen from that high 
estate into the peck of troubles, and compelled (owing to highly 
social disposition) to receive a number of small and select boarders. 

Like Jepthah, in the play of Hamlet % she has one fair daughter 
and no more, a bewitching and well-proportioned damsel, as fine as a 
fivepenoe or a May-day queen. Notwithstanding this, when I 
summon up my courage to address her, she rf oeives my laborious 
politeness with a eaohinnation like that of a Cheshire cheese, whioh 
strikes me all of a heap. Her female parent excuses to me such 
flabbergasting demeanour, on the plea that her daughter is afflicted 
with great shyness and maidenly modesty, but, on perceiving that 
she can be skittish and genial in the company of other mat c alines, I 
am forced to attribute her oontumeliousnef s to the oiroumstanoe that 
I am native gentleman of a dark complexion. 

In addition, I have the honour to inform you of further specimens 
of this inurbanity and bearishness from officials who are perfect 
strangers to the writer. Each morning I journey through the 
subterranean bowels of the earth to the Temple, and on a recent 
occasion, when I was descending the stairs in haste to pop into the 
train, lo and behold, just as I reached the gate, it was shut in my 
nose by the churlishness of the jaok-in-office ! 




At whioh, stung to the quick at so unprovoked and unpre- 
meditated an affront, I acosted him severely through the bars of the 
wicket, demanding sarcastically, "Is th%$ your boasted British 
Jurisprudence P" 

The savage heart of the 4 Collector was moved by my expostulation, 
and he consented to open the gate, and imprint a perforated hole on 
my ticket: but, alack! his repentance was a day after the fair, for 
the train had already taken its hook into the Cimmerian gloom of a 
tunnel I When the next train arrived, I, waiting prudently until it 
was quiescent, stepped into a compartment, wherein I was dismayed 
and terrified to find myself alone with an individual and two lively 
young terriers, whioh barked minaoiouslr at my legs. 

But I, with much presence of mind, protruded my head from the 
window, vociferating to those upon the platform, "Let out I Let 
out I ! Fighting dogs are here 1 1 ! " 

And they met my appeal with unmannerly jeerings, until the con- 
troller of the train, seeing that I was firm in upholding my dignity of 
British subject, and claiming my just rights, unfastened the door, 
and permitted me to escape ; but, while 
I was yet in search of a compartment 
where no canine elements were in the 
manger, the train was once more is 
motion, and I, being no daredevil to 
take such leap into the dark, was a 
second time left behind, and a loser of 
two trains. Moreover, though I have 
writtf n a humbly indignant petition to 
the Hon'ble Directors of the Company, 
pointing out loss of time and incon- 
venience through incivility, and asking 
for small peouniary compensation, they 
have assumed the rhinoceros hide, and 
nilled my request with dry eyes. 

But I shall next make the further 
complaint that, even when making every 
effort to do the civil, the result is apt 
to kill with kindness; and— as Kiog 
Chaulbs the Fibst, when they were 
ihnflling off his mortal coil, politely 
apologised for the unconscionable time 
that his head took to decapitate— so I, 
too, must draw attention to the fast 
that the duration of formal, ceremonious 
visits, is far too protracted and long 
drawn out. 

Creds experto. A certain young 
English gentleman, dwelling in the 
Temple, whose acquaintance I have 
formed, earnestly requested that I 
should do him the honour of a visit; 
and recently, wishing to be hail fellow 
well met, I presented myself before him 
about 9.30 a.m. 

He greeted me with effusion, shaking 
me warmly by the hand, and begging 
me to be seated, and making many 
inquiries, whether I preferred India to 
England, and what progress I .was 
making in my studies, &c., and so form, 
all of which I answered faithfully, to 
I*t out!!" the best of my abilities. 

After that he addressed me by fits and starts and longo mUrtdk, 

Jet displaying so manifest and absorbent a dtlight in my society that 
e ouui not bring himself to terminate the audience, while I was to 
conceal my immense wearisomeness and the ardent desire I had con- 
ceived to leave him. 

And thus he detained me there hour after hour, until five minutes 
past one p.*., when he recollected, with many professions of chagrin, 
that he had an appointment to take his tiffin, and dismissed me, 
inviting me cordially to oome again. . 

If, however, it is expeoted of me that I can devote three hours and 
a half to oeremonial civilities, I must respectfully answer with a 
Nolo episcopari, for my time is more precious than rubies, and .so 1 
will beg not only Mr. Honstball, Esq., Barrister-at-law. bat all 
other Anglo-Saxon friends and their families, to acoept this ss a 
verbum tap. and wink to a blind horse. 



Lttxbaby Ibtelligrno*.— Encouraged by the success achieved by 
his sprightly account of a recent adventurous voyage to the Capejaron 
FaBDurAin) de B0TH8CHILD, M.P., is engaged upon a more u*pwf? x 
literary work, whioh, when completed; will inevitably find L itself m 




be hoped that his magnum opus may .reach even a wider circle. 
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8CE1TE PEOM SHAKSPEARIAN PANTOMIME.- ^q*. 

" Whiri got'bt thou that Goose I— look I "— (Macbeth, Act V., So. 3.) 



EGO! 

["Personal remisisoencei are to-day all the 
rage."— Vide Daily Press.] 

To begin with, I must make an apolr gy. 

In my character of autobiojgrapher I 
apologise to him who (seeinjr how illus- 
trious and important a man I am) would 
have been deputed, or would have deputed 
himself, to write— after my dissolution— 
the record of my Vie. I " spoof " him- to 
use a latter-day term— by setting down in an 
areperennius form my own reminuoenoes. 

I beg his pardon for this aot of spoof ery. 

If there is anything to be made, pecu- 
niarily, from the recorded events of a 
career more or lets- 1 know more — dis- 
tinguished, coram publico, let that profit 
"say I" fall into his hands whose few 
years' course of usefulness may be thought 
worthy of recapitulation. 

I oonsider the events of my past years 
sufficiently important My would-be bio- 
grapher, I am told, is of opinion that there 
u in my career matter sufficiently in- 
teresting to be handed down to posterity. 
I therefore sit down to write my own bio- 
graphy myself. I am extremely sorry for 
my would-be biographer, but following the 
advice of the immortal Scotchman, Samuel 
Smiles, I help myself to myself, andrtjoice 



that, after the completion of this volume, 
there will be nothing more to be said on 
the subject That, in once, settles the bio- 
grapher. There is nothing more harrowing 
to a respectable Shade than the idea that 
some oorporeal nonentity is writing, or 
about to write, a fix-shilling post- 
mortem (\) dissertation upon his embodied 
existence. 

My life hai been an arduous one, and 
though, as I have reason to believe, no one 
has ever had occasion " to write me down 
an ass," I have excellent reason* for think- 
ing that this volume will be generally found 
bound in calf. 

In the following chapters I have taken 
pains to deal with incidents in my life 
which, aooording to my conception, I fancy 
to be of come interest to the reading public. 
Thus early days in the nursery, tantrums 
and spankings, surreptitious birdnesting 
expeditions, and wading in the duck-pond. 
My first (and last, of course) white lie, and 
its consequences. A precocious pipe, ele- 
mentary erudition, and the mastery of 
u tears without learning. 9 ' Am sent to 
Cheam School, thenoe to Eton College, 
where am stigmatised as a blockhead, ana 
rapidly introduced to the Warre Office, 
&C &c [And to waste-paper basket* To 
be discontinued,— Ep.] 



THE CHRISTMAS-KEEPERS VADE MECUM. 

(Cynical Version.) 

Question. What is your [opinion of the Merry 
Season P 

Answer. That/as it cannot be oured, it must be 
endured. 

Q. Then you do not oonsider it jovial P 

A. Certainly not, with its bills, oolds, and sad 
memories, 

Q. Are not children's parties pleasant P 

A. Only to the doctors, who take a professional 
interest in the results of gormandising and over- 
excitement. 

Q. Do tou not think that a family gathering is 
delightfnlP 

A. Only from a humorous point of view. It is 
oertainly grimly amusing to see relatives who meet 
but on«e a year at loggerheads. 

Q. Bat is a quarrel inevitable when kinsman 
meets kinsman P 

A. Certainly ; unless strangers arc present to 
preserve appearances and the peace. 

Q. Is there not poetry in the turkey, roast 
beef, and plum pudding P 

A. Scarcely. Indigestion would be nearer the 
mark. 

Q. And yet you would keep Christmas P 

A. In my own way. I would carefully forget 
all about it, and spend the last days of December 
either in Paris or at Brighton. 

Quoth Dunraven "Nevermore." 
[It is reported in yachting circlet that Sir Georos 
Nbwxbs will challenge for the America Cup next year.] 

1 bold Sir George, be warned by me, 

And stay your eager hand I 
Don't waste your Tit Bits on the sea, 

But ok ave unto the Strand ! 





UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 

Mb. Poxch and Miss DoW^rvT/^ 



vol. cm. 
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"THE COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON!! 99 

President Cleveland. M Waal, Salisbury, Sib, whbthbb you like it ob not, Wb pbopose to abbitbatb on this matibb Oub- 

8BLVBS, AMD, Iff THAT EVENT, Wx SHALL ABIDB Bf OUB OWN DI CIS ION." 

[" An inquiry (as to the true divisional line between the Republic of Venezuela and British Guiana) should, of course, be conducted carefulh' end 
- - J - --"- . . when report is made (by a Commission appointed by Congress) and accepted, it will, in my opinion, be the duty of the United States 



to resist "by every means in its power, si a wilful aggression" upon its rights ana interests, the appropriation by Great Britain of any lands," &c» Ac., 
" which after investigation we have determined of right to belong to Venezuela."— frw<fcntf Cleveland's Menage to Congress, vide " Impms, Dee, 18. J 
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STUDIES IN MODERN JOURNALISM. 

No. II.— At thb Siof of the Snip. 

To return once more to a Terr interesting 
topi©. I picked np at a second-hand book- 
stall the other day a curious little tempe- 
rance tract, by a M. FmnerB, of Paris. 
Now he asserts in it that Jbahjtb d'Abc 
was a rabid teetotaller, and that she made 
all her followers wear bine ribbons, a theory 
which is of the utmost importance. But 
can we believe it? One must remember 
tibat almost all the great warriors used to 
drink—wisely, of course, and not too well 
—before battle. Thus did Achtllbs and 
Micky Fan, and the celebrated Aztec 

SneraL AsgmpATOHL — they all "took 
eir whack," like Mr. Habby Fobbr, and 
why not the soldiers of La PcchlleP There 
is plenty of hard drinking, too, in the Sagas. 
Anyhow, M. Fumibtb's argument hardly 
seems convincing. Then he attempt* to 
pore that the Maid liked her eggs hard 
boiled. Well, that is too big a question for 
me to fro into now, but I hope to say a little 
about it in my next six monthly ins talme nts. 

Now let us talk a little about the dear 
spooks. Here is an interesting and well- 
authenticated story of second sight Mrs. 
A., a widow Hung in Devonshire, fell 
asleep in her chair one morning, and dreamed 
that she saw her son. B. 9 who was in 
London at the time, fall into the Serpen- 
tine. Directly she awoke she jotted down 
the hour (1.15 p.m.), and told her dream to 
the other members ox her household. Now 
comes the strange part of the story. At 
that very moment, as it afterwards proved. 
B. had been eating pigeon-pie in a Fleet 
Street restaurant The association of ideas 
peculiar to the sub-conscious self is thus 
strikingly illustrated, and the whole story 
is a very remarkable one. 

If one may praise a book which has re- 
freshed a reader weary with the ordinary 
novel, let me recommend you to read Usque- 
bagh % the Red Indian. It is only nine 
hundred pages long, and there are full 
descriptions of three battles in the first five 
chapters, in which about five hundred people 
arekflleo. The whole volume reeks of gore, 
and the accounts of the scalping are bravely 
done. This is, indeed, the true Romance, 
and what a pleasant change from the New 
Pathos, and the New Humour! 




Somebody has been sending me verses 
again, and I wish they wouldn't ; I always 
mislay the stupid things; and then the 
tuihon— genus irritabile /—are vexed. And 
these aren't even good verses; they are not 
about Prince Chablib, or salmon-fishing, 
or golf ; the only subjects worth a cent, as 
Mr. W. D. Howblub would say. In fact, 
they are so bad, that I prefer to give some 
of my own instead. 

Billadi of bogies and books, 
Paragraphs witty and deep, 

Subtly allusive, and highly conducive 
To calm and enjoyable sleep, 

Scorn of the decadent scribes 
(Whose works you are bidden to skip), 

And praise of the writing with plenty of fight- 
Are sold " At the Sign of the Snip." [xng, 

Homer and JEschylus here, 

With Haggard and Weyman youll And, 
Versions of Horace with tales of Tom Morris 

Are sweetly and neatly combined ; 
Ujeux d'etprit, juggling, or Joan, 

Can please you, with confidence dip 
In the excellent pages for those of all ages. 

Entitled" The Sign of the Snip." 

A. L-wo. 



SCENE FROM A SUBMARINE PANTOMIME. 

TABTAUsnro Position of a Sttsobptiblb Divbb. 



THE MESSAGE. 

A Eighty Seasonable {American) Version of a 
Popular Song. 

President Cleveland sings .— 

I had a Message to send it, 

The Congress, which so snubbed Me ; 
But /had my term to finish. 

And then the elections! See f— 
M yprospeots at those elections 

Were 0, so far from clear I 
So methought 1 'd say to the Congress 

What I reckoned it wished to hear. 
I had a Message to send it, 

And I thought I could hardly fail, 
To that applause from both sides. 

If I— ^twisted the Lion's tail" 
The British Lion's tail I 

If I based it on Free Trade fancies, 
Or that Bearing's Award. I guessed 

I should raise the national dander: 
Mere right will not pay-out West. 

The true Yank Spread-Baffle, scorning 
All limits, must soar and soar; 



If its pinions seem faint or flabby 

Its ieeper will get what-for ! 
I cried in my passionate longing, 

" Has the earth no angel-mend 
Who will whisper the sort of Message 

It will suit me best to send, 

Pay my Party best to send? " 
Then I heard a strain of clamour, 

So swsgger, so loud, so clear I 
It came from our Yankee Jingos, 

And I listened—you bet I— to hear. 
It came, like our Eagle, rushing. 

Abusing all British things, 
And I skillfully laid my Message 

On rood old Spread-Eagle's wings. 
I watched them spree d farther and farther, 

(My Monroe doctrine to teach ;) 
Farther than sense can follow. 

Farther than right can reach, 
Far % far % f ar-ther I 

And I know that at least this Message 
Will echo from State to State j 

For I've twisted the tail of the Lion, 
And— well, J'm content to wait ! 
As the lion (I reckon) will wait I 
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PHIL AND JERRY ABOUT TOWN. 

At "Le Boxb." 

Bt the devioe of plastering; his hair straight down oyer his fore- 
head, Phil succeeds in investing himself with a certain meretricious 
respectability. He says he has been taken for a monk, but that must 
have been in the dnsk. Jerry has a profound respect for Phil, who, 
he believes, knows London Life with a minuteness equalled by few 

"I'll show you round some right," Phil had often said to his 
friend, but had not descended to particulars. Now he had pro- 
posed to begin with what he called a visit to " a glove establish- 
ment" When he explained that this meant a boxing match, J eery 
felt a cold chill in the neighbourhood of his spine* 

" Do they hurt each other f " he inquired. 

*' Not much," taid Phil. " There *s a knock out occasionally, you 
know, but you'll soon get used to that." 

Jbrbt had often heard of "knock outs" at mock auctions, and 
though he did not clearly see the connection, it was all part of 
London Life. The evening opened under the 
best •uspioes. They dined at Jerry 8 club, 
perhaps the most respectable in London. At 
the table next to theirs sat a bishop, "eating 
soup like an ordinary man," as Phil re- 
marked. Jbriiy reflected with pride that 
Phil didn't know evert thing. Evidently he 
expected there was a well-denned episcopal 
fashion of eating soup. Jerry was con- 
scious of a oertain criminal elation foreign 
to his breast " If he only knew where we 
are going after dinner ! " he murmured. 

Incidentally Phil mentioned that, when 
dining alone in his den, he usually drank 
his wine out of a skull. 

" Do you ever," asked Jerry, with vague 
recollections of doings at Newstead Abbey in 
Lord Byron's time, "drink blood out of itP " 

" Sometimes," said Phil boldly. 

When Phil and Jerry reached the Temple 
of the Noble Art they found it crowded to the 
outer ring of chairs and benches. Most of 
the spectators were in evening dress. Every 
one was smokinff. Jerry at first thought 
they had tumbled into a fog. Looking down 
from the gallery he made out a square plat- 
form, covered with white cloth and roped 
in. It was a great night in the sporting 
world. A popular manager was taking his 
benefit and the Fancy flocked round him. 

"You'reinluck/^saidPHiL. "It isn't 
often you might drop in and find such a 
galaxy of talent You 11 nee Peter Jackson, 
champion of the world ; Dick Bubge, light- 
weight champion of the world ; Jem Mace. 
echoes of who«e name may have rippled 
round your desk at school ; Billy Plimmer, 
bantam-weight champion of the world; 
Jerry Dbiscoll, champion of the navy; 
and Frank Craig, the Coffee Cooler, for a 
while the middle-weight ohampion. These 
only a few. But if you feel inclined to do 
anything, I '11 get you up a list, out of which you 're sure to be suited." 

Two men, ducking under ropes, presented themselves on platform. 
Stripped to the waist, with blaok tights, displaying legs all muscle. 
With them a comfortably stout gentleman in evening dress, who 
introduced them by name. He mentioned with pride that one of the 
twain will sign articles to-morrow for a fight with George Dixon. 
(Cheers). The two men in blsok tights, and nothing else, walked 
diligently round each other. Now and then they met in fieroe fray. 

Next to Jerry sat a mild-looking gentleman in evening clothes, 
who took an intelligent interest in the episodes. 

" You watch," he said, to no one particular, " how Bill's straight 
left finds its way about Smith's mug." 

"Time" was called. The two men suddenly stopped, unlacing 
arms from about each others necks, temporarily locked in fond 
embrace. Retired to opposite corners of platform. Sat down on 
three-legged stools. To either came a man dressed in white oslioo, 
suggestive of confectioner out of work. Brought with him a towel. 
Holding it with either hand on a corner he waved it before the seated 
glsdiator. 

" What does he do that for P " Jerbt asked. 

" To drive away the flies," said Phil. 

Jerbt thought that precaution was effectually tsken whilst the two 
men were thumping each other. But these people knew their own 
business. " Tommy Orange and Jim Brock " were next announced ; 
evidently old acquaintances. 




"The Coffee Cooler ii out to enjoy himstlf." 



"Tommy's getting too old for this work," said a gentleman on 
other side of the mild-visaged man in white necktie. 

" Yes," that authority remarked ; " Tommy 's been trotting round 
for some years. Out of oondition, too; carries quite a little tub. 
But I expect you wouldn't care to be standing up before him." 

Jerry would have liked to ask why this veteran professional 
should carry a little tub. Probably stored oold tea or other light 
refreshment in it Jerry could not see any sign of it ; concluded 
Tommy had left the tab outride. 

4 Mr. Horace King " said the Master of the Ceremonies, intro- 
ducing the heavy-weight amateur ohampion of the '94 brand, " and 
Frank Craig." 

This nice distinction in the use and omission of the Mr. indicated 

the amateur and the professional Frank Craig is a gentleman of 

colour, known to a section of the civilised world as the Coffee Cooler. 

At cry of " Time I " he advanced from oorner and walked round the 

amateur with springy step, his white teeth shining in ecstatic smile. 

However it may be with others, the Coffee Cooler is out to enjoy 

himself. His walk is a dance; his sparring rhythmical. Jerbt 

expected every moment to see him produce 

a banjo and hear him break forth in song 

from the far off plantation. 

" Instead of which," as the mild-visaged 
gentleman said, " he got on with a right- 
handed punch in the jaw." 

When the round was over, and the men 
retired to their respective corners, Jerry ob- 
served that whilst the cloth was brought into 
diligent use, waving about the face and chest 
of the amateur, no approaches were made in 
that direction towsrds the Coffee Cooler. 

" Why is that P " asked Jerry, thirsting 
for information. 

" Well," said Phil, "you see, he's black. 
The flies don't show on him, so what 's the 
use." 

Aleck Roberts and Pat Condon — 
" Patty " the mild-yisaged gentleman calls 
him, as if he were a singer— had a set-to, 
A patter of blows rang through the crowded 
arena, like a thunderstorm falling on forest 
leaves; "only more so," Jerry added. 
When it was over, both men shook hands 
affectionately, had the flies driven away, 
and walked off as if they had been merely 
conversing on the state of the weather. 

Item : An eight-round fight between two 
soldiers, one a drummer in the Grenadier 
Guards, the other a corporal in the Hussars. 
Both splendid specimens of manhood. Natu- 
rally tne drummer beat, the corporal being; 
knocked out in third round. At this stage a 
touch of pathos was judiciously introduced 
on scene verging on the severe. The M.C. led 
on to theplatf ormPEDLARPALMEB and Billy 
Plimmer, who were down for a round or so. 
But the Pedlar, alack I had his ear en- 
vironed with cotton wooL evidenca of an 
accident in Scotland, while Plimmer had 
put his shoulder out. The two were in 
morning dress, and looked very sheepish as 
the strange coincidence of misadventure was explained. It was 
disappointing ; but the audience generously cheered, and, ducking; 
their needs, the damaged athletes withdrew. 

Spirits, temporarily depressed, were raised to highest pitoh by ap- 
pearance of those old favourites Jem Smith and Dicx Burgh. A 
Dig, heavy man, Jem, in spite of a long life of hard work. Dick 
Bttboe in black tights, slim, puny in comparison with his opponent. 
What he lacked in weight he made up in skill and activity. Spun 
round like a grasshopper. Jem, as the mild-visaged gentleman truly 
remarked, was " usually there or thereabouts." But before he drew 
back after striking, Dick Burge, the pink of courtesy, was sure to have 
paid a return visit " If Dick ever wants money, I m behind him," 
said the mild-visaged gentleman with exceptional emphasis. 

About this time, the hearts of the audience uplifted by this bit of 
science, the wily M.C. worked off another disappointment Peter 
Jackson, Champion of the World, was down to do something. But 
no one seemed to want a try with him. As he shuffled across the 
stage, amid loud applause, you could almost see the bluahes mantling 
his ooal-black oountenanoe. So the Champion, who owns in the 
Coffee Cooler a brother, walked soross the platform to show he was 
there if he were wanted. " Shall we have a round or two, Phyl," 
Jerbt asked, as they walked out into the fresher air. 
" I think not," said Phil. " Your blood is dangerously up." 
Jebby thought none the worse of his friend for this jt 
remark, based upon keen observation. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

A Oirara Enoagimbnt. 

The other day my brown spaniel, Rvfue, approached ma and 
intimated in the usual manner that he wished to have a private 
conversation with me. I may mention, by the way, that I have 
now attached a Canine Cogitatograph to every dog in my pos- 
se s si on, and I have therefore no difficulty in discussing matters 
with them and in registering their thoughts. Rufus* s manner 
of declaring his desire for oonverr ation is peculiar. He raises 
himself on his hind legs, places his fore-paws on your knee, 
throws his hesd back and glares at you with eyes that almost 
bulge out of their sockets. He then scrapes at you with one of 
his fore-Daws, wags bis tail (it is a mere stump, I resret to say), 
and hurls himself forward until he has almost buried hii head 
in your lap. 

I imriDiiTiLY requested all the other dogs to retire from the 
room, and then addressed Rufus. " Well, Rufus, old man," 1 
said, " what do you want P ' 

" I want to talk to von particularly about a little matter, 

which about something I the fact is, I scarcely know how 

to put it." 

Here Rufus blushed. Of course you know how a dog blushes. 
He drops Lis eyes, then suddenly curls himself round and seises 
his tail in his teeth, as if entirely absorbed in the pursuit of a, 
letion of fleas. As I have »aid, Rufus 9 s tail is short, and the 
effort of blushing is therefore a very severe one for him. I 
gently removed his head from his tail and encouraged him to 
d. " Nobody can hear us, my dear boy ; pull yourself 
lot, and tell me what is on your mind." 




inon Rufut sighed, looked round at the garden window 
to see whether the St. Bernards were about, metaphorically 
cleared his throat, and made this astounding declaration. "I 
am in love with Nellie, and have asked her to be my wife." 

Now Nellie is a detrhound, a lady with a most aristooratio 
head and deep brown, expressive eyes. I had notioed for some 
time that Rufus had been particularly attentive to her. He 
had constituted himself her guardian, and had growled with 
more than ordinary fury when any of the other dogs had ap- 
proached her. On one occasion she hsd abstracted from him a 
remarkably succulent cntlet-bone, and he had suffered the 
indignity without protest All this I hod noticed, but I oonfess 
that it hsd not prepared me for RufuJs avowal. 

'•My deaf Mufti*,* 7 1 said, *'this comes upon me rather 
suddenly. Is tht re not a alight disparity in size and general ap- 
pearanoe between you and Nttlie f Your lets, for instance— " 

•'Legs I" said litifjts, disdainfully. "Is a dos; to consider his 
legs when his heart in involved ¥ Beuides," he continued. " Nellie's 
legs are qnite long enough for both of us, and, after all, if Nellie has 
the longer legs, I have the keener nose, and that makes up for 
them." . 

" Well," I said, " what did Nellie reply ? " 

" Nellie told me that she had no objection to me "—as he said this, 
Rufus hung his head in a most affected manner— " that, in fact, she 
rattier liked me, and that she would ODnsider herself engaged to me 
if her dear master didn't object. She didn't know where her mother 
was, and as for her father, she had never known him at all, so she 
was unable to refer me to either of her parents." 

" But look here, Rufus," I put in, "now do you propose to live P" 

" I have thought of that," he said. " There will be room enough 
for both of us to live quite comfortably in one of the kennels. I shall 
settle upon her my collar, my chain, and a considerable store of 
bones, which I have invested in a corner of the garden. Besides, I 
intend to give her a fife interest in my tail." 

Wbli^ to out a long matter short, Rufus was so eager, so press- 
ing, so energetic, that I was forced at last to yield to his request 
I then oalkd Nellie in, and oommunicated my decision to her, while 
Rufus retired under the table, and blushed with great vigour. Nellie. 
I am bound to uj % showed no special enthusiasm in the matter, but 
accepted the situation with a placid dignity all her own. I then ex- 
tracted Rufus from beneath the table, joined their paws together, 
and gave them my blessing. As it was now time for the morning 
walk, I called the other dogs, Roy and Don, the two youthful 
St. Bernards, and Ben, the retriever, and we all went out together. 

Lr some mysterious way the intelligence of an engagement between 
Rufut and Nellie must nave been communicated to the others, for 
they all frisked round the happy pair and barked their, congratula- 
tions. " Look here, you two,' r said Ben to the Si Bernards ; " we 
had better get on ahead a bit and leave these two fooU together. 
They are sure to have a lot of things to say to one another. I have 




CHRISTMAS 



SCHOOL TREAT. 



Athletic Curate. " Now, watt a bit thbbb, wait a bit 1 You mustn't 

8TABT TIT. NOW, AB1 YOU RXADJ f— ABB YOU BEADY? G " 

[Recollects himself and " rushes 9 ' grace. 



been like that myself and know what it is." So the three capered 
on ahead leaving Rufus and Nellie at my heels. Their conversation 
was so interesting that I here transcribe it. 

" Darling Nellie," said Rufus, in his most pathetic manner, " I 
love you awfully. I am sure I love you much more than you 
love me." 

" Nonsense, Rufus, you only say these things to annoy me. I love 
you very, very much, really much more than you love me— there ! " 

" Oh, but what can you see in me to make you love me at all P I 
am only a short, little, bandy-leggred dog, and you are the most 
beautiful being in the world. No, I'm sure you don't love me more 
than this," and with that he pointed to the little extra elaw on his 
left fore- paw. 

" Rufus" said Nellie, with a certain amount of asperity; "if you 
go on like this I really snail have to bite you. Ton make me doubt 
whether you love me even a teeny weeny little bit." 

" There, there, my own," said Rufus, " I didn't mean to vex you. 
But oh, shan't we be hap py P" 

At this moment there was a tremendous scurry amongst the three 
dogs who had pone on in front They had seen a tabby eat at the 
distance of one hundred yards, and were off, belter skelter, in pursuit. 
The instinot of the ohase asserted itself in the two lovers, and in a 
moment they, too, had joined in the racket The oat, I am glad to 
say, escaped up a tree, but for the time all further love-making was 
suspended. 

"Thx Mmsifo Lrux.'*— At a meeting of the Berlin Anthropo- 
logical Society last week. Dr. Dubois, of Leyden, exhibited and 
lectured upon the fossil bones of what he contended had been an ape- 
man, found in Java. But Professor Vibchow argued that the skull 
and bones were not those of an ape-man but "of a large gibbon." 
Sorely this was going one better than Dr. Dubois, who only asserted 
that the remains of the skeleton had once belonged to a mere ape- 
But to have been connected with a " Gibbon" was an honour 



on 



W UUUUVUVCU WllU • U1UUUU, woe wi uvuvui 

of which any admirer of the Decline and Folk including Mr. Bamr, 
might well be proud. These " Gibbon Bones 1 ; ought to be placed on 



the shelves of a publio library next to " Bohb'b Gtbboit." 

— D i g i i i zfedby vjOOQLG 



306 



PUNOH, OB THB LONDON CHARIVARI 



[Dkghmhb 28, 1895. 




NECESSITIES OF LIFE. 

" Yes, my Lady. James went this morning with the Htotim, and I 've sent of 
the Heav y Lu qqaoe with Chables. But I 've got tour Penoil-oasb, the Bioyole, 
your Ladyship's Gour Clubs and Hunting Obop and Billiard Cue, the Liwn Tenuis 
Racket, the Bizique Caeds and Masxebs, youe Ladyship's Betting Booh and Racing 
Glasses and Skates and Walking-stick— and if I 've pobgotten anything I can 

EASILY WIBE BACK FOB IT FROM THE FIB8T STATION WE STOP AT." 



SHE AGREED. 

Fob boars they lingered down the glade 

Beneath the leafy trees, 
To take her hand he seemed afraid, 

Much more her waist to squeeze. 
" All flesh is grass," at length he sighed ; 

The maid replied" It's true. 
As all must know who 've sat beside 

A youth so green as yon." 

Certain and Appropriate Accompani- 
ment to a Christmas Pantomime.— 
Waits. 



A Doll Drum.— First-rate show of dolls 
at Albert Hall. That's Troth,— with a 
"High T" and refreshments for visitors. 
This hall is now the home of doll* at 
Christmas. " BoUcs Bomutn." Or as a 
little girl said to her mother, "Doll see! 
Do mum-my ! " 

Honoris Causa.— When Sir Walter 
Bsbaht has oompleted his exhaustive 
History of London, of oonrse the name 
of our Metropolis will be changed to Be- 
santium, in honour of the author's labours in 
the East 



WINTEB CHEEK 

A Secular Christmas Carol. 

[" Winter Cheer," the name of a crimson 
Carnation.] 

" Christmas comes but once a year. 
And when it oomee it brings good cheer. ' 

So runs the good old saying, 
Drawn from the days men searoe remember, 
When Britons danced in drear December 

As lightly as when Maying. 

The brave old folk! Thcyloved their joke, 
Nor. donkey-like, to Dullness* yoke, 

Mere Issaohars, went crouching. 
They named their very flowers as though 
They saw the sun above the snow, 

Good hope and pluck avouching. 

When " milk came frozen home in pail," 
They warmed their hearts with song and tale, 

And cheered their souls with earoL 
Cheeks reddened at the Christmas-rose, 
Not like our peesimistio orows. 

All "black as atar-barreL' 7 

They did not " pull a kite " and sniff, 
Or oook a eynio nose, as if 

All love and fun were folly. 
They plucked bright flowers in Summer's 

prime. 
Yet knew to cheer white Christmas-time 

With mistletoe and holly. 

And why not we ? Let Mirth and Glee,— 
Not Tweedledum and Twecdledee 

In everlasting shindy.— 
Be our companions for the hour ; 
Though frosts may chill, or rains may thowr, 

Or nights be wild and windy. 

There 's Winter cheer,— for those who look,— 
In home, and child, and friend, and boDk, 

Despite the dismal croakers. 
Trouble returns, maybe, to-morrow, 
To-day avaunt with brooding sorrow! 

Hurrah for honest jokers I 

To those who fret old griefs and whims on, 
The old carnation flushed and orimson, 

And named so patly, prettily, 
Might teach a lesson Rood to learn. 
When boards are piled, and Yule-logs burn, 

And girlish eyes gleam jettdly. 

When Christmas comes it brings good cheer I 
But there are rerions dim and drear 

Which never know his coming. 
Where boards are bare and grates are void, 
Whose very ohildren ne'er enjoyed 

The season's mirth and mumming. 

What " Winter cheer " have such poor souls 
In their foul slums and stuffy holes 

Where sunray s are a rarity P 
None, none I— unless the outcast band 
Are suoooured by the open hand 

Of Christian Christmas Charity! 

So Punch, whilst preaching pluck and mirth, 
For generous goodwill on earth 

An earnest prayer must mingle. 
Since Christmas comes but once a year, 
Let the poor share your Winter cheer! 
A good old tag, though trite, yet clear, 

To olose Ids Christmas jingle I 

The Prophetcc Sage op Fleet Strew.— 
At this particular moment Mr. Punch refers 
his readers, which means everybody, every- 
where, to his oartoon for November 2, where 
to Master Johnny's question as to the mean- 
ing of "The Monroe Doctrine," Vaster 
Jonathan answers, " Wa-al-guess H 's that 
everything everywhere be-longs to US." 
Which "US" of course stands, as usual, tor 
the United States. President Cleveland 
has pointedly illustrated the 1 illustration. 

D i g i t i zod by ■ 
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A CHRISTMAS PUZZLE. 

Father Christmas. " NOW, MY LITTLE MAN, WHERE 'S YOUR STOCKING f " 
Poob Little Waif. " PLEASE, SIR, I AIN'T GOT NE'ER A ONE ! " 
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REQUEST OF AMOROUS ARGONAUT. 

Ton always loved to be afloat 

In skiff or in canoe, 
Or any other sort of boat 

With only room for two. 
To feather yon would not be taught, 

Did not know stroke from bow. 
And what a lot of crabs yon caught ! 

I wish yon oaught them now. 

Can yon recall the dreadful shook 

Yon canted when yon would steer. 
Ton meant to make for Molesey Lock 

Bnt went to MoleeeyWeir. 
In agony yon cried 4I Whioh string ? " 

Too late, as we upset. 
I would that now to me you 'd ding 

As you did dripping wet. 

On Boatrace Day you 'd always don 

The dark and azure blue, 
So when the match was lost and won 

You wore the victor's hue. 
Ton asked, on Henley's classic stream, 

What time the tide was low P 
And why they didn't race by steam, 

For rowing was so slow P 

If living ninety years from hence 

(I wish you no such fate), 
You '11 never know the difference 

'Twixt four-oar and an eight ; 
„But this perhaps you'll comprehend, 

I 've house-boat room to spare, 
And tingle sculling I will end 

If you will make a pair. 



Effects of the President's Message 
— News from Madame Tussattd's I (By 
Our Own Schoolboy.}— All the figures are 
awfully waxy. 

A Scientific Pababox. — A druggist, 
in the very act of using drugs, dfrpanses 
with them. 



CHARMING CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY SUBJECT. 

FANCY PORTRAIT. 




"THE NEW USHER OF THE BLACK ROD." 

General Sir Robert Biddulph, G.C.B., has accepted 
the post of Usher of the Black Rod. J 

" Hush I 'Tis tee Bogey Man I " 



ALL BUT A JOKE. 

The following replies to a message 
seemingly emanating from President 
Cleveland, and apparently oouehed in 
the same terms as mat referring to Eng- 
land, has been forwarded to 85, Fleet 
Street, presumedly with a view to their 
being transmitted to Amerioa, Mr. 
Punch, however, prefers to retain them 
for his own columns. In the cause of 
peace the Sage of sages has suppressed 
the signatures, 

(Post-mark, Paris.) 

You tell the greatest nation of the earth 
that you are going to adjudicate, on your 
own responsiDility, in a matter affecting 
exclusively that great nation's interests I 
You are insolent I You are absurd 1 You 
are American roast beef I No ; a thousand 
times, nol Your folly is not magnificent, 
but it may cause the war I 

{Post-mark, St. Petersburg.) 
You are not of course serious ! But if 
you are, I have the honour to inform you 
that I thall he glad to die cuss the matter 
further with you when I have got you 
safely landed— in Siberia, 

(Post-mark, Constantinople.) 
Infidel dog ! Take away your station- 
aries; you will want them to defend New 
York. All that is good about you is your 
doctrine of MxnrttOE Pasha! I shall adopt 
it in Turkey. But as for your preten- 
tions, speak to me again when you are 
ready for war— in 1900 ! 

(Post-mark, Berlin.) 
Oh, goodness gracious 1 Oh, dear me! 
What, insult my army 1 and insult me ! 
Oh, you degraded, insolent, pig-headed 
— -{remainder of reply %sabr> Uely unfit 
for publication). 



At Christmas time every woeful tale 
ought to end with a tip. 



"MABIA, THE BRUNETTE." 

(Framework of a Christmas Story, Old Style, but Topically up to Date.) 

The three city men, while they waited, exchanged experiences. 
Their stories had been told before, but to a different audience. As 
it happened, when each had his biography related by an expert, the 
others had been away. But now they were together. They had not 
mnoh leisure for recollections. Every moment they expected the 
attendant who was to "personally conduct" them on their tour. 
Not that they would be long with him ; they were soon to part 
company. One was going after a week's delay to the south coast ; 
another to the extreme west ; another to the bracing air of a northern 
suburb of the metropolis. 

They laughed as they recognised one another. They had met 
before, but with different surroundings. 

44 How shall we pass the time ? " asked one. 

44 By following the precedent set by Charles Dicxens years ago, 
and telling one another stories," was the prompt response ; " and I 
beg to move that our friend who has hitherto kept silence should 
lead the way. Gentlemen, attention for a yarn/' 

Thus encouraged, the third man commenced. 

The Fibst City Man's Stobt.— The Company Promoter. 

I had half-a-crown in my pocket, &c, &c (for ten pages), and so, 
in spite of all my toil and trouble, the Wo:>den Nutmegs Company 
turned out a failure. 

. "Dear me!" observed City Man Number One. "von had dis- 
tinctly hard luok. Well, I suppose we must consider it the fortune 
of war." 

"Can you not tell us something about your own adventures P" 
said the original speaker. " Ah, I ice you have no objection." 

Thus invited, the man in the white hat commenoed* 

The Secobb Cftt Man's Stobt.— The African Explorer. 
I had not been happy at heme, and was partial to a roving life. 
I had quarrelled with all my relatives ; so, securing eighteen pence 



in capper (my entire oipital), I commenced my wanderings. I went to 
Africa, &c, &o. (for ten pages). Then when the official receiver 
issued his report I found that the Far Above Rubies Gold Mine had 
not been (to put it mildly) the ssf est of investments. 

" We should think not," said the others with a smile. "We should 
think not." 

Time was now running short And consequently, in compliance 
with his promts?, the last merchant commenced. 

The Thibd Cur Man's Stobt.— The Stock-Exchang* Jobber. 

I had just fivepenoe. However, this carried me into the House. 
I was not ambitious. I took a broom, and used it. This gradually, 
&c, &c. (for ten pages), so the shares ran down like the mouse in 
44 Dichory Dock J " The slump oame, I went with it, and you see 
me where you find me. 

At this point the personal conductor entered. 

" Here, you three," he said roughly, " stir yourselves." 



" Where are we going f " 

" To Holloway, in the first instance." 

he pushed the convicts into Black Maria. 



And without further fuss 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 



A capital book of " nonsense " verses and pictures, quite the best 
thing of the kind since Mr. Leah's illustrated rhymes, has been pro- 
duced anonymously by " A Nobody," and ** obligingly published" 
by Gabdnbb & Co. The Baron, at Christmas time, cannot do a 
better turn to young and old friends than by recommending; them, 
one and alL to procure this book, which provides a store of lore for 
Christmas holidays. The Baron likewise advises them to add to their 
purchases The Adventures of Two Dutch Dolls, written by Miss 
Bebtha Upton, and capitally illustrated by her sister, Miss 
Flobenge. ** * Doli sine rations nonpossunt,'— which, being trans- 
lated, means that these ' Dolls (DoU) couldn't do what they do do 
unless they had all their wits about 'em,' " quoth 

The Learned and Chbistmabst Bason db Boox-Wobms. 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 



Shortsighted Sportsman (thrown out— having followed innocent-looking Youth down to corner of field). ■ Confound THI Fellow I I thought 

HB WAS GOING TO OPBN A GATE 1 " 



THE BOA8T BEEF OP OLD ENGLAND. 

{Some Seasonable Encore Stanzas dedicated by Mr. Punch to the Duke of 
Westminster.) 

[The Duxi or Wbbtmtnstsb ii reported to hare presented Hooabth'b 
celebrated and patriotic masterpiece, "Calais Oats; or, the Boast Beef of 
Old England? to the National Gallery.] 

When mighty Roast Beef was the Englishman's food. 
They painted some pictures the world allow* good. 
Now the Duke makes a gift, in munificent mood. 
Of Hogarth's " Boast Beef of Old England* 
Sing Oh ! this old English Roast Beef I 

The Boast Beef Habby Fielding and Loyebidgi praised, 
Britons still have a love for, in days crank and crazed, 
So Punch holds that a stare to our Duke should he raited, 
Who gives Bull this " Boast Beef of Old England. 19 
Sing Oh! the old Engli»h Roast Beef 1 

If ever a true English painter we had, 
Jt was William Hooabth, free from freak and from fad, 
S3 a true English Doke makes true English hearts glad 
With this timely " Boast Beef of Old England* 
Sing Ho! the Duke's English Roast Beef ! 



PLAYING ON THE BEACH. 

Deab Mb. Punch,— After selling my wife's trinkets to pay inoome- 
tax, judge of my astonishment on reading this :— 

In replying to the toast of " Her Majesty's Ministers," the Crancellob op 
thb Exchequer said he had only had a single representation asking for 
remission of taxation. 

The Chancellob of thb Exchxqjtib seems actually to be offended 
because only one individual has asked to have his money back I 
Just to undeceive him, I may say that a cheque for £1 5s. Ad. (the 
amount of my aforesaid inoome-tax) will be most welcome to 

Atthbl Astgasp. 

P.S.— I look upon the inoome-tax this year as a " Hicks Beach- 
'em pill" which all have to swallow. 



\ men, " we cannot 



YAH WINKLE OH THE MONROE DOCTRINE. 

(A Sequel to the Hundred Years* Steep.) 

Rip awoke after a slumber of a hundred yean. He was too weary 
to talk, so he listened. There were two strange persons tpeaking 
with an accent that he recognised of Devonian origin. In their 
features, too, he recognised a trace of faces of Plymouth extraction. 
He thought that tome more excursionists had ccme over from 
England to settle in the youngest of British colonies. 

•• I tell you what it is/' said the first of the two m< 
tolerate foreign interference." 

"That is so," returned the other; " these Britishers must keep 
their distance. We are going to boss our own land, and that's a 
fact" 

" You are about right The great American Continent belongs to 
the great American People, and they claim their inheritance." 

'* I say," said Rip, sitting up and rubbing his eyes. " What are 
you talking about Y And as I have been asleep for a long while, tell 
me first, how is King Giobgb f " 

"We know nothW about kings," was the reply. "We are 
citizens of the United States, and we are not going to stand any 
foreign interference from Britishers." 

" Foreign interference 1 " exolaimed Rip. " What are you talking 
about! Why. England was in America ages before your new- 
fangled Republic And how about Canada, and the British posses- 
sions in the South Y' 9 

For Rip, although he had been asleep for a century, had managed 
to keep his dreams decently up to date. 

"We know nothing about history," oried the citizens of tie 
U.S. A. "All we feel is that we ain't going to brook any foreign 
interference." 

"What rot I" returned Rip. "Because Nephew (not Uncle) Sm 
has declared himself independent of John Bull, that does not give 
him a right to call all Transatlantic Britain his own. If John wi re 
to turn nasty and turn you all out, what would you do thenr" 

" Well. I suppose we should have to go back home. After all, 
land isn't such a bad place to live in." 



Engl 
But Rip 



. _ with the situation in spite of this 
So he returned to his slumbers. )V VjiU 1 



Daemon 88, 1885.] 
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" After the Call was over,' 00 

After the Congress was oyer, 6 

•• After the Deputation had retired," 289 

" After the Play is over," 187 

Age of Culture (TheX 62 

Ase of Love (The), 141 

AU but a Joke, 809 

Amateur Actor's Vade Meeum (The), 878 

Amnesia Bacillus (The), 128 

Angling Extraordinary. HO 

Another Conference or Women Workers, 

218 
Another Dialogue of the Night, 129 
Arcades Ambo, 77 
Arithmetical Exercise, 78 
'Any on Ilarry, 90 
'Arry on the Electors, 89 
Art is Measurement, 261 
Asinine Performance (Ad), 150 
As the Law should be, 147 
At Cromer, 180 

" Athelstane the Unready," ltf 
At Last, 188 
An Bevoir to Opera, 68 
Bachelor " Bowl'd M (A), 198 
Ballade of the Sacred Song (The), 280 
Ballad of Bechuana (The), if % 
Ballast for that Balloon, 16 
Ball versus Ball, 148 
Battle in a Boda-Water Bottle (A), 129 
••Be it Cosiness." 297 
Benn and Jim, 219 
Bike v. Bicycle, iOl 
Bonne Bouche (AX 72 
** Bonnie Dundee 1" 192 
Boy and the Bat (The), 6 
Boy on the Busby Celebration (A), S78 
Briggs of BallioL 21, 26 
British Bather (The), 118 
Brown and Me, 48 
Browning at Browning Hall, 193 
By a Reasonable Bad, 71 
By our Notes-and-Query Man, 75 
By-way of History (AX ftO 
Gabby, 101, 1)8, 126, 187, 149, 168, 1(0, 

189,197.208,287,277 
Candidate*! Vsde Mecum (TheX 8 
Canine Sagacity in excelsis, 228 
Carlo theOynic, 860 
Caution in Right Direction, 198 
Chance for Somebody (AX 251 
Character of the Happy " Copper," 111 
Cheek I 89 

" Cheer, Boys, Cheer,! " 166 
"Children's Country Holidays Fund" 

(TheX 102 
Chin to the Champion (AX 71 
Christmas Exam, 287 
Christmas in Somerset, 294 
Christmas Keeper's Vade Mecum (TheV 801 
Producer's vade 
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Meeum (TheX *?• 
Clerical Mistake (A), 196 
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" Coming of Arthur M (TheX 226 
Coming Struggle (The), 269 
Command of the Array (TheX 188 
Company Promoter's Vade Mecum (TheX 

Concerning a Public Nuisance, 58 
Congratulations, 227 
Conqueror (The), 141 
Contemporary Conundrum (AX 262 
Council of War (AX 192 
Country of Cockaigne (TheX 76 



' Court of Common Sense " (TheX 278 
Court on again, 174 

' Crawl to the South " (TheX 161 
Crazy Tales, 198 
Cricket Three (The). 180 
Cry from Chicago (AX 118 
Cry of the Counter (The), 88 
Crystallised Palace'd Fruits, 167 
Cue for Canvassers, 27 
Curious Spell (AX 276 
Cursory Rhyme, 186 
Cycle and the Camera (TheX 218 
Cycling in Russia, 289 
Daly News, 17 
••Daly News I Special P 8 
Delightful Discoveries, 62 
Dialogue of the Night (AX 120, 186 
Discovery in Liqueurs (AX 12 
Dissolving Views, 40 
Dod the Dodger I 274 
Dress a la Premiere Mode, 6 
Drinking 8cene of the Future, 87 
Dude the Diffuse, 286 
Echoes from the Polls, 80 
Edith Mary Ledlngham, 147 

§50! 801 
ection Intelligence, 17, 86 
Election NotesTrom the West. 41. 61 
Election Pleasant Phrase- Book (TheX 
" Encore * Moatlhodi ' 1 " 262 
End of Georgle's and Jaeky's Holldi 

188 
English Wife (TheX 207 
Essence of Parliament, 11, 28, 77, 95, 1 

119, 181 
Bx-Hon. Private A. Briefless. Jun., 

the I. O. a R. V. O at Bialey, 88 
Fashions for the Fifth, 225 ' 
" Finis," 196 

For a' that, and a' that, 267 
For Butter or Worse, 260 
For the Tailors' Congress at Venders, 
For Wheel or Woe. 109 
Found in the Ministerial Letter-Box, ! 
Found Wanting, 186 
Frozen Flowers. 276 
General Election (TheX 45 
George Augustus Sala, 299 
Georgie's and Jaeky's Holidayr, 100 
Oil Blas-6, 166 



Good Badminton, 66 

ws, and Strange 
Goose and Gander, 148 



Good News, and E 



too, 59 



Grand Old Gardener (AX 169 

Great Wheel Gossip, 16 

Halp-avd-Halv, 10 

" Happy Evenings," 249 

Happy Harrogate, 128 

" Hare Apparent" (TheX *W 

Harry on^Arry, 81 

Henley Barcarolle (AX 27 

Henry Richard Howard, 188 

Her Heart and Hand, 267 

Heroes and Hat Worship, 286 

Her Previous 8weetheart, 16 

Hibernian Arithmetic 246 

••HoiAdelphoi,"186 

"Honours Easy," 42 

Hot-Water Bottel (TheX 286 

How I lost my Poll. 60 

How Kipper slew the New Forest Hor 

204, 2l£ 228 
How the Topers came down to the P< 

46 
How to be Happy, 258 
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Quite Correct, 198 

Railway Race CThel 10© 

Railway Travelling, 167 

Reaction. 1896, 88 

Real Eastern Question (The). v » 

Real School for Scandal (The), 287 

Real 8chool for Scandal again (The), 292 

Reciprocity, 41 

Red Orchid (The), 87 

Reely 1 Reely 1 886 

Re-Incarnation, 40 

Request of Amorous Argonaut, 808 

Retreat of the Fifteen Thousand (The), 167 

Rhyme by a Rsd, 106 

Rivals at the Court, 861 

Riverside Rondel (A). 188 

Roast Beef of Old England (The), 810 

Robert Burns to the Rescue. 98 

Robert under the Greenwood Tree, 85 

Robing- Room Rumours, 821, 876 

Roehampton Gate and the L. O. C 

Romance of the Future (A), 208 

Romeo Robertson and Juliet 

Campbell, 161 
Roundabout Readings, 9 IV «. ». 72, 

84, 69, 117, 182, 144. 166, 166, 171, 191. 

808, 817, 881, 860, 257, 269, 881, 898, 805 
" Rule, « Britannyer ' I " 77 
Scwktiwc Investigation of Infancy (TheX 

Scraps from Chaps, 10, 81, 29, 87V 68, 61, 
88, 86. 97, 118, 181, 141, 146, 157, 177, 
186, 195, 205, 227, 240 

Seasonable Dialogue. 219 

" Secret of Success (The), 78 

Sermons, 145 ,«*_,. M « 

Serving out Blank Cartridges, 868 

Shakspeare on the Situation, 1 

Shakspeare without the Musical Glasses, 
889 

She agreed, 806 

Shooting Stars. 262 MMmmmm 

" 81c transit gloria Hoodi," 167 

Sims Reeves at the Empire, 179 

Sir B. Clarke and the Bar, 208 

Sketches from Scotland, 178, 184 

Skittish 8kirt-danoere (TheX 841 

Smorltorkiana, 179 

So like them I 275 «_^, AX tQ 

Soliloquy in 8t James's Park (A), (3 

Somalia at Sydenham (The), 4 

Some Minor Hypocrisies and their Mean- 
ings, 258 

Something Attractive in a Name, 180 

Something like Justice. 226 

Song for Bobbies on Bikes, 260 

Song for the Shipbuilding Trade, 229 

8ong of the Powers, 849 

Song of the 8hrimper (The), 98 

Song to 8ims Reeves. 261 

Sportive Songs, 280, 297 

Sport per Wire, 209 

Stambuloff, 45 

Strictly according to Precedent, 126 

Studies in Modern Journalism, 897, 3G8 

Suggestion (A), 250 

Summer out of Season, 166 

Tali of the Toll'd (A), 238 

Thames Talk, 221 

That poor Irish Harp I 94 

That poor Penny Dreadful 1 108 

That Tune I 201 

Theatrical Intelligence, 292 

Thirty-one-and-sixpenny Dreadful, 111 

Thomas Henry Huxley, 28 

Three Choirs (The), 126 

Three Weird Writers of Drury Lane (The), 
168 

To A. Balfour. 268 

To a Friend of Mine. 174 

To a Lady Humorist, 25 

To a Westerly Gale in London, 299 

To Oedle, 251 

To Chloe, 75 

To Constance, 898 

To Dr. W. G. Grace, 46 

Toiler to a Twitterer (A), 815 

To Julia, Knight-errant, 57 

Tom the Golfer, 155 

To prevent Misunderstanding, 275 

Torr-restial Notes, 124 

To Trickssta, 84 

To Trilby, 268 

Town versus Country. 101 

Traveller's Conversation-Book, 156 

Trifles Light as Hair, 84 

Trio (A), *02 

Trip^perSea"(A).98,106 

True 8portaman's Tip (AX 85 

"Twenty Minutes on the Continent, M 118 

Two Soldiers' Tears, 819 

Uoly, 163 

Ulysses at Taplow, 291 

Union v. Disunion, 249 

Urbs in Rure— the Farmer's Future, 258 

Yah Winkle on the Munroe Doctrine, 810 

Very latest " Hitttte " Seal (TheX 106 

Very Likely, 886 

Virgtnibus puerisque, 147 



Voice from the Table (AX 94 

Warning (A), 886 

Wasting her Sweetness. 88 

Way they have at the Bar (TheX 816 

Welcome Home t 166 

"Well Played I" 881 

Wheel of Fate (TheX 178 

Wheels within Wheels, 861 

Where not to go, 78 

Who wouldn't be an Alderman? 6 

Winter Cheer, 806 

Winter Covent Garden Operatic Notes, If 8 

Woman and her Wheel, 245 

Woodman, spare not that Tree, 186 

Tell from the Yellow (AX 219 

" Ton are most apt to play the Sir," 45 

Young Primrose's Party, 54 

" Youth wanted," 863 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

After the Battle, 55 

"Are you Ready?" 19 

Armenia's Appeal, 295 

Ashantl again I 847 

«'Buiig"InAfrica,189 

" Calm and Peace. 1 ' 91 

Christmas Puzzle (AX f 07 

Colonial Matrimonial Agent (TheX 888 

" Dead-Lock " (TheX 271 

Empty Cupboard (TheX 115 

" Forty Winks | M 187 

"Good Dog!" 175 

Great Political Combination Troupe 



(TheX 7 

Sercules 



Hercules and the Farmer, 859 

" Kismet l" 884, 885 

" La Glolre I" 187 

New Keepers (TheX 87 

Old Warder William, 81 

PoorSmikel 168 

Rescue 1 199 

Simple Definition (AX 211 

" Sooner the Better ,r (TheX 79 

Spill I (The), 48 

Taking the Reins, 228 

"TimporsryObsthruction" (AX 108 

Viva Italia I 161 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Admiral Punch welcomes Italia, 14 
•Arry'i Definition of Collar Day, 878 
Asking defeated Rival to be Best Man, 71 
Athletic Curate at School Treat, 806 j 
Athletic Yankee and John Bull, 182 
Attending Lecture on Criminal Lawj 221 
Aunt Maria as Trilby. 268 
Authoress and Lady Friend, 174 
Automatic Gate for Hunters, 267 



Balaclava Sexton's Drinks (AX 107 
Barber's Long-faced Customer, 249 
Beach Musician and Non-8ubscriber, 141 
Bear disguised as Chinaman, 806 
Benevolent Gent and Crying Boy, 826 
Benevolent Lady and Workgirl, 87 
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Brown and a Highland Tailor, 54 
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Coster's Villsge at Uganda Exhibition, 190 
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Crying for Mamma, 180 
Curate and the Bad Egg, 282 
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Cyclists' Opinions on the Great Wheel, 157 
Cyclists returning from Shopping, ISO 
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Daddy's Waistcoat, 168 
Dealer pricing a Ring, 118 
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Dismounted Huntsman and Old Horse, 

248 
Diver end the Mermaid (TheX 80S 
Doily and Mr. Punch, 801 
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Google 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




CONTRASTS. 

No. I.— MEN AND MANNERS. THE PAST. 



D i g iti zed by 



Google 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




CONTRASTS. 

No. II.— MEN AND NO MANNERS. THE PRESENT. 



Digitized by 



Google 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 



_^- 




CONTRASTS. 

Digitized by 
No. III.-MEK AND NO MANNERS. TIME PAST. A CAROUSE AT A TAVERN. 



Google 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




CONTRASTS. 

No. IV.— MEN AND MANNERS. TIME PRESENT. SUPPER AT A RESTAURANT. 



Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




bogle 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 







==-- 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




I 

i 






s s 



I 



i 

s 

6 



PS 

S 

5 



Hi 



3 



Digitized by 



Google 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




•I 



n 

§5 



S3 

5 S 

. U 

> 2 . 

« gs 
o 

6 

DC 



la 

II 

*3 



b S 
P4 



Q 
W 
Q 

O 
° 

z is 

ai 



h n 

eg 
g8 

S3 

P 
IP 

P 

as 
31 



Digitized by 



foozle 1 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




i 
2 



o 

H 

CO 



S 



8 
I 

s 

H 

s 



Q i 

Q g 
06 g 
o 
a 
w 

06 

z 



w 

1 

B 

I 



W 
& 
I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1896. 




Digitized by VjOOQ LC 




*■**■«■ 






I 



■ 



I 









■ 



I III 






■ 

■ 



\( 






I 



I : 






I 














1 











■I 




